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INTRODUCTION 


- 


Fe suede with so volumi- 
nous a writer as Henry James, we 
may always gain fresh insight into 
his work by following a single 
phase of it from first to last. His 
most distinctive contribution, the 
portrayal of American characters 
against a European background, 
has overshadowed his treatment of 
the American scene. But the nov- 
els and stories he wrote with Amer- 
ica as their locale form a coherent 
and relatively compact cross-sec- 
tion of his work as a whole. They 
span the half-century of his prolific 
career from his first published story 
to the novel that was broken off by 
the shock of the first World War. 
They thereby provide an unfolding 
example of the evolution of his 
style. They also furnish his answer 
to questions that always absorbed 
him, what were the prospects for 
American fictionP what particular 
problems and difficulties would its 
writer have to face and overcome? 
In answering those questions — if 
only obliquely and partially, as he 
would have been the first to admit 
—his American novels and stories 
possess the further interest of af- 
fording us vistas into the manners 
of their time. Henry James believed 
that the function of a major novel- 
ist like Balzac was to record the 
moral history of his age. James was 
no Balzac, and he saw only limited 
parts of the human comedy in 


America. But he saw with a re- 
markably trained and_ tenacious 
eye. His skills were most analogous 
to those of a painter, and his street- 
scenes and interiors, as well as his 


' many portraits and occasional land- 
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scapes, belong to the lasting gallery 
of American art. 

In the spring of 1865 Henry 
James, Senior noted: “Harry has a 
story in the current (March) num- 
ber of the Atlantic. Considered 
good . . . “The Story of a Year’ by 
H. J. Jr.” That story, written when 
its author was twenty-one, has not 
previously been reprinted; and 
looking back at it, James no doubt 
would have held that it was not 
immeasurably better than the sto- 
ries by the literary ladies who then 
graced the Atlantic in the interim 
between Hawthorne’s death and 
Howells’ first stories a few years 
later. James’ triangle against the 
background of the war is certainly 
conventional enough, and it would 
seem unwise to read into it any 
deep personal significance. But it is 
always of interest to observe where 
a great writer started, and not- 
withstanding some stilted and am- 
ateur phrases, James is here al- 
ready emulating the most ambi- 
tious master, no less than Balzac 
himself. 

Indeed, in one of his first reviews 
he had just pointed out to Harriet 
Prescott Spofford the value for any 
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practitioner of studying Eugénie 
Grandet, since Balzac “is literally 
real: he present objects as they 
are.” But in turning to the new re- 
alism rather than to Hawthorne’s 
romance as his primary model, he 
also knew that accurate details were 
of significance “only in so far as 
they bear upon the action,” that in 
Balzac “each separate part is con- 
ducive to the general effect, and 
this general effect has been studied, 
pondered, analyzed: in the end it 
is produced. Balzac lays his stage, 
sets his scene, and introduces his 
puppets. He describes them once 
for all; this done, the story 
marches.” 

“The Story of a Year” does not 
march. It has enough material for 
a novel, but none of it is really de- 
veloped. Yet James had already ad- 
dressed himself, through its vacil- 
lating heroine, to the analysis of 
complex states of mind, and of the 
power of evil to haunt like “an un- 
laid ghost.” He sensed that he had 
gone beyond his depth when he 
said “I cannot describe these 
things”; but he had begun to pos- 
sess his gift for conveying his char- 
acters’ thoughts in terms of visual 
images, even though his opening 
presentation of the scattering 
clouds of the sunset as an “alle- 
gory” of war’s end is the kind of 
set-piece of moralizing that he 
would not have allowed himself 
later. He hardly portrayed his New 
England village and its neighbor- 
ing manufacturing town in more 
than the faintest crayon strokes. 

James was to develop very 
slowly, and did not feel that he had 


produced enough good stories to 
make a book until a decade later. 
He then collected only six of the 
two dozen pieces he had printed in 
magazines, and only one of these, 
“The Romance of Certain Old 
Clothes,” deals even nominally with 
an American background. This 
story is of interest chiefly in that it 
shows James imitating Hawthorne’s 
methods of allegory in a way that 
he soon outgrew. Its passing sug- 
gestion of eighteenth-century Sa- 
lem is too pale to make it worth re- 
producing here. The same applies 
to the other New England tales of 
his apprenticeship. They hardly go 
beyond his first story; and to have 
read one is to have seen enough of 
what he still had to learn. 

His first attempt at a short novel, 
Watch and Ward, was serialized in 
the Atlantic in 1871, but he felt so 
unsure of it that he did not issue it 
as a volume until seven years later, 
and then only after he had rewrit- 
ten it. It deals with a Boston bach- 
elor who falls in love with and fi- 
nally marries his young ward; and 
here James tried to handle a wide 
canvas. He sent his hero off on a 
trip to South America and his hero- 
ine to be educated in Rome, and fi- 
nally united them, after melodra- 
matic difficulties, in New York. But 
the book is not a real study of man- 
ners anywhere. It seems made-up, 
not observed, and even in its re- 
vised form scarcely holds the read- 
er’s attention. By the time he pub- 
lished it, his reputation had been 
established by The American 
(1877); and “Daisy Miller” was 
presently to bring him his moment 
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of widest popularity. His first full- 
length novel, Roderick Hudson 
(1875), had studied the disinte- 
gration of a young American sculp- 
tor in Rome. In revising it more 
than thirty years later for his col- 
lected edition, he remarked that its 
opening chapters in Northampton, 
Massachusetts, had failed to meet 
the challenge of the intensity of 
Balzac’s provincial towns. That 
challenge seems to have been ever 
present in James’ early years, how- 
ever much he may have preferred 
George Eliot as a moralist, and 
however much he may have failed 
to find in his rapidly changing 
America anything like the fixed 
solidity of French manners and 
customs to base his own work upon. 
He began to voice his doubts on 
this score in a letter to Charles El- 
iot Norton in 1871, after he had re- 
turned from his initial year of be- 
ing abroad on his own. He was dis- 
cussing Suburban Sketches, How- 
ells’ first volume of fiction: “Look- 
ing about for myself, I conclude 
that the face of nature and civiliza- 
tion in this our country is to a cer- 
tain point a very sufficient literary 
field. But it will yield its secrets 
only to a really grasping imagina- 
tion. This I think Howells lacks. 
(Of course I don’t!) To write well 
and worthily of American things 
one need even more than elsewhere 
to be a master. But unfortunately 
one is less!” 

Shortly before The American ap- 
peared James had decided to live 
in London, and there, during the 
next couple of years, he wrote two 
short American novels, The Euro- 
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peans and Washington Square. 
Neither attempts to bite deeply 
into American society, and he quite 
properly sub-titled the first “A 
Sketch.” One is laid in Boston and 
a neighboring village, and the 
other in New York, but both of 
them deal with the period of 1850, 
the period of James’ childhood. In 
the light of that fact, a passage in 
his essay on Turgenieff, written a 
few years before these novels, 
assumes a particular relevance: 
“Turgenieff gives us a_ peculiar 
sense of being out of harmony with 
his time — of having what one may 
call a poet’s quarrel with it. He 
loves the old, and he is unable to 
see where the new is drifting. 
American readers will peculiarly 
appreciate this state of mind; if 
they had a native novelist of a 
large pattern, it would probably 
be, in a degree, his own.” 

But though James’ realism in its 
prime, in a book like The Portrait 
of a Lady (1881), is more akin, 
by the delicacy of its method, to 
Turgenieff than to Balzac or Flau- 
bert, his two novels about the older 
America do not exact any such am- 
bitious comparison. William James 
objected to The Europeans as be- 
ing “thin,” and though Henry was 
depressed by that verdict, he re- 
joined: “I have a constant impulse 
to try experiments of form, in 
which I wish to not run the risk of 
wasting or gratuitously using big 
situations. But to these I am com- 
ing now. It is something to have 
learned how to write, and when I 
look round me and see how few 
people (doing my sort of work) 
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know how (to my sense), I don’t 
regret my step-by-step evolution.” 

He was unquestionably right. A 
comparison of any page’ of The 
Europeans with “The Story of a 
Year” can demonstrate that during 
the intervening period he had 
mastered the first requisite of last- 
ing fiction, the discipline of con- 
crete presentation. The opening 
vista, from the windows of the 
Parker House, of the cemetery in 
the midst of the downtown city, 
and of that city under the blanket 
of a snow-storm in May, takes us 
unerringly into the milieu and its 
immediate moment. James had 
gained that skill partly through his 
many portraits of places, so that 
when he wanted to suggest a late 
eighteenth-century house he could 
do it with pictorial discrimination: 
“It was an ancient house — ancient 
in the sense of being eighty years 
old; it was built of wood, painted 
a clean, clear, faded grey, and 
adorned along the front, at inter- 
vals, with flat wooden pilasters, 
painted white. . . . A large white 
door, furnished with a highly-pol- 
ished brass knocker, presented it- 
self to the rural-looking road, with 
which it was connected by a spa- 
cious pathway, paved with worn 
and cracked, but very clean bricks. 
Behind it there were meadows 
and orchards, a barn and a pond. 
... All this was shining in the 
morning air, through which the 
simple details of the picture ad- 
dressed themselves to the eye as 
distinctly as the items of a ‘sum’ 
in addition.” 

Such a passage makes one won- 


der how much James was also 
thinking of Hawthorne’s more dif- 
fuse and shadowy presentation of 
his older House of the Seven Ga- 
bles, for Hawthorne’s book had 
also dealt with the period of 1850. 
James’ study of society is, to be 
sure, altogether less serious than 
Hawthorne’s. He had projected a 
companion piece to The American, 
with the situation reversed: in- 
stead of Christopher Newman dis- 
covering Europe, he would bring 
back to this country two Euro- 
peanized Americans. None of his 
characters here are drawn with 
the living thoroughness of New- 
man or Madam de Cintré. James 
composed this study of manners 
around two contrasting views of 
life—as discipline or as enjoy- 
ment, and he sketched in very 
lightly his New England types: 
Mr. Wentworth, Harvard 1809, 
who has his office in Devonshire 
Street, and whose face looks “as 
if he were undergoing martyrdom, 
not by fire, but by freezing”; his 
son, who has just been “rusticated” 
from college for drinking; his cou- 
sin, who has engaged in the China 
trade; his two daughters, and the 
young Unitarian minister who is 
courting one of them. Into this 
subdued, largely joyless existence 
he introduces the Baroness. Euge- 
nia and her symbolically named 
brother, Felix Young, and works 
out the slightest of plots to show 
who can and who cannot find 
satisfaction in such a simple so- 
ciety. 

Washington Square has fre- 
quently been James’ favorite novel 
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with readers who don’t really like 
James. That is not to say that it 
has not been admired also by 
those who believe that he reached 
his summit in The Ambassadors or 
The Wings of the Dove. But its 
method is much simpler than the 
one he used later, since it con- 
centrates on the single tension 
caused between Catherine Sloper 
and her father by his opposition to 
her marriage. Some critics have 
objected to the title on the ground 
that there is hardly enough of the 
city in the book to justify it. James’ 
center of interest was unquestion- 
ably his heroine, but he made her 
very different from the young girls 
in The Europeans. He endowed 
her with none of the usual charm 
of his heroines, and began by de- 
scribing her as “plain” and “dull.” 
He then proceeded to develop her, 
through her unshakable devotion 
to her one deluded love, into a 
woman of heroic dignity. The book 
might more accurately have been 
called by her name, and he may 
very well have taken a_back- 
ward glance at Eugénie Grandet 
for a model of such goodness of 
heart. 

Here he was writing about 
Americans largely independent of 
the influence of Europe. Indeed, 
Catherine, in her early twenties, 
had “never met a foreigner.” In a 
way unusual for him, James in- 
troduced his description of the 
Square with a personal reminis- 
cence of how it looked in his in- 
fancy; and in sketching the Bat- 
tery and a Seventh Avenue oyster- 
house, he drew on the same mate- 


rial that he was to use far more 
profusely in his autobiography. 
Yet he would probably have 
agreed that he had fallen short of 
his title. He wrote to Howells that 
he had produced “a tale purely 
American, the writing of which 
made me feel acutely the want of 
the ‘paraphernalia.’ ” 

His use of that last word had 
risen out of a controversy. How- 
ells had just reviewed his critical 
biography of Hawthorne, and had 
taken him to task for his now no- 
torious enumeration of “the items 
of high civilization, as it exists in 
other countries, which are absent 
from the texture of American life.” 
This passage throws far more light 
on James than on Hawthorne; and 
another reason why it stands apart 
from its context with a rhetorical 
flourish is that it was originally 
designed for another purpose. In 
a hitherto unpublished notebook 
James had written: “In a story, 
some one says—‘Oh yes, the 
United States—a country without 
a sovereign, without a court, with- 
out a nobility, without an army, 
without a church or a clergy, with- 
out a diplomatic service, without 
a picturesque peasantry, without 
palaces or castles or country seats 
or ruins, without a literature, with- 
out novels, without an Oxford or 
a Cambridge, without cathedrals 
or ivied churches, without latticed 
cottages or village alehouses, with- 
out political society, without sport, 
without fox-hunting or country 
gentlemen, without an Epsom or 
an Ascot, an Eton or a Rug- 
byned.y hie 
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When he _ incorporated _ this 
speech into his study of Haw- 
thorne, he dropped out “a pictur- 
esque peasantry,” which would 
have made a particularly easy tar- 
get for any democratic economist, 
but he added “no museums, no 
pictures.” He was discussing the 
negative blankness of the mate- 
rial recorded in Hawthorne’s note- 
books, and introduced this pas- 
sage as the kind of indictment 
that a European might make of it. 
To Howells’ objection he rejoined: 
“Tt takes an old civilization to set 
a novelist in motion—a_ proposi- 
tion that seems to me so true as to 
be a truism. It is on manners, cus- 
toms, usages, habits, forms, upon 
all these matured and established 
that a novelist lives — they are the 
very stuff that his work is made 
of; and in saying that in the ab- 
sence of those ‘dreary and worn- 
out paraphernalia’ which I enu- 
merate as being wanting in Amer- 
ican society, “we have simply the 
whole of human life left,’ you beg 
(to my sense) the question. I 
should say we had just so much 
less of it as these same ‘parapher- 
nalia’ represent, and I think they 
represent an enormous quantity of 
it. I shall feel refuted only when 
we have produced (setting the 
present high company — yourself 
and me—for obvious reasons 
apart) a gentleman who strikes 
me as a novelist — as belonging to 
the company of Balzac and Thack- 
eray.” Not that he failed to admire 
Hawthorne greatly, even though 
he may have taken too much for 
granted his unexcelled moral 


depth. But James, as a_practi- 
tioner, was most concerned with 
the future of fiction, and he then 
believed that future to lie with 
realism rather than with romance. 
He ended his letter with a mock- 
serious charge to Howells to “be 
the American Balzac. That’s a 
great mission.” But for the “big” 
novel that he had been promising 
William, he took Isabel Archer 
abroad. 

Soon after The Portrait of a 
Lady was published, he came back 
to America for a winter, an ex- 
periment which convinced him 
anew that for his temperament 
and talents the decision to live in 
England had been the right one. 
He was not hostile to this country. 
He might remark in his notebook: 
“Boston is absolutely nothing to 
me —I don’t even dislike it.” But 
he wrote from New York to 
George du Maurier (who had il- 
lustrated Washington Square for 
its appearance in the Cornhill): 
“Though I am ‘New Yorkais d’ori- 
gine’ I never return to this won- 
derful city without being enter- 
tained and impressed afresh. New 
York is full of types and figures 
and curious social idiosyncrasies, 
and I only wish we had some one 
here, to hold up the mirror, with 
a 15th part of your talent. It is al- 
together an extraordinary grow- 
ing, swarming, glittering, pushing, 
chattering, good-natured, cosmo- 
politan place, and perhaps in some 
ways the best imitation of Paris 
that can be found (yet with a 
great originality of its own).” 

He used his eyes as always, and 
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three stories written after he had 
returned to London can indicate 
how he went about .to get fresh 
material wherever he was. In the 
slightest of these, “A New Eng- 
land Winter,” he tried for nothing 
more than “a certain impression of 
Boston” (as he described it to 
Howells). But Howells was enthu- 
siastic: “I must bear my witness to 
the excellence particularly of some 
of the bits of painting. In just 
such a glare of savage sunshine I 
made my way through Washing- 
ton street in such a horse-car as 
you portray, the day I read your 
advanced sheets. Besides that, I 
keenly enjoyed those fine touches 
by which you suggest a more ar- 
tistically difficult and evasive Bos- 
ton than I ever get at. The fash- 
ionableness which is so unlike the 
fashionableness of other towns — 
no one touches that but you: and 
you contrive also to indicate its 
contiguity, in its most ethereal in- 
tangibility, to something that is 
very plain and deeply practical. 
.. . The study pleases me through- 
out: the mother with her strug- 
gles —hherculean _ struggles — with 
such shadowy problems; the son 
with the sincere Europeanism of 
an inalienable, wholly uninspired 
American. As for the vehicle, it is 
delicious.” 

“The Point of View” is hardly a 
story. It uses the device of a series 
of letters, which James had han- 
dled a few times before, to present 
all the contrasting opinions about 
this country that had been re- 
newed for him by his trip home. 
He was to speak of it in his later 


preface as “a small monument” to 
“its author’s perverse and incura- 
ble disposition to interest himself 
less in his own (always so quickly 
stale) experience than in 
that of conceivable fellow mortals, 
which might be mysteriously and 
refreshingly different.” He re-in- 
troduced some of his characters 
from “The Pension Beaurepas,” 
but he now brought them over 
here. Some of their observations 
are designedly superficial, but 
when Miss Sturdy, on her return 
to Newport, sees that America has 
plenty of vulgarity but too little 
coarseness, she makes a remark 
that was echoed by the creator of 
J. Alfred Prufrock. Her further re- 
mark that “Longfellow wrote a 
charming little poem called “The | 
Children’s Hour,’ but he ought to 
have called it “The Children’s 
Century, ” might still serve as a 
rubric for the continual sentimen-. 
talization of our popular culture. 
The visiting English M. P. de- 
plores the growth of “an idle and 
luxurious class”; while the French 
Academician, less resilient than 
Tocqueville, adds to the list of 
items left out of American civiliza- 
tion, but takes an ironic side- 
glance at James’ own fiction when 
he says: “They've a novelist with 
pretensions to literature who writes 
about the chase for the husband 
and the adventures of rich Amer- 
icans in our corrupt old Europe, 
where their primeval candour puts 
the Europeans to shame. C’est pro- 
prement écrit, but it’s terribly pale. 
What isn’t pale is the newspa- 
pers.” James’ most deliberate con- 
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trast is between Louis Leverett, his 
oversensitized Harvard aesthete 
(who had also figured in “A Bun- 
dle of Letters”), and Marcellus 
Cockerel, the young lawyer who 
makes a vigorous if somewhat 
strident justification of his country 
on grounds that many critics seem 
to have thought James incapable 
of even positing. 

In “Pandora” James designed a 
companion-piece to “Daisy Miller,” 
the account of whose adventures, 
in its Tauchnitz edition, an ear- 
nest young German diplomat is in- 
troduced reading, in the hope that 
it will prepare him for “some of 
the oddities” of American life. But 
he soon recognizes that Pandora 
Day is quite a different kind of 
girl, even though her nineteen- 
year-old brother is a grown-up 
Randolph Miller, and she also has 
a little Daisy of a sister. James de- 
scribed his subject in his notebook 
as the presentation of “the self- 
made girl,” that is to say, the girl 
who had gotten into society by her 
own brightly acquired culture 
which had left her family as far 
behind her as Utica. Speculating 
on where he might best show her 
triumph, he decided that he would 
take this opportunity, “to do Wash- 
ington,” as he had just come to 
know it, to “work in my new notes, 
and my very lovely memories, of 
last winter. I might even do Henry 
Adams and his wife.” The result 
was Alfred Bonnycastle, who “was 
not in politics, though politics 
were much in him.” There was no 
pleasanter house in Washington 
than his wife’s, though the com- 
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plaint was heard that “it left out, 
on the whole, more people than it 
took in,” and though Mr. Bonny- 
castle himself sometimes thought 
“that for Washington their society 
was really a little too good.” Un- 
mistakably in the Adams tone is 
his reflection at the season’s end: 
“Hang it, there’s only a month 
left; let us be vulgar and have 
some fun—let us invite the Presi- 
dent.” 

Once again James had travelled 
with his sketch-book. He had pre- 
served glimpses of the river-wharf 
and of the Capitol uplifting “its 
isolated dome at the end of a long 
vista of saloons and tobacco shops.” 
He could remember parties where 
the members of Congress might 
easily be confused with the wait- 
ers, and where a lady from what 
she called “the Sooth,” the relict 
of a commodore, looked like “the 
vieux jeu idea of the queen in 
Hamlet.” 

When James decided to include 
“The Point of View” and “Pan- 
dora” in his collected edition — the 
only two of his early stories laid 
in America so chosen — he touched 
them both up a little. His analogy 
for his process was that of the 
painter’s freshening sponge and 
varnish-bottle. He made no changes 
in outline or structure, but he en- 
livened several sentences with 
brighter details. The phrase, “the 
vieux jeu idea,” is a characteristic 
example. So also, in “The Point of 
View,” is his filling out one char- 
acterization of New York with 
“rich and predominant, but unprec- 
edentedly maladministered and 
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disillusioned,” and “great desper- 
ate eternally swindled.” Where he 
had remarked, in “Pandora,” on 
the lobby of the House “adorned 
with artless prints and photographs 
of eminent Congressmen, which 
was too serious for a joke and too 
comical for anything else,” he 
made the sentence more telling by 
tucking in “defunct” after “emi- 
nent,” “all” before “too serious,” 
and “a Valhalla” in place of its 
loose final phrase. The German 
diplomat no longer finds, in the re- 
vision, conversation in the United 
States “more psychological than 
elsewhere,” but “more yearningly, 
not to say gropingly, psychologi- 
cal”; and “persons of leisure” are 
suited to the American climate of 
opinion by becoming, in one of 
the largest expansions, “that body 
which Vogelstein was to hear in- 
voked, again and again, with the 
mixture of desire and deprecation 
that might have attended the men- 
tion of a secret vice, under the 
name of a leisure-class.” 

In looking back at a novelette 
like “Pandora” as the chief exhibit 
he had to show for his renewed 
observation of America, he spoke 
candidly in his preface of his “in- 
superably restricted experience,” 
and carried further his discussion 
of the problems and the choices for 
our artists. He felt that he could 


not adequately portray New York, 


since “down-town” was “the major- 
key — absolutely, exclusively”; and 
the workings of its business world 
had been inexorably closed to him 
by every chance of his upbringing 
and education. This disqualifica- 


tion was not limited to his special 
case; it touched anyone who had 
been at all conditioned by the 
genteel tradition. Even though 
Howells, in the best of his New 
York novels, A Hazard of New 
Fortunes (1890), introduced a de- 
tailed account of a street-car strike, 
the major passions involved in our 
new industrial and financial ten- 
sions were to have to wait for their 
expression until the development 
of a more thorough-going natural- 
istic approach. The best that How- 
ells could do towards dramatizing 
the central issues of post-Civil 
War America was to follow Ed- 
ward Bellamy’s lead and resolve 
them in a Utopian novel, A Trav- 
eller from Altruria (1894). 

In James’ view, the only alter- 
native to “down-town” for the so- 
cial observer was “up-town”; and 
“up-town” in the New York of the 
eighteen-eighties was limited as no 
inhabitant of a European city 
could imagine. In his New York 
childhood James had vaguely vis- 
ualized, as he overheard the con- 
versation of his elders, that all the 
activity of the nation must be 
carried on “by three classes, the 
busy, the tipsy, and Daniel Web- 
ster.” And now, as a visitor, he had 
felt himself alone in the “up-town” 
world: “alone, I mean with the 
music masters and French pastry- 
cooks, the ladies and children — 
immensely present and immensely 
numerous these, but testifying with 
a collective voice to the extraor- 
dinary absence (save as pieced to- 
gether through a thousand gaps 
and indirectnesses) of a serious 
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male interest.” Any novel con- 
structed of such materials would 
inevitably fall into a minor-key, as 
Edith Wharton would later tes- 
tify. 

At the very time that James felt 
the strict limitations of his alter- 
natives, Huckleberry Finn was be- 
ing produced. To those who like 
to dramatize the utter cleavage 
between high-brow and low-brow 
in our culture, and ‘who take it for 
granted that James must have 
been blind even to Twain’s exist- 
ence, a further passage from this 
same preface to “Pandora” may 
come as a surprise. For James said 
explicitly that there was an es- 
cape from his alternatives in “the 
vast wild garden of ‘unconven- 
tional’ life in no matter what 
part of our country.” But having 
watched the local color movement 
develop — and Twain’s portrayal of 
“old times on the Mississippi” 
emerged from that background — 
James naturally connected “the 
great neglected native quarry” 
with the use of dialect: “the key 
to the whole of the treasure of ro- 
mance independently garnered was 
the riot of the vulgar tongue.” 
Mencken would agree, and for 
those who believe that criticism 
consists in berating writers for not 
being something other than they 
were, James already stands con- 
victed for not seizing upon this 
other key himself. But his ear had 
been trained to cosmopolitan 
speech, in Paris and London as 
well as in New York; and he made 
another distinction that could be 
of great use to us in our present 


tendency to confuse pseudo-folksy 
with popular art. He believed that 
dialect could be a true medium 
only for those who use it “prece- 
dent to the invasion, to the sophis- 
tication, of schools and uncon- 
scious of the smartness of echoes.” 
That distinction could serve to sep- 
arate Twain’s pure evocation of 
what he remembered of his ear- 
liest surroundings from all the 
imitations that have been fabri- 
cated by those who, in James’ 
words, merely fall into “the bas- 
tard vernacular of communities 
disinherited of the felt difference 
between the speech of the soil and 
the speech of the newspaper, and 
capable thereby, accordingly, of 
taking slang for simplicity, the 
composite for the quaint.” There 


could be no apter description of 


the weaker pages in Steinbeck or 
of most of Saroyan and the Holly- 
wood scripts. James’ standards for 
speech were too conservative and 
aristocratic to meet the full needs 
of a varied democracy, but he de- 
veloped the only medium that was 
natural to him—a_ speech not 
rooted in the soil, as that of Tho- 
reau and of Emerson, to a lesser 
degree, could be, but basing its 
tone on the kind of cultivated con- 
versation that had flourished in his 
town-bred family circle. In finally 
carrying this medium to the point 
at which it was responsive to eyv- 
ery nuance of his mind, he met at 
least the primary obligation for his. 
style, that it should be himself. 
The next large book that he 
undertook after The Portrait of a 
Lady was his most ambitious ef- 
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fort to handle an American city. 
Already out of the mainstream of 
post-Civil War development, Bos- 
ton did not demand for its por- 
trayal so much knowledge of 
“down-town.” After outlining his 
plot in the spring of 1883, when 
he was again in this country for 
several months because of his fa- 
ther’s death, he summed up his 
intention: “The subject is strong 
and good, with a large rich inter- 
est. The relation of the two girls 
should be a study of one of those 
friendships between women which 
are so common in New England. 
The whole thing as local, as Ameri- 
can as possible, and as full of Bos- 
ton: an attempt to show that I 
can write an American story .. . 
Daudet’s Evangeliste has given me 
the idea of this thing. If I could 
only do something with that pic- 
torial quality. At any rate, the 
subject is very national, very typi- 
cal. I wished to write a very 
American tale, a tale very charac- 
teristic of our social conditions, 
and I asked myself what was the 
most salient and peculiar point in 
our social life. The answer was: 
the situation of women, the de- 
cline of the sentiment of sex, the 
agitation on their behalf.” 

The chief suggestion that he had 
received from Daudet’s novel, 
which had just appeared that year, 
was in the hold that its somber 
dominating Madame Autheman, a 
fanatical proselytizing Calvinist, 
had gained over the emotions of a 
young girl. But in reviewing it 
James declared that in this case 
Daudet had “got up” his material 


“solely from the outside,” and that 
Madame Autheman in particular 
was “quite automatic” and “psy- 
chologically ...a blank.” He 
thereby indicated his different 
hopes for his own novel. 

Until a year and a half later he 
was still without a title, and was 
afraid he might “have to call it 
simply —Verena: the heroine. I 
should like something more de- 
scriptive — but everything that is 
justly descriptive won’t do — The 
Newness, The Reformers, The 
Precursors, The Revealer — all very 
bad and with the additional fault 
that people will say that they are 
taken from Daudet.” Then, in a 
letter to his brother William de- 
claring that he felt he had a better 
subject than he had “ever had be- 
fore,” he added: “It is called The 
Bostonians. I shall be much abused 
for the title, but it exactly and 
literally fits the story, and is much 
the best, simplest and most dig- 
nified I could have chosen.” 

The first objection, not to the 
title but to some of the content, 
came, to his consternation, from 
William himself who, after read- 
ing the first installment in the 
Century, took Henry to task for 
basing Miss Birdseye too closely 
upon Elizabeth Peabody, Haw- 
thorne’s sister-in-law, who was still 
alive. Henry was outraged that his 
character who, although subordi- 
nate, he felt to be the best single 
creation in his novel, should be 
thought a literal copy. Further- 
more, he could not see how any- 
one could take offense at a char- 
acterization which he had summed 
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up in the sentence: “She was he- 
roic, she was sublime, the whole 
moral history of Boston was re- 
flected in her displaced specta- 
cles.” He therefore wrote a firm 
answer to William, and developed 
therein one of his most illuminat- 
ing accounts of how his characters 
came into being: “I care not a 
straw what people in general may 
say about Miss Birdseye — they can 
say nothing more ‘idiotic and in- 
sulting than they have already 
said about all my books in which 
there has been any attempt to rep- 
resent things or persons in Amer- 
ica; but . . . I absolutely had no 
shadow of such an intention. I 
have not seen Miss P. for twenty 
years, I never had but the most 
casual observation of her, I didn’t 
know whether she was alive or 
dead, and she was not in the 
smallest degree my starting-point 
or example. Miss Birdseye was 
evolved entirely from my moral 
consciousness, like every other per- 
son I have ever drawn, and orig- 
inated in my desire to make a 
figure who should embody in a 
sympathetic, pathetic, picturesque, 
and at the same time grotesque 
way, the humanitary and ci-devant 
transcendental tendencies which I 
thought it highly probable I 
should be accused of treating in 
a contemptuous manner in so far 
as they were otherwise repre- 
sented in the tale. I wished to 
make this figure a woman, be- 
cause so it would be more touch- 
ing, and an old, weary, battered, 
and simple-minded woman _ be- 
cause that deepened the same ef- 


fect. I elaborated her in my mind’s 
eye —and after I had got going 
reminded myself that my creation 
would perhaps be identified with 
Miss Peabody — that I freely ad- 
mit. ... The one definite thing 
about which I had a scruple was 
some touch about Miss Birds- 
eye’s spectacles—I remembered 
that Miss Peabody’s were always 
in the wrong place; but I didn’t 
see, really, why I should deprive 
myself of an effect (as regards 
this point) which is common to a 
thousand old people. So I thought 
no more about Miss P. at all, but 
simply strove to realize my vision.” 

Once he had the whole book be- 
fore him, William retracted his 
“growling” letter, and pronounced 
The Bostonians “an exquisite pro- 
duction.” He thought the psycho- 
logical description might be too 
redundant for some readers, but 


delighted particularly “in the way 


you have touched off the bits of 
American nature, Central Park, 
Cape Cod, etc.” He might have 
enumerated many other particu- 
lars, for here Henry had included 
a wide variety of scenes, ranging 
from Newspaper Row to the Mu- 
sic Hall, and from the desolate 
suburban view across the Basin to 
Harvard’s then new Memorial Hall 
to the Civil War dead, “the or- 
nate overtopping structure” which 
was “the finest piece of architec- 
ture” that the young Southern 
lawyer, Basil Ransom, had ever 
seen. Some of the novel’s best 
touches are in its passages of so- 
cial comedy, as when Olive Chan- 
cellor’s cottage on the Cape is 


XViii 


Introduction 


epitomized as containing an in- 
adequate number of chairs but 
“all George Eliot’s writings, and 
two photographs of the Sistine 
Madonna”; or when Miss Birds- 
eye, earnestly discussing women’s 
rights with Ransom on a_horse- 
car, turns to him with: “Do you 
regard us, then, simply as lovely 
baubles?” But how inept James 
could be when he moved out of 
the circle whose speech he knew 
is sufficiently instanced when he 
makes a cop say: “Yes, it’s always 
intensely private.” That’s pretty 
steep, even for a Boston cop. 
James himself, with the remark- 
able detachment that always char- 
acterized his attitude toward his 
productions in retrospect, ad- 
vanced much graver strictures. He 
agreed with William about the 
psychologizing: “There is far too 
much of the sort of thing you anim- 
advert upon, though there is in 
the public mind at the same time 
a truly ignoble levity and puerility 
and aversion to any attempt on the 
part of a novelist to establish his 
people solidly. All the same I have 
overdone it... . All the middle 
part is too diffuse and insistent — 
far too describing and explaining 
and expatiating. The whole thing 
is too long and dawdling. This 
came from the fact (partly) that 
I had the sense of knowing ter- 
ribly little about the kind of life 
I had attempted to describe — and 
felt a constant pressure to make 
the picture substantial by thinking 
it out—pencilling and ‘shading.’ 
I was afraid of the reproach (hav- 
ing seen so little of the whole 


business treated of) of being su- 
perficial and cheap — and in short 
I should have been much more 
rapid, and had a lighter hand, 
with a subject concerned with 
people and things of a nature more 
near to my experience.” 

His subject, as he had worked 
it out, had involved a combination 
of elements from his background 
and reading. The aftershine of 
transcendentalism had come from 
his memories of his father’s world, 
for Henry James, Senior, in his 
vivid contacts with the Fourierists 
as well as with Emerson and Al- 
cott, had himself shared in the 
hopes of those “long-haired men 
and short-haired women.” But his 
son the novelist, presenting the 
Boston of the eighteen-seventies, 
was accurate in his appraisal that 
New England’s great age of re- 
form was over. To be sure, excep- 
tions like Wendell Phillips could 
have been found, but James’ view 
of reform was closer to Haw- 
thorne’s than to his father’s, that 
of the skeptical observer rather 
than of the participant. When he 
seized upon mesmerism as a means 
of satirizing a charlatan like his 
heroine’s father, “a moralist with- 
out moral sense,” he must certainly 
have remembered The Blithedale 
Romance. 

In considering the new move- 
ment for women’s rights, his in- 
terest was entirely in its effect 
upon a character like Olive Chan- 
cellor, who, as the most complex 
nature in his book and the one 
most typical of New England, en- 
listed the greatest share of his at- 
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tention. He does not satirize her, 
he sees her as essentially tragic, al- 
though her possessiveness over Ve- 
rena cannot help making her un- 
attractive. But the weakest part of 
the novel is the denouement, the 
conventional love whereby Ran- 
som rescues the heroine. Ransom, 
as the critic'of feminism, has also 
dissatisfied readers who demand 
. from a social novel an affirmative 
protest. For this native of Missis- 
sippi who fought for the South in 
the Civil War is a “reactionary” 
whose doctrines are described by 
a New York editor in the novel as 
being “about three hundred years 
behind the age.” An “immense ad- 
mirer” of Carlyle, he is no more a 
spokesman for the author than Ol- 
ive is, since James, despite his po- 
litical inactivity, never wavered 
in his devotion to Lincoln’s cause, 
and he expressed elsewhere some 
of the same suspicions of Carlyle’s 
arrogance that his father held. In 
his belief that the novelist’s func- 
tion is to dramatize objectively 
various points of view, he showed 
again the influence of Turgenieff, 
and the social study he produced 
was necessarily static. 

He concluded his comment upon 
it, to William by saying: “If I 
have displeased people, as I hear, 
by calling the book The Bostoni- 
-ans—this was done wholly with- 
out invidious intention. I hadn’t 
a dream of generalizing but. . . 
meant only to designate Olive and 
Verena by it, as they appeared to 
the mind of Ransom, the South- 
erner and outside looking at them 
from New York. I didn’t even 
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mean it to cover Miss Birdseye and 
the others, though it might very 
well. I shall write another: The 
Other Bostonians. However, this 
is only by the way, for after one 
of my productions is finished and 
cast upon the waters it has, for 
me, quite sunk beneath the sur- 
face —I cease to care for it and 
transfer my interest to the one I 
am next trying to float.” 

But the criticism was even less 
favorable than he had foreseen. 
Nearly all the American journals 
took the most stupid line and, 
blind to the function of satire, sol- 
emnly attacked James for his want 
of local patriotism. None of his 
previous books had received such 
a poor press, and even the few 
critics who praised some aspects 
of it were doubtful of his increas- 
ingly analytic method. Mark 
Twain, much less appreciative of 
James than James was of him, 
wrote to Howells that he “would 
rather be damned to John Bun- 
yan’s heaven” than to have to read 
such a book. Howells, to be sure, 
demurred, and returning to The 
Bostonians twenty-five years later, 
he saw in it some of the quali- 
ties that have attracted subsequent 
readers: “Closely woven, deep, 
subtle, reaching out into worlds 
that I did not imagine you knew, 
and avouching you citizen of the 
American Cosmos, it is such a 
novel as the like of hasn’t been 
done in our time. Every character 
is managed with masterly clear- 
ness and power. Verena is some- 
thing absolute in her tenderness 
and sweetness and loveliness, and 
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Olive in her truth and precision; 
your New Yorkers are as good as 
your Bostonians; and I couldn’t go 
beyond that. Both towns are won- 
derfully suggested; you go to the 
bottom of the half frozen Cam- 
bridge mud. A dear yet terrible 
time comes back to me in it all.” 
But James felt no temptation to 
try another American novel. Even 
while The Bostonians was running 
serially, he was at work on The 
Princess Casamassima. It is sig- 
nificant that he had thought for 
a while of following his study of 
‘Hawthorne with one of Dickens, 
for The Princess Casamassima, his 
one attempt to grapple with the 
larger economic forces in English 
society, is his nearest approach to 
the Dickens kind of novel. But 
James’ detached treatment of rev- 
olution, so different from Dickens’ 
social sympathies, proved hardly 
more popular than The Bostoni- 
ans; and he turned from these two 
wide canvases, in The Tragic 
Muse, to the life of the theater. 
Shortly thereafter he embraced his 
long deferred hope of writing 
plays, and that episode absorbed 
the greater share of his energy for 
five years. When he finally had to 
admit failure in meeting the de- 
mands of the current stage, he 
salvaged much of what he had 
learned from this experience by 
intensifying the dramatic structure 
of short novels like The Spoils of 
Poynton and The Awkward Age. 
These books followed along from 
his plays in all dealing with Eng- 
lish society, and only after the 
turn of the century was he drawn 


xxi 


back to his older vein of Ameri- 
cans in Europe. Then, reinforced 
by the full development of his 
technical resources, he produced 
in three successive years his three 
major novels. 

During all this time he had 
written only one story laid wholly 
in America, and as its title, 
“Europe,” suggests, it was a re- 
sumption of one of his earliest 
themes, our American longing for 
a richer culture. He stated in his 
notebook that he had also wanted 
to recapture something of his long 
buried memory of the widow of 
the historian John Gorham Palfrey, 
who had lived on to an incredible 
age. Since the old lady was the 
dramatic center of his story, he 
kept it entirely in her New Eng- 
land town, instead of following the 
procedure of his much earlier 
“Four Meetings,” where he had 
pursued his frustrated heroine 
abroad. Consequently, “ “Europe 
belongs in our collection, though it 
represents no further development 
of James’ handling of American 
material. In collecting it himself 
for his New York edition, he did 
not arrange it with “Pandora” or 
“Julia Bride,” since he quite rightly 
believed its chief interest to lie in 
its form rather than in any par- 
ticular content. He singled it out 
fondly as one of the cases where 
he had proved that he could be 
brief: “The merit of the thing is 
in the feat... of the transfu- 
sion; the receptacle (of form) be- 
ing so exiguous, the brevity im- 
posed so great. I undertook the 
brevity, so undertaken on a like 
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scale before, and again arrived at 
it by the innumerable chemical 
reductions and condensations that 
tend to make of the very short 
story ... one of the costliest, 
even if, like the hard shining son- 
net, one of the most indestructible, 
forms of composition in general 
use.” 

While he was still working on 
The Golden Bowl, he felt a keen 
desire, though already in his sixty- 
first year, for an exposure to fresh 
experience such as might “convert 
itself, through the senses, through 
observation, imagination and re- 
flection now at their maturity, into 
vivid and solid material, into a 
general renovation of one’s too mo- 
notonized grab-bag.” The source 
of such experience he now be- 
lieved could only be America 
which, as he went on to say to 
his brother, “Time, absence and 
change have, in a funny sort of 
way, made almost as romantic to 
me as ‘Europe, in dreams or in 
my earlier time . . . used to be.” 

He travelled from Boston to 
Florida and out to California, but 
the strongest impression was made 
upon him by New York. It was no 
longer the easy-paced city of his 
childhood when Fourteenth Street 
had formed almost the up-town 
limit, nor even the entertaining 
city that he remembered from his 
last visit, over twenty years before. 
With his first sight of the harbor 
he sensed something different from 
anything he had previously known, 
“in the bigness and bravery and 
insolence, especially, of everything 
that rushed and shrieked.” Read- 


ing the symbolical significance in the 
way that Trinity Church was over- 
shadowed by the earliest sky- 
scrapers, he discerned that here all 
other aspirations were dwarfed by 
the money-passion, “restless be- 
yond all passions.” The only way 
to present in fiction the immense 
new “human aggregation” would 
be to possess the crude vigorous 
appetite of a Zola. 

James felt that his own limited 
knowledge restricted him even 
more than before to “up-town,” 
and the four stories that were his 
creative response to his new Ameri- 
can impressions all deal very ob- 
liquely with the life of the city. 
But their overtones separate them 
sharply from any American stories 
he had written before. The least 
considerable of the group is 
“Crapy Cornelia,” wherein he 
contrasts old-fashioned Cornelia 
Rasch with glitteringly modern 
Mrs. Worthingham in order to re- 
possess a vignette of history from 
“those spacious, sociable, Arcadian 
days... north of Washington 
Square.” 

In the interval since The Bos- 
tonians and particularly since he 
had taken advantage of the type- 
writer and had begun, in the mid- 
eighteen-nineties, to dictate his 
work, James had evolved his final 
elaborate manner, the qualifica- 
tions and circumlocutions of which 
strike many readers as oppres- 
sively disproportionate in a story of 
such small content as this. But an- 
other quality that goes far to al- 
leviate any impression of over- 
stuffed heaviness is James’ resilient 
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refinement of the gift he had al- 
ways possessed for visual images, 
so that for the attentive reader 
_this story establishes its imagina* 
tive effect through the repetitive 
counterpointing of the gleam, 
glare, and hard dazzle that always 
surrounds Mrs. Worthingham 
against the comforting dusky rest- 
fulness of Cornelia. 

His pictorial skills reached one 
of their summits in “The Jolly 
Corner,” in his presentation of the 
interior of his hero’s old house, at 
his moment of crisis, solely by 
means of the light that flickers in 
from the street to heighten the 
mystery and terror of his ghostly 
encounter. James’  ghost-stories 
would make a chapter by them- 
selves, but here the presence that 
Spencer Brydon stalks down is 
James’ means of symbolizing an- 
other aspect of the past and pres- 
ent of New York. For Brydon, in 
his mid-fifties, has lived in Europe 
for thirty-three years, and has 
come back now only to attend to 
some questions about his “prop- 
erty.” Once here, he begins to 
speculate on what he might have 
been if, instead of spending what 
he knows to be deemed a frivolous 
idle life, he had stayed at home 
and gone into business and be- 
come “one of those types who 
have been hammered so hard and 
made so keen by their conditions.” 
He gets his answer in his horrified 
vision of his alter ego, whose muti- 
lated hand drops to reveal his 
“evil, odious, blatant, vulgar” face, 
and thus becomes a sign of his 
crippled spirit. 


A woman like Cornelia Rasch 
could maintain a fugitive refuge 
in her memories of the past, but 
any man would inevitably be more 
exposed to the naked force of the 
city which, to James’ view, was 
brutally indifferent to anything but 
its immediate competitive drives. 
The harsh light that environs Mrs. 
Worthingham is also reflected 
from money; and when James 
turned once again to the Ameri- 
can girl, in “Julia Bride,” he no 
longer produced a heedless Daisy 
Miller or a high-spirited Pandora 
Day. For now he felt impelled to 


write about a girl whose freedoms 


have caught up with her, who as 
a consequence of her mother’s 
reckless divorces and her own un- 
supervised foolish engagements 
finds herself shut out from the 
correct marriage that, with her 
lack of money, she desperately 
needs. 

In his earlier pictures of “up- 
town,” money had been an ele- 
ment, to be sure, but not the sear- 
ing blight that it now appeared 
everywhere he turned. In “A 
Round of Visits,” the last short 
story that he published, he gave 
embodiment to a theme that he 
had first recorded in his notebook 
as a Hawthornesque abstraction, fif- 
teen years before: “The notion of 
a young man . . . who has some- 
thing — some secret sorrow, trou- 
ble; fault—to tell and can’t find 
the recipient.” He had sketched 
out the possible line of develop- 
ment: “So he wanders, so he goes 
—with his burden only growing 
heavier —looking vainly for the 
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ideal sympathy, the waiting ex- 
pectant, responsive recipient. My 
little idea has been that he doesn’t 
find it; but that he encounters in- 
stead a sudden appeal, an appeal 
more violent, as it were, more piti- 
ful even than his own.” 

James recurred to this theme 
several times, but it remained un- 
expressed until an impression of 
the heartlessness of the modern 
metropolis, sometimes more op- 
pressively lonely for the solitary 
individual than the wilderness, 
crystallized its setting. James in- 
tensified the city’s violence by 
contrasting a savage blizzard with 
the heavy heat of the luxury hotel, 
so that it was only a step “from 
the Tropics to the Pole.” One of 
the most brilliant of his sustained 
metaphors extends the startling 
flora and fauna of the hotel lobby 
into an oppressive jungle, where 
the plumaged women are shrill 
birds of prey. 

Financial peculation has met 
Mark Monteith almost as soon as 
he landed from abroad, in the 
news that the friend to whom he 
had entrusted the management of 
his funds has just absconded as a 
swindler. In this way “down-town” 
seeped into James’ “up-town,” and 
as the situation developed, his new 
sense of widespread corruption 
could find no resolution for this 
story except in a suicide, 

James did not write these New 
York stories: until three or four 
years after he had returned to 
England, overwhelmed with “an 
immense impression of material 
and political power.” He under- 


took a searching criticism of this 
country in his remarkable travel- 
book, The American Scene, and 
spent the better part of the next 
two years selecting and _ revising 
his novels and stories for the New 
York edition. He was severe in ex- 
cluding a great deal of his earlier 
work, and his passing over Wash- 
ington Square has often been re- 
gretted. He was himself disap- 
pointed that Scribner’s limitation 
to twenty-four volumes necessi- 
tated leaving out The Bostonians, 
which he now described to How- 
ells as a “too diffuse, but . . . tol- 
erably full and good... pro- 
duction” which had “never re- 
ceived any sort of justice.” In the 
last year of his life he was still 
dwelling, in a letter to Gosse, on 
how much he would have liked to 
revise this novel and provide its 
preface: “It would have come out 
a much truer and more curious 
thing (it was meant to be curious 
from the first).” 

In 1909 he told Howells that 
he had “broken ground on an 
American novel,” but his work was 
soon to be interrupted by several 
months of nervous ill-health. Then, 
after William’s death had left 
him the last survivor of his im- 
mediate family, his mind was nat- 
urally drawn to preserve his 
image of the past in his memoirs, 
Only in 1914 did he begin work- 
ing out his full plan for The Ivory 
Tower, and he had composed 
about a third of it when the out- 
break of the war made it impos- 
sible for him to concentrate his 
attention further, 
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This unfinished novel, with 
James’ extensive passage of dic- 
tated notes, can take us into his 
methods of composition to a de- 
gree that we are permitted with 
few authors. It also rounds out the 
full cycle of his style, from the 
painstaking but amateurish “Story 
of a Year” to the point where, 
after half a century and after the 
most sustained production of any 
novelist yet to appear in America, 
his elaborate patterning of his char- 
acters’ thoughts began to show 
signs of great tiredness. The Ivory 
Tower is thoroughly written up to 
the end. of book two, with all of 
James’ skills at their ripest ampli- 
tude; but the third book and the 
fragment of the fourth seem hardly 
more than sketched, and Graham 
Fielder’s reflections begin to get 
fuzzy and rambling and are not 
pulled into form. But enough of 
this novel was completed to re- 
veal its conception, and that con- 
ception places it among James’ 
most important achievements. 

One of the chapters in The 
American Scene was called “The 
Sense of Newport,” and James had 
contrasted the eighteenth-century 
town, as he remembered it from 
living there in 1860, with the new 
millionaires’ resort, overcrowded 
with its line of showy villas. He 
found one image for its transfor- 
mation in “a little bare, white, 
open hand” suddenly crammed 
with gold. When he spoke of the 
old group that had centered 
around William Morris Hunt and 
had been united through their 
feeling for art and their sense of 


Europe, and added that they had 
also sacrificed “openly to the ivory 
idol whose name is leisure,” he 
was close to the central symbol 
that he developed for his novel. 

James was particularly sensitive 
to architecture as an index to cul- 
tural history, and from his presenta- 
tion, on his opening pages, of the 
florid “cottage,” “smothered in 
senseless ornament,” he established 
the kind of life we are to expect, 
with its wasteful idleness so differ- 
ent from the creative leisure of the 
earlier group. Years ago he had 
said: “Money is the most general 
element of Balzac’s novels; other 
things come and go, but money is 
always there.” No matter how much 
more closely akin James’ talent may 
seem to that of other masters, he 
had never forgotten the lesson of 
Balzac, whom he had singled out 
as the novelist to lecture about 
during his American tour, and 
whom he then declared again to 
have taught him more about his 
craft than “any one else.” 

He saw at last how he could 
suggest the effects of “down-town” 
on an ample scale, since with this 
Newport set, as Mr. Betterman, 
one of his millionaires, remarks: 
“Money, is their life.” The tone of 
this set is much harder than any 
he had portrayed as being miti- 
gated by the pressure of one of 
his American girls. Indeed, his 
sophisticated Cissy Foy says: a 
loathe the American girl’; and 
though James shared none of that 
loathing, he had come to feel, in 
the face of the new brutalizing 
forces he had observed, that even 
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an Isabel Archer or a Milly Theale 
would be too frail a carrier of cul- 
ture. He had, therefore (in The 
American Scene), shaped a final 
soliloquy for the type, and had let 
her pour out her sense of defeat: 
“How can I do all the grace, all 
the interest, as I’m expected to? — 
yes, literally all the interest that 
isn’t the mere interest on the 
money. Haven’t I... been too 
long abandoned and too much be- 
trayed? Isn’t it too late, and am 
I not, don’t you think, practically 
lost?” 

He included now a new gallery 
of social types, the possible 
growth of which had made the 
visiting Englishman in “The Point 
of View” most apprehensive. The 
Bradhams are some of the most 
likely products of Veblen’s kind of 
leisure class. Davey, like so many 
other specimens from Harvard or 
Yale, is not vicious but just “a 
sponge of saturation in the sur- 
rounding medium.” His wife 
Gussy is far more aggressive: “She 
wants everyone for something so 
much more than something for 
everyone.” She bears out Veblen’s 
analysis most fully when James 
adds: “She was naturally never so 
the vulgar rich woman able to af- 
ford herself all luxuries as when 
she was most stupid about the 
right enjoyment of these and most 
brutally systematic . . . for some 
inferior and desecrating use of 
them.” 

The overshadowing background 
is constituted by the two old dy- 
ing millionaires, Abel Gaw and 
Frank Betterman, both of whom 


have been “ruthless operators,” 
though the latter has repented 
and sees how the very air has 
been poisoned by their rapacious 
careers. The two leading figures, 
Betterman’s nephew and Gaw’s 
daughter, are fuller developmenté 
of characters we have already seen 
something of. Graham Fielder is 
more serious than Felix Young in 
The Europeans, but he is another 
sensitive American who has been 
formed entirely by Europe. Ro- 
sanna Gaw, in her lack of obvious 
charm and her moral massiveness, 
is a more thoughtful reincarnation 
of the heroine of Washington 
Square. 

Both react strongly against their 
wealth. To Rosanna it has long 
seemed that her resources “are so. 
dishonoured and _ stained and 
blackened at their very roots” that 
no “‘benevolence’ . . . can purge 
them.” Fielder, more hopeful at 
first, thinks that he may find a 
function in disposing of his in- 
heritance to public services “after 
the fashion of Rockefellers and 
their like.” But as James intended 
to work out the plot, Fielder also 
was to arrive at a sense “of the 
black and merciless things that are 
behind the great possessions.” He 
was to come to this realization 
through discovering how his money 
put temptations in the path of his 
scheming friend, Horton Vint, and 
how in part, therefore —in a man- 
ner that shows James’ grasp of 
moral complexity — he was respon- 
sible for calling out the badness in 
Vint’s nature. 

At this point Fielder was to be 
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glad to let his inheritance go, and 
to return to Europe. What James 
prefigured thus was not the union 
between wealth and culture that 
Mr. Betterman hoped for in will- 
ing his property to his nephew. It 
was rather a possibility that had 
hovered before James all his life, 
the union between form and spirit, 
between European culture and 
American __ idealism, between 
Fielder and Rosanna. The lines on 
which he projected this union 
here may not seem very convinc- 
ing, and it is hard to think of any 
very effectual future for such an 
“out and out non-producer” as 
Graham Fielder. To be sure, many 
Americans were still carried to 
Europe with something of Field- 
er’s hope, in the generation after 
James’ death, the generation be- 
tween wars, though few took with 
them James’ serious moral sense. 
But now, with a ruined Europe in 
need of resuscitation, any such 
dream would appear to be that of 
the idlest dilettante. With the be- 
ginning of the first World War, 
indeed, James himself had been 
shocked into the realization that 
his proposed synthesis looked very 
flimsy. As he wrote to a friend: 
“The plunge of civilization into 
this abyss of blood and darkness 

. is a thing that so gives away 


the whole long age during which 
we have supposed the world to be, 
with whatever abatement, gradu- 
ally bettering, that to have to take 
it all now for what the treacher- 
ous years were all the while really 
making for and meaning is too 
tragic for any words.” 

In the same year that the com- 
pletion of The Ivory Tower be- 
came no longer possible for James, 
Dreiser produced The Titan. Here 
was the immersion in the crude 
facts of American existence that 
James had felt beyond his scope, 
but had recognized none the less 
to be necessary if an American 
Balzac was to exist. Dreiser is our 
nearest equivalent for an Ameri- 
can Zola, and his clumsy stolid 
humanity brought within his grasp 
qualities of our ordinary life quite 
missing in James. Yet looking back 
now to The Ivory Tower and The 
Titan, it seems doubtful whether 
Dreiser, with his broader social 
scene and with all his ability to 
suggest Frank Cowperwood’s ruth- 
less vitality, penetrated any more 
deeply into the evils produced by 
finance capitalism than James 
managed to do. James’ final chap- 
ter of our moral history now looks 
as permanently valuable in its way 
as anything that the naturalistic 
novel has yet produced. 

F. O. Matthiessen 


j ieee - pts ‘i fe onset ironed a 
peel oat Ae ee Taiee saurtlinn Samoa +e 
aisle a age t oe: tenets fe 


: heal oily a nie ees al are agi sith 
att yok saire “angen hela etiet = Saline aa? o ; 
ds yooe aif booyod tat Bayl fora  Hety | hy del ik deny 4 
‘Wiese anor Syie if , pe done ee Y wat on 
its eis Weiler puree ‘od 
ct Wager eae shal s 
&. eit tonsli ahispial pi ate © “pt bari ifthe ae a 
eauivhs zi tui! HON pee Sher to enidoiae alti 
asreiyet Gionetin Pte PONS ae Hones 
"tte 4 iy siti ag) ae | (ise afr sh BS 
act Hi get. or ah oh wat oe aes Y 
RASS Anare ae ein 
ana bb again ai 
aeianeh 
0. a ine 


we oe ‘Sag 
e i Dad ( Hebeanhst 


i 1 
: a bes sath te at st y 


yieieit ete Ate wee : 


eels ili 





THE AMERICAN NOVELS AND STORIES OF 


Henry James 





THE STORY 


- 





9999929999090990900900009220099992090220006669999 
Y © 
Y © 
9 © 
Y © 
Y © 
Y oy 
9 © 
> he 


29299999999 9999909999999092090009009992929209292090 





My story begins as a great many 
stories have begun within the last 
three years, and indeed as a great 
many have ended; for, when the 
hero is despatched does not the 
romance come to a stop? 


In early May, two years ago, a 
young couple I wot of strolled 
homeward from an evening walk, 
a long ramble among the peace- 
ful hills which inclosed their rustic 
home. Into these peaceful hills 
the young man had brought, not 
the rumor, (which was an old in- 
habitant,) but some of the reality 
of war,—a little whiff of gun- 
powder, the clanking of a sword; 
for, although Mr. John Ford had 
his campaign still before him, he 
wore a certain comely air of 
camp-life which stamped him a 
very Hector to the steady-going 
villagers, and a very pretty fellow 
to Miss Elizabeth Crowe, his com- 
panion in this sentimental stroll. 
And was he not attired in the 
great brightness of blue and gold 
which befits a freshly made lieu- 
tenant? This was a strange sight 
for these happy Northern glades; 
for, although the first Revolution 
had boomed awhile in their midst, 
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the honest yeomen who defended 
them were clad in sober home- 
spun, and it is well known that 
His Majesty’s troops wore red. 

These young people, I say, had 
been roaming. It was plain that 
they had wandered into spots 
where the brambles were thick 
and the dews heavy,—nay, into 
swamps and puddles where the 
April rains were still undried. 
Ford’s boots and trousers had im- 
bibed a deep foretaste of the Vir- 
ginia mud; his companion’s skirts. 
were fearfully bedraggled. What. 
great enthusiasm had made our 
friends’ so unmindful of their 
steps? What blinding ardor had 
kindled these strange phenomena: 
a young lieutenant scornful of his 
first. uniform, a well-bred young: 
lady reckless of her stockings? 

Good reader, this narrative is. 
averse to retrospect. 

Elizabeth (as I shall not scruple- 
to call her outright) was leaning 
upon her companion’s arm, half 
moving in concert with him, and 
half allowing herself to be led, 
with that instinctive acknowledg- 
ment of dependence natural to a 
young girl who has just received 
the assurance of lifelong protec- 
tion. Ford was lounging along 
with that calm, swinging stride 
which often bespeaks, when you 
can read it aright, the answering 
consciousness of a sudden rush of 
manhood. A spectator might have: 
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thought him at this moment pro- 
foundly conceited. The young 
girl’s blue veil was dangling from 
his pocket; he had shouldered her 
sun-umbrella after the fashion of 
a musket on a march: he might 
carry these trifles. Was there not 
a vague longing expressed in the 
strong expansion of his stalwart 
shoulders, in the fond accommoda- 
tion of his pace to hers, — her pace 
so submissive and slow, that, when 
he tried to match it, they almost 
came to a delightful standstill, — 
a silent desire for the whole fair 
burden? 

They made their way up a long 
swelling mound, whose top com- 
manded the sunset. The dim land- 
scape which had been brighten- 
ing all day to the green of spring 
was now darkening to the gray of 
evening. The lesser hills, the 
farms, the brooks, the fields, or- 
chards, and woods, made a dusky 
gulf before the great splendor of 
the west. As Ford looked at the 
clouds, it seemed to him that their 
imagery was all of war, their great 
uneven masses were marshalled 
into the semblance of a battle. 
There were columns charging and 
columns flying and standards float- 
ing, —tatters of the reflected pur- 
ple; and great captains on colos- 
sal horses, and a rolling canopy of 
cannon-smoke and fire and blood. 
The background of the clouds, in- 
deed, was like a land on fire, or a 
battle-ground illumined by an- 
other sunset, a country of black- 
ened villages and crimsoned pas- 
tures. The tumult of the clouds 
increased; it was hard to believe 


them inanimate. You might have 
fancied them an army of gigantic 
souls playing at football with the 
sun. They seemed to sway in con- 
fused splendor; the opposing squad- 
rons bore each other down; and 
then suddenly they scattered, 
bowling with equal velocity to- 
wards north and south, and grad- 
ually fading into the pale eve- 
ning sky. The purple pennons 
sailed away and sank out of sight, 
caught, doubtless, upon the bram- 
bles of the intervening plain. Day 
contracted itself into a fiery ball 
and vanished. 

Ford and Elizabeth had quietly 
watched this great mystery of the 
heavens. 

“That is an allegory,” said the 
young man, as the sun went un- 
der, looking into his companion’s 
face, where a pink flush seemed 
still to linger: “it means the end 
of the war. The forces on both 
sides are withdrawn. The blood 
that has been shed gathers itself 
into a vast globule and drops into 
the ocean.” 

“Tm afraid it means a shabby 
compromise,” said Elizabeth. 
“Light disappears, too, and the 
land is in darkness.” 

“Only for a season,” answered 
the other. “We mourn our dead. 
Then light comes again, stronger 
and brighter than ever. Perhaps 
youll be crying for me, Lizzie, at 
that distant day.” 

“Oh, Jack, didn’t you promise 
not to talk about that?” says Liz- 
zie, threatening to anticipate the 
performance in question. 

Jack took this rebuke in silence, 
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gazing soberly at the empty sky. 
Soon the young girl’s eyes stole up 
to his face. If he had been looking 
at anything in particular, I think 
she would have followed the di- 
rection of his glance; but as it 
seemed to be a very vacant one, 
she let her eyes rest. 

“Jack,” said she, after a pause, 
“I wonder how you'll look when 
you get back.” 

Ford’s soberness gave way to a 
laugh. 

“Uglier than ever. I shall be all 
incrusted with mud and gore. And 
then I shall be magnificently sun- 
burnt, and I shall have a beard.” 

“Oh, you dreadful!” and Lizzie 
gave a little shout. “Really, Jack, 
if you have a beard, youll not 
look like a gentleman.” 

“Shall I look like a lady, pray?” 
says Jack. 

“Are you serious?” asked Lizzie. 

“To be sure. I mean to alter my 
face as you do your misfitting gar- 
ments, —take in on one side and 
let out on the other. Isn’t that the 
process? I shall crop my head and 
cultivate my chin.” 

“You’ve a very nice chin, my 
dear, and I think it’s a shame to 
hide it.” 

“Yes, I know my chin’s hand- 
some; but wait till you see my 
beard.” 

“Oh, the vanity!” cried Lizzie, 
“the vanity of men in their faces! 
Talk of women!” and the silly 
creature looked up at her lover 
with most inconsistent satisfaction. 

“Oh, the pride of women in 
their husbands!” said Jack, who of 
course knew what she was about. 
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“You're not my husband, Sir. 
There’s many a slip’—But the 
young girl stopped short. 

“°Twixt the cup and the lip,” 
said Jack. “Go on. I can match 
your proverb with another. 
‘There’s many a true word,’ and so 
forth. No, my darling: I’m not 
your husband. Perhaps I never 
shall be. But if anything happens 
to me, youll take comfort, won’t 
your” 

“Never!” 
lously. 

“Oh, but you must; otherwise, 
Lizzie, I should think our en- 
gagement inexcusable. Stuff! who 
am I that you should cry for me?” 

“You are the best and wisest of 
men. I don’t care; you are.” 

“Thank you for your great love, 
my dear. That’s a delightful illu- 
sion. But I hope Time will kill it, 
in his own good way, before it 
hurts any one. I know so many 
men who are worth infinitely more 
than I—men wise, generous, and 
brave — that I shall not feel as if 
I were leaving you in an empty 
world.” 

“Oh, my dear friend!” said Liz- 
zie, after a pause, “I wish you 
could advise me all my life.” 

“Take care, take care,” laughed 
Jack; “you don’t know what you 
are bargaining for. But will you 
let me say a word now? If by 
chance I’m taken out of the world, 
I want you to beware of that 
tawdry sentiment which enjoins 
you to be ‘constant to my mem- 
ory.” My memory be hanged! Re- 
member me at my best, — that is, 
fullest of the desire of humility. 


said Lizzie, tremu- 
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Don’t inflict me on people. There 
are some widows and_ bereaved 
sweethearts who remind me of the 
peddler in that horrible murder- 
story, who carried a corpse in his 
pack. Really, it’s their stock in 
trade. The only justification of a 
man’s personality is his rights. 
What rights has a dead man? — 
Let’s go down.” 

They turned southward and 
went jolting down the hill. 

“Do you mind this talk, Lizzie?” 
asked Ford. 

“No,” said Lizzie, swallowing a 
sob, unnoticed by her companion 
in the sublime egotism of protec- 
tion; “I like it.” 

“Very well,” said the young 
man, “I want my memory to help 
you. When I am down in Virginia, 
I expect to get a vast deal of good 
from thinking of you,—to do my 
work better, and to keep straighter 
altogether. Like all lovers, I’m 
horribly selfish. I expect to see a 
vast deal of shabbiness and base- 
ness and turmoil, and in the midst 
of it all I’m sure the inspiration of 
patriotism will sometimes fail. Then 
Pll think of you. I love you a thou- 
sand times better than my country, 
Liz. — Wicked? So much the worse. 
It’s the truth. But if I find your 
memory makes a milksop of me, I 
shall thrust you out of the way, 
without ceremony,—I shall clap 
you into my box or between the 
leaves of my Bible, and only look 
at you on Sunday.” 

“T shall be very glad, Sir, if that 
makes you open your Bible fre- 
quently,” says Elizabeth, rather de- 
murely. 


“T shall put one of your photo- 
graphs against every page,” cried 
Ford; “and then I think I shall 
not lack a text for my medita- 
tions. Don’t you know how Cath- 
olics keep little pictures of their 
adored Lady in their prayer- 
books?” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Lizzie; “I 
should think it would be a very 
soul-stirring picture, when you are 
marching to the front, the night 
before a battle,—a poor, stupid 
girl, knitting stupid socks, in a stu- 
pid Yankee village.” 

Oh, the craft of artless tongues! 
Jack strode along in silence a 
few moments, splashing straight 
through a puddle; then, ere he 
was quite clear of it, he stretched 
out his arm and gave his compan- 
ion a long embrace. 

“And pray what am I to do,” re- 
sumed Lizzie, wondering, rather 
proudly perhaps, at Jack’s averted 
face, “while you are marching and 
countermarching in Virginia?” 

“Your duty, of course,” said 
Jack, in a steady voice, which be- 
lied a certain little conjecture of 
Lizzie’s. “I think you will find the , 
sun will rise in the east, my dear, 
just as it did before you were en- 
gaged.” 

“I'm sure I didn’t suppose it 
wouldn’t,” says Lizzie. 

“By duty I don’t mean anything 
disagreeable, Liz,” pursued the 
young man. “I hope you'll take 
your pleasure, too. I wish you 
might go to Boston, or even to 
Leatherborough, for a month or 
two.” 

“What for, pray?” 
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“What for? Why, for the fun of 
it: to ‘go out, as they say.” 

“Jack, do you think me capable 
of going to parties while you are 
in danger?” 

“Why notP Why should I have 
all the fun?” 

“Fun? I’m sure youre welcome 
to it all. As for me, I mean to 
make a new beginning.” 

“Of what?” 

“Oh, of everything. In the first 
place, I shall begin to improve 
my mind. But don’t you think it’s 
horrid for women to be reason- 
able?” 

“Hard, say you?” 

“Horrid, — yes, and hard too. 
But I mean to become so. Oh, 
girls are such fools, Jack! I mean 
to learn to like boiled mutton and 
history and plain sewing, and all 
that. Yet, when a girl’s engaged, 
she’s not expected to do anything 
in particular.” 

Jack laughed, and said nothing; 
and Lizzie went on. 

“I wonder what your mother 
will say to the news. I think I 
know.” 

“What?” 

“She'll say you've been very un- 
wise. No, she won't: she never 
speaks so to you. She'll say I’ve 
been very dishonest or indelicate, 
or something of that kind. No, she 
won't either: she doesn’t say such 
things, though I’m sure she thinks 
them. I don’t know what she'll 
say.” 

“No, I think not, Lizzie, if you 
indulge in such conjectures. My 
mother never speaks without 
thinking. Let us hope that she may 


think favorably of our plan. Even 
if she doesn’t” —— 

Jack did not finish his sentence, 
nor did Lizzie urge him. She had 
a great respect for his hesitations. 
But in a moment he began again. 

“I was going to say this, Lizzie: 
I think for the present our engage- 
ment had better be kept quiet.” 

Lizzie’s heart sank with a sud- 
den disappointment. Imagine the 
feelings of the damsel in the fairy- 
tale, whom the disguised enchant- 
ress had just empowered to utter 
diamonds and pearls, should the 
old beldame have - straightway 
added that for the present made- 
moiselle had better hold her 
tongue. Yet the disappointment 
was brief. I think this enviable 
young lady would have tripped 
home talking very hard to herself, 
and have been not ill pleased to. 
find her little mouth turning into 
a tightly clasped jewel-casket. 
Nay, would she not on this occa- 
sion have been thankful for a large 
mouth,—a mouth huge and un- 
natural, — stretching from ear to 
ear? Who wish to cast their pearls 
before swine? The young lady of 
the pearls was, after all, but a 
barnyard miss. Lizzie was too 
proud of Jack to be vain. It’s well 
enough to wear our own hearts 
upon our sleeves; but for those of 
others, when intrusted to our keep- 
ing, I think we had better find a 
more secluded lodging. 

“You see, I think secrecy would 
leave us much freer,” said Jack, — 
“leave you much freer.” 

“Oh, Jack, how can you?” cried 
Lizzie. “Yes, of course; I shall be 
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falling in love with some one else. 
Freer! Thank you, Sir!” 

“Nay, Lizzie, what I’m saying is 
really kinder than it sounds. Per- 
haps you will thank me one of 
these days.” 

“Doubtless! I’ve already taken a 
great fancy to George Mackenzie.” 

“Will you let me enlarge on my 
suggestion?” 

“Oh, certainly! You seem to 
have your mind quite made up.” 

“T confess I like to take account 
of possibilities. Don’t you know 
mathematics are my hobby? Did 
you ever study algebra? I always 
have an eye on the unknown 
quantity.” 

“No, I never studied algebra. I 
agree with you, that we had bet- 
ter not speak of our engagement.” 

“That’s right, my dear. You're 
always right. But mind, I don't 
want to bind you to secrecy. Hang 
it, do as you please! Do what 
comes easiest to you, and you'll do 
the best thing. What made me 
speak is my dread of the horrible 
publicity which clings to all this 
business. Nowadays, when a girl’s 
engaged, it’s no longer, ‘Ask 
mamma, simply; but, “Ask Mrs. 
Brown, and Mrs. Jones, and my 
large circle of acquaintance, — 
Mrs. Grundy, in short.’ I say now- 
adays, but I suppose it’s always 
been so.” 

“Very well, we'll keep it all nice 
and quiet,” said Lizzie, who would 
have been ready to celebrate her 
nuptials according to the rites of 
the Esquimaux, had Jack seen fit 
to suggest it. 

“T know it doesn’t look well for 


a lover to be so cautious,” pur- 
sued Jack; “but you understand 
me, Lizzie, don’t you?” 

“J don’t entirely understand 
you, but I quite trust you.” 

“God bless you! My prudence, 
you see, is my best strength. Now, 
if ever, I need my strength. When 
a man’s a-wooing, Lizzie, he is all 
feeling, or he ought to be; when 
he’s accepted, then he begins to 
think.” 

“And to repent, I suppose you 
mean.” : 

“Nay, to devise means to keep 
his sweetheart from repenting. Let 
me be frank. Is it the greatest 
fools only that are the best lovers? 
There’s no telling what may hap- 
pen, Lizzie. I want you to marry 
me with your eyes open. I don’t 
want you to feel tied down or 
taken in. Youre very young, you 
know. You're responsible to your- 
self of a year hence. You're at an 
age when no girl can count safely 
from year’s end to year’s end.” 

“And you, Sir!” cries Lizzie; 
“one would think you were a 
grandfather.” 

“Well, ’'m on the way to it. ’m 
a pretty old boy. I mean what I 
say. I may not be entirely frank, 
but I think I’m sincere. It seems 
to me as if I’d been fibbing all my 
life before I told you that your af- 
fection was necessary to my hap- 
piness. I mean it out and out. I 
never loved any one before, and I 
never will again. If you had re- 
fused me half an hour ago, I 
should have died a bachelor. I 
have no fear for myself. But I 
have for you. You said a few min- 
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utes ago that you wanted me to 
be your adviser. Now you know 
the function of an adviser is to 
perfect his victim in the art of 
walking with his eyes shut. I 
sha’n’t be so cruel.” 

Lizzie saw fit to view these re- 
marks in a humorous light. “How 
disinterested!” quoth she: “how 
very self-sacrificing! Bachelor in- 
deed! For my part, I think I shall 
become a Mormon!” —I verily be- 
lieve the poor misinformed crea- 
ture fancied that in Utah it is 
the ladies who are guilty of polyg- 
amy. 

Before many minutes they drew 
near home. There stood Mrs. Ford 
at the garden-gate, looking up and 
down the road, with a letter in her 
hand. 

“Something for you, John,” said 
his mother, as they approached. 
“It looks as if it came from camp. 
—Why, Elizabeth, look at your 
skirts!” 

“T know it,” says Lizzie, giving 
the articles in question a shake. 
“What is it, Jack?” 

“Marching orders!” cried the 
young man. “The regiment leaves 
day after to-morrow. I must leave 
by the early train in the morning. 
Hurray!” And he diverted a sud- 
den gleeful kiss into a filial salute. 

They went in. The two women 
were silent, after the manner of 
women who suffer. But Jack did 
little else than laugh and talk and 
circumnavigate the parlor, sitting 
first here and then there, — close 
beside Lizzie and on the opposite 
side of the room. After a while 
Miss Crowe joined in his laughter, 


but I think her mirth might have 
been resolved into articulate heart- 
beats. After tea she went to bed, 
to give Jack opportunity for his 
last filial épanchements. How gen- 
erous a man’s intervention makes 
women! But Lizzie promised to 
see her lover off in the morning. 

“Nonsense!” said Mrs. Ford. 
“You'll not be up. John will want 
to breakfast quietly.” 

“T shall see you off, Jack,” re- 
peated the young lady, from the 
threshold. 

Elizabeth went up stairs buoy- 
ant with her young love. It had 
dawned upon her like a new life, 
—a life positively worth the living. 
Hereby she would subsist and cost 
nobody anything. In it she was 
boundlessly rich. She would make 
it the hidden spring of a hundred 
praiseworthy deeds. She would be- 
gin the career of duty: she would 
enjoy boundless equanimity: she 
would raise her whole being to the 
level of her sublime passion. She 
would practise charity, humility, 
piety, —in fine, all the virtues: to- 
gether with certain morceaux of 
Beethoven and Chopin. She would 
walk the earth like one glorified. 
She would do homage to the best 
of men by inviolate secrecy. Here, 
by I know not what gentle transi- 
tion, as she lay in the quiet dark- 
ness, Elizabeth covered her pillow 
with a flood of tears. 

Meanwhile Ford, down-stairs, 
began in this fashion. He was 
lounging at his manly length on 
the sofa, in his slippers. 

“May I light a pipe, mother?” 

“Yes, my love. But please be 
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careful of your ashes. There’s a 
newspaper.” 

“Pipes don’t make ashes. — 
Mother, what do you think?” he 
continued, between the puffs of 
his smoking; “I’ve got a piece of 
news.” 

“Ah?” said Mrs. Ford, fumbling 
for her scissors; “I hope it’s good 
news.” 

“J hope you'll think it so. I’ve 
been engaging myself” — puff, — 
puff — “to Lizzie Crowe.” A cloud 
of puffs between his mother’s face 
and his own. When they cleared 
away, Jack felt his mother’s eyes. 
Her work was in her lap. “To be 
married, you know,” he added. 

In Mrs. Ford’s view, like the 
king in that of the British Consti- 
tution, her only son could do no 
wrong. Prejudice is a stout bul- 
wark against surprise. Moreover, 
Mrs. Ford’s motherly instinct had 
not been entirely at fault. Still, it 
had by no means kept pace with 
fact. She had been silent, partly 
from doubt, partly out of respect 
for her son. As long as John did 
not doubt of himself, he was right. 
Should he come to do so, she was 
sure he would speak. And now, 
when he told her the matter was 
settled, she persuaded herself that 
he was asking her advice. 

“I've been expecting it,’ she 
said, at last. 

“You have? why didn’t you 
speak?” 

“Well, John, I can’t say Ive 
been hoping it.” 

“Why not?” 

“I am not sure of Lizzie’s 
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heart,” said Mrs. Ford, who, it 
may be well to add, was very sure 
of her own. 

Jack began to laugh. “What's 
the matter with her heart?” 

“T think Lizzie’s shallow,” said 
Mrs. Ford; and there was that in 
her tone which betokened some 
satisfaction with this adjective. 

“Hang it! she is shallow,” said 
Jack. “But when a thing’s shallow, 
you can see to the bottom. Lizzie 
doesn’t pretend to be deep. I want 
a wife, mother, that I can under- 
stand. That’s the only wife I can 
love. Lizzie’s the only girl I ever 
understood, and the first I ever 
loved. I love her very much, — 
more than I can explain to you.” 

“Yes, I confess it’s inexplicable. 
It seems to me,” she added, with 
a bad smile, “like infatuation.” 

Jack did not like the smile; he 
liked it even less than the remark. 
He smoked steadily for a few mo- 
ments, and then he said, — 

“Well, mother, love is notori- 
ously obstinate, you know. We 
shall not be able to take the same 
view of this subject: suppose we 
drop it.” 

“Remember that this is your last 
evening at home, my son,” said 
Mrs. Ford. 

“I do remember. Therefore I 
wish to avoid disagreement.” 

There was a pause. The young 
man smoked, and his mother 
sewed, in silence. 

“I think my position, as Lizzie’s 
guardian,” resumed Mrs. Ford, 
“entitles me to an interest in the 
matter.” 
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“Certainly, I acknowledged your 
interest by telling you of our en- 
gagement.” 

Further pause. 

“Will you allow me to say,” said 
Mrs. Ford, after a while, “that I 
think this a little selfish?” 

“Allow you? Certainly, if you 
particularly desire it. Though I 
confess it isn’t very pleasant for a 
man to sit and hear his future wife 
pitched into, — by his own mother, 
too.” 

“John, I am surprised at your 
language.” 

“J beg your pardon,” and John 
spoke more gently. “You mustn't 
be surprised at anything from an 
accepted lover.—I’m sure you 
misconceive her. In fact, mother, 
I don’t believe you know her.” 

Mrs. Ford nodded, with an in- 
finite depth of meaning; and from 
the grimness with which she bit 
off the end of her thread it might 
have seemed that she fancied her- 
self to be executing a human ven- 
geance. 

“Ah, I know her only too well!” 

“And you don’t like her?” 

Mrs. Ford performed another 
decapitation of her thread. 

“Well, I’m glad Lizzie has one 
friend in the world,” said Jack. 

“Her best friend,” said Mrs. 
Ford, “is the one who flatters her 
least. I see it all, John. Her pretty 
face has done the business.” 

The young man flushed impa- 
tiently. 

“Mother,” said he, “you are very 
much mistaken. I’m not a boy nor 
a fool. You trust me in a great 
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many things; why not trust me in 
thisP” 

“My dear son, you are throwing 
yourself away. You deserve for 
your companion in life’ a higher 
character than that girl.” 

I think Mrs. Ford, who had been 
an excellent mother, would have 
liked to give her son a wife fash- 
ioned on her own model. 

“Oh, come, mother,” said he, 
“that’s twaddle. I should be thank- 
ful, if I were half as good as Liz- 
zie.” 

“It’s the truth, John, and your 
conduct — not only the step you've 
taken, but your talk about it —is a 
great disappointment to me. If I 
have cherished any wish of late, it 
is that my darling boy should get 
a wife worthy of him. The house- 
hold governed by Elizabeth Crowe 
is not the home I should desire for 
any one I love.” 

“Tt’s one to which you should 
always be welcome, Ma’am,” said 
Jack. 

“It’s not a place I should feel at 
home in,” replied his mother. 

“I’m sorry,” said Jack. And he 
got up and began to walk about 
the room. “Well, well, mother,” he 
said at last, stopping in front of 
Mrs. Ford, “we don’t understand 
each other. One of these days we 
shall. For the present let us have 
done with discussion. I’m _ half 
sorry I told you.” 

“Lm glad of such a proof of 
your confidence. But if you hadn’t, 
of course Elizabeth would have 
done so.” 

“No, Ma’am, I think not.” 
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“Then she is even more reckless 
of her obligations than I thought 
her.” 

“I advised her to say nothing 
about it.” 

Mrs. Ford made no answer. She 
began slowly to fold up her work. 

“I think we had better let the 
matter stand,” continued her son. 
“I’m not afraid of time. But I wish 
to make a request of you: you 
won’t mention this conversation to 
-Lizzie, will you? nor allow her to 
suppose that you know of our en- 
gagement? I have a particular rea- 
son.” 

Mrs. Ford went on smoothing 
out her work. Then she suddenly 
looked up. 

“No, my dear, I'll keep your se- 
cret. Give me a kiss.” 
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I HAVE no intention of following 
Lieutenant Ford to the seat of 
war. The exploits of his campaign 
are recorded in the public journals 
of the day, where the curious may 
still peruse them. My own taste 
has always been for unwritten his- 


tory, and my present business is — 


with the reverse of the picture. 
After Jack went off, the two la- 
dies resumed their old homely life. 
But the homeliest life had now 
ceased to be repulsive to Eliza- 
beth. Her common duties were no 
longer wearisome: for the first 
time, she experienced the delicious 
companionship of thought. Her 
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chief task was still to sit by the 
window knitting soldiers’ socks; 
but even Mrs. Ford could not help 
owning that she worked with a 
much greater diligence, yawned, 
rubbed her eyes, gazed up and 
down the road less, and indeed 
produced a much more comely ar- 
ticle. Ah, me! if half the lovesome 
fancies that flitted through Lizzie’s 
spirit in those busy hours could 
have found their way into the tex- 
ture of the dingy yarn, as it was 
slowly wrought into shape, the 
eventual wearer of the socks 
would have been as light-footed 
as Mercury. I am afraid I should 
make the reader sneer, were I to 
rehearse some of this little fool’s 
diversions. She passed several 
hours daily in Jack’s old chamber: 
it was in this sanctuary, indeed, 
at the sunny south window, over- 
looking the long road, the wood- 
crowned heights, the gleaming 
river, that she worked with most 
pleasure and profit. Here she was 
removed from the untiring glance 
of the elder lady, from her jar- 
ring questions and commonplaces; 
here she was alone with her love, 
—that greatest commonplace in 
life. Lizzie felt in Jack’s room a 
certain impress of his personality. 
The idle fancies of her mood were 
bodied forth in a dozen sacred rel- 
ics. Some of these articles Eliza- 
beth carefully cherished. It was 
rather late in the day for her to 
assert a literary taste, —her read- 
ing having begun and ended (nat- 
urally enough) with the ancient 
fiction of the “Scottish Chiefs.” So 
she could hardly help smiling, her- 
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self, sometimes, at her interest in 
Jack’s old college tomes. She car- 
ried several of them to her own 
apartment, and placed them at the 
foot of her little bed, on a book- 
shelf adorned, besides, with a pot 
of spring violets, a portrait of 
General McClellan, and a likeness 
of Lieutenant Ford. She had a 
vague belief that a loving study of 
their well-thumbed verses would 
remedy, in some degree, her sad 
intellectual deficiencies. She was 
sorry she knew so little: as sorry, 


that is, as she might be, for we - 


know that she was shallow. Jack’s 
omniscience was one of his most 
awful attributes. And yet she com- 
forted herself with the thought, 
that, as he had forgiven her igno- 
rance, she herself might surely for- 
get it. Happy Lizzie, I envy you 
this easy path to knowledge! The 
volume she most frequently con- 
sulted was an old German “Faust,” 
over which she used to fumble 
with a battered lexicon. The se- 
cret of this preference was in cer- 
tain marginal notes in pencil, 
signed “J.” I hope they were re- 
ally of Jack’s making. 

Lizzie was always a_ small 
walker. Until she knew Jack, this 
had been quite an unsuspected 
pleasure. She was afraid, too, of 
the cows, geese, and sheep, — all 
the agricultural spectra of the 
feminine imagination. But now her 
terrors were over. Might she not 
play the soldier, too, in her own 
humble way? Often with a beat- 
ing heart, I fear, but still with res- 
olute, elastic steps, she revisited 
Jack’s old haunts; she tried to love 
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Nature as he had seemed to love 
it; she gazed at his old sunsets; , 
she fathomed his old pools with 
bright plummet glances, as if seek- 
ing some lingering trace of his 
features in their brown depths, 
stamped there as on a fond human 
heart; she sought out his dear 
name, scratched on the rocks and 
trees, —and when night came on, 
she studied, in her simple way, the 
great starlit canopy, under which, 
perhaps, her warrior lay sleeping; 
she wandered through the green 
glades, singing snatches of his old 
ballads in a clear voice, made 
tuneful with love,—and as she 
sang, there mingled with the ev- 
erlasting murmur of the trees the 
faint sound of a muffled bass, 
borne upon the south wind like a 
distant drum-beat, responsive to a 
bugle. So she led for some months 
a very pleasant idyllic life, face 
to face with a strong, vivid mem- 
ory, which gave everything and 
asked nothing. These were doubt- 
less to be (and she half knew it) 
the happiest days of her life. Has 
life any bliss so great as this pen- 
sive ecstasyP To know that the 
golden sands are dropping one by 
one makes servitude freedom, and 
poverty riches. 

In spite of a certain sense of 
loss, Lizzie passed a very blissful 
summer. She enjoyed the deep re- 
pose which, it is to be hoped, 
sanctifies all honest betrothals. Pos- 
sible calamity weighed lightly upon 
her. We know that when the col- 
umns of battle-smoke leave the 
field, they journey through the 
heavy air to a thousand quiet 
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homes, and play about the crack- 
ling blaze of as many firesides. But 
Lizzie’s vision was never clouded. 
Mrs. Ford might gaze into the 
thickening summer dusk and wipe 
her spectacles; but her compan- 
ion hummed her old _ ballad-ends 
with an unbroken voice. She no 
more ceased to smile under evil 
tidings than the brooklet ceases 
to ripple beneath the projected 
shadow of the roadside willow. 
The self-given promises of that 
tearful night of parting were for- 


gotten. Vigilance had no place in . 


Lizzie’s scheme of heavenly idle- 
ness. The idea of moralizing in 
Elysium! 

It must not be supposed that 
Mrs. Ford was indifferent to Liz- 
zie’s mood. She studied it watch- 
fully, and kept note of all its vari- 
ations. And among the things she 
learned was, that her companion 
knew of her scrutiny, and was, on 
the whole, indifferent to it. Of the 
full extent of Mrs. Ford’s observa- 
tion, however, I think Lizzie was 
hardly aware. She was like a rev- 
eller in a brilliantly lighted room, 
' with a curtainless window, con- 
scious, and yet heedless, of pass- 
ers-by. And Mrs. Ford may not 
inaptly be compared to the chilly 
spectator on the dark side of the 
pane. Very few words passed on 
the topic of their common 
thoughts. From the first, as we 
have seen, Lizzie guessed at her 
guardian’s probable view of her 
engagement: an abasement incurred 
by John. Lizzie lacked what is 
called a sense of duty; and, unlike 
the majority of such tempera- 
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ments, which contrive to be buoy- 
ant on the glistening bubble of 
Dignity, she had likewise a modest 
estimate of her dues. Alack, my 
poor heroine had no pride! Mrs. 
Ford’s silent censure awakened no 
resentment. It sounded in her ears 
like a dull, soporific hum. Lizzie 
was deeply enamored of what a 
French book terms her aises intel- 
lectuelles. Her mental comfort lay 
in the ignoring of problems. She 
possessed a certain native insight 
which revealed many of the hor- 
rent inequalities of her pathway; 
but she found it so cruel and dis- 
enchanting a faculty, that blind- 
ness was infinitely preferable. She 
preferred repose to order, and 
mercy to justice. She was specu- 
lative, without being critical. She 
was continually wondering, but 
she never inquired. This world was 
the riddle; the next alone would 
be the answer. 

So she never felt any desire to 
have an “understanding” with Mrs. 
Ford. Did the old lady miscon- 
ceive her? it was her own busi- 
ness. Mrs. Ford apparently felt no 
desire to set herself right. You see, 
Lizzie was ignorant of her friend’s 
promise. There were moments 
when Mrs. Ford’s tongue itched to 
speak. There were others, it is 
true, when she dreaded any ex- 
planation which would compel her 
to forfeit her displeasure. Lizzie’s 
happy self-sufficiency was most ir- 
ritating. She grudged the young 
girl the dignity of her secret; her 
own actual knowledge of it rather 
increased her jealousy, by showing 
her the importance of the scheme 
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from which she was excluded. Liz- 
zie, being in perfect good-humor 
with the world and with herself, 
abated no jot of her personal def- 
erence to Mrs. Ford. Of Jack, as 
a good friend and her guardian’s 
son, she spoke very freely. But 
Mrs. Ford was mistrustful of this 
semi-confidence. She would not, 
she often said to herself, be 
wheedled against her principles. 
Her principles! Oh for some shin- 
ing blade of purpose to hew down 
such stubborn stakes! Lizzie had 
no thought of flattering her com- 
panion. She never deceived any 
one but herself. She could not 
bring herself to value Mrs. Ford’s 
good-will. She knew that Jack 
often suffered from his mother’s 
obstinacy. So her unbroken hu- 
mility shielded no unavowed pur- 
pose. She was patient and kindly 
from nature, from habit. Yet I 
think, that, if Mrs. Ford could 
have measured her benignity, she 
would have preferred, on the 
whole, the most open defiance. “Of 
all things,” she would sometimes 
mutter, “to be patronized by that 
little piece!” It was very disagree- 
able, for instance, to have to lis- 
ten to portions of her own son’s 
letters. 

These letters came week by 
week, flying out of the South like 
white-winged carrier-doves. Many 
and many a time, for very pride, 
Lizzie would have liked a larger 
audience. Portions of them cer- 
tainly deserved publicity. They 
were far too good for her. Were 
they not better than that stupid 
war-correspondence in the “Times,” 
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which she so often tried in vain 
to read? They contained long de- 
tails of movements, plans of cam- 
paigns, military opinions and con- 
jectures, expressed with the em- 
phasis habitual to young sub-lieu- 
tenants. I doubt whether General 
Halleck’s despatches laid down the 
law more absolutely than Lieuten- 
ant Ford’s. Lizzie answered in her 
own. fashion. It must be owned 
that hers was a dull pen. She told 
her dearest, dearest Jack how much 
she loved and honored him, and 
how much she missed him, and 
how delightful his last letter was, 
(with those beautifully drawn di- 
agrams,) and the village gossip, 
and how stout and_ strong his 
mother continued to be,—and 
again, how she loved, etc., etc., 
and that she remained his loving 
L. Jack read these effusions as be- 
came one so beloved. I should not 
wonder if he thought them very 
brilliant. 

The summer waned to its close, 
and through myriad silent stages 
began to darken into autumn. Who 
can tell the story of those red 
months? I have to chronicle an- 
other silent transition. But as I 
can find no words delicate and 
fine enough to describe the multi- 
fold changes of Nature, so, too, I 
must be content to give you the 
spiritual facts in gross. 

John Ford became a veteran 
down by the Potomac. And, to tell 
the truth, Lizzie became a veteran 
at home. That is, her love and 
hope grew to be an old story. She 
gave way, as the strongest must, 
as the wisest will, to time. The 
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passion which, in her simple, shal- 
low way, she had confided to the 
woods and waters reflected their 
outward variations; she thought of 
her lover less, and with less posi- 
tive pleasure. The golden sands 
had run out. Perfect rest was over. 
Mrs. Ford’s tacit protest began to 
be annoying. In a rather resent- 
ful spirit, Lizzie forbore to read 
any more letters aloud. These were 
as regular as ever. One of them 
contained a rough camp-photo- 
graph of Jack’s newly bearded vis- 
age. Lizzie declared it was “too 
ugly for anything,” and thrust it 
out of sight. She found herself 
skipping his military dissertations, 
which were still as long and writ- 
ten in as handsome a hand as 
ever. The “too good,” which used 
to be uttered rather proudly, was 
now rather a wearisome truth. 
‘When Lizzie in certain critical 
moods tried to qualify Jack’s tem- 
perament, she said to herself that 
he was too literal. Once he gave 
her ‘a little scolding for not writ- 
ing oftener. “Jack can make no al- 
lowances,” murmured Lizzie. “He 
can understand no feelings but his 
own. I remember he used to say 
that moods were diseases. His 
mind is too healthy for such 
things; his heart is too stout for 
ache or pain. The night before he 
went off he told me that Reason, 
as he calls it, was the rule of life. 
I suppose he thinks it the rule of 
love, too. But his heart is younger 
than mine,— younger and better. 
He has lived through awful scenes 
of danger and bloodshed and 
cruelty, yet his heart is purer.” 
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Lizzie had a horrible feeling of be- 
ing blasée of this one affection. 
“Oh, God bless him!” she cried. 
She felt much better for the tears 
in which this soliloquy ended. I 
fear she had begun to doubt her 
ability to cry about Jack. 
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CuristTMaAs came. The Army of the 
Potomac had stacked its muskets 
and gone into winter-quarters. 
Miss Crowe received an invitation 
to pass the second fortnight in 
February at the great manufactur- 
ing town of  Leatherborough. 
Leatherborough is on the railroad, 
two hours south of Glenham, at 
the mouth of the great river Tan, 
where this noble stream expands 
into its broadest smile, or gapes in 
too huge a fashion to be disguised 
by a bridge. 

“Mrs. Littlefield kindly invites 
you for the last of the month,” 
said Mrs. Ford, reading a letter 
behind the tea-urn. 

It suited Mrs. Ford’s purpose — 
a purpose which I have not space 
to elaborate—that her young 
charge should now go forth into 
society and pick up acquaintances. 

Two sparks of pleasure gleamed 
in Elizabeth’s eyes. But, as she had 
taught herself to do of late with 
her protectress, she mused before 
answering. \ 

“It is my desire that you shoul 
go,” said Mrs. Ford, taking silence 
for dissent. 
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The sparks went out. 

“I intend to go,” said Lizzie, 
rather grimly. “I am much obliged 
to Mrs. Littlefield.” . 

Her companion looked up. 

“I intend you shall. You will 
please to write this morning.” 

For the rest of the week the 
two stitched together over mus- 
lins and silks, and were very good 
friends. Lizzie could scarcely help 
wondering at Mrs. Ford’s zeal on 
her behalf. Might she not have re- 
ferred it to her guardian’s princi- 
ples? Her wardrobe, hitherto 
fashioned on the Glenham notion 
of elegance, was gradually raised 
to the Leatherborough standard of 
fitness. As she took up her bed- 
room candle the night before she 
left home, she said, — 

“J thank you very much, Mrs. 
Ford, for having worked so hard 
for me, — for having taken so much 
interest in my outfit. If they ask 
me at Leatherborough who made 
my things, I shall certainly say it 
was you.” 

Mrs. Littlefield treated her 
young friend with great kindness. 
She was a good-natured, childless 
matron. She found Lizzie very ig- 
norant and very pretty. She was 
glad to have so great a beauty and 
so many lions to show. 

One evening Lizzie went to her 
room with one of the maids, car- 
rying half a dozen candles be- 
tween them. Heaven forbid that I 
should cross that virgin threshold 
—for the present! But we will 
wait. We will allow them two 
hours. At the end of that time, 
having gently knocked, we will 
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enter the sanctuary. Glory of 
glories! The faithful attendant has 
done her work. Our lady is robed, 
crowned, ready for worshippers. 

I trust I shall not be held to a 
minute description of our dear Liz- 
zie’s person and costume. Who is 
so gréat a recluse as never to have 
beheld young ladyhood in full 
dress? Many of us have sisters and 
daughters. Not a few of us, I hope, 
have female connections of an- 
other degree, yet no less dear. 
Others have looking-glasses. I give 
you my word for it that Elizabeth 
made as pretty a show as it is 
possible to see. She was of course 
well-dressed. Her skirt was of 
voluminous white, puffed and 
trimmed in wondrous sort. Her 
hair was profusely ornamented 
with curls and braids of its own 
rich substance. From her waist de- 
pended a ribbon, broad and blue. 
White with coral ornaments, as 
she wrote to Jack in the course of 
the week. Coral ornaments, for- 
sooth! And pray, Miss, what of the 
other jewels with which your per- 
son was decorated,—the rubies, 
pearls, and sapphires? One by one 
Lizzie assumes her modest gim- 
cracks: her bracelet, her gloves, 
her handkerchief, her fan, and 
then — her smile. Ah, that strange 
crowning smile! 

An hour later, in Mrs. Little- 
field’s pretty drawing-room, amid 
music, lights, and talk, Miss Crowe 
was sweeping a grand curtsy be- 
fore a tall, sallow man, whose 
name she caught from her host- 
ess’s redundant murmur as Bruce. 
Five minutes later, when the hon- 
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est matron gave a glance at her 
newly started enterprise from the 
other side of the room, she said to 
herself that really, for a plain 
country-girl, Miss Crowe did this 
kind of thing very well. Her next 
glimpse of the couple showed them 
whirling round the room to the 
crashing thrum of the piano. At 
eleven o'clock she beheld them 
linked by their finger-tips in the 
dazzling mazes of the reel. At half- 
past eleven she discerned them 
charging shoulder to shoulder in 
the serried columns of the Lanc- 
ers. At midnight she tapped her 
young friend gently with her 
fan. 

“Your sash is unpinned, my 
dear.—I think you have danced 
often enough with Mr. Bruce. If 
he asks you again, you had better 
refuse. It’s not quite the thing. — 
Yes, my dear, I know. — Mr. Simp- 
son, will you be so good as to take 
Miss Crowe down to supper?” 

I’m afraid young Simpson had 
rather a snappish partner. 

After the proper interval, Mr. 
Bruce called to pay his respects to 
Mrs. Littlefield. He found Miss 
Crowe also in the drawing-room. 
Lizzie and he met like old friends. 
Mrs. Littlefield was a willing list- 
ener; but it seemed to her that 
she had come in at the second act 
of the play. Bruce went off with 
Miss Crowe’s promise to drive 
with him in the afternoon. In the 
afternoon he swept up to the door 
in a prancing, tinkling sleigh. 
After some minutes of hoarse jest- 
ing and silvery laughter in the 
keen wintry air, he swept away 
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again with Lizzie curled up in the 
buffalo-robe beside him, like a 
kitten in a rug. It was dark when 
they returned. When Lizzie came 
in to the sitting-room fire, she was 
congratulated by her hostess upon 
having made a “conquest.” 

“I think he’s a most gentle- 
manly man,” says Lizzie. 

“So he is, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Littlefield; “Mr. Bruce is a perfect 
gentleman. He’s one of the finest 
young men I know. He’s not so 
young either. He’s a little too yel- 
low for my taste; but he’s beauti- 
fully educated. I wish you could 
hear his French accent. He has 
been abroad I don’t know how 
many years. The firm of Bruce and 
Robertson does an immense busi- 
ness.” 

“And I’m so glad,” cries Lizzie, 
“he’s coming to Glenham in 
March! He’s going to take his 
sister to the water-cure.” 

“Really? — poor thing! She has 
very good manners.” 

“What do you think of his 
looks?” asked Lizzie, smoothing 
her feather. 

“I was speaking of Jane Bruce. 
I think Mr. Bruce has fine eyes.” 

“I must say I like tall men,” says 
Miss Crowe. 

“Then Robert Bruce is your 
man,” laughs Mr. Littlefield. “He’s 
as tall as a bell-tower. And he’s 
got a bell-clapper in his head, 
too.” 

“I believe I will go and take off 
my things,” remarks Miss Crowe,. 
flinging up her curls. 

Of course it behooved Mr. 
Bruce to call the next day and see 
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how Miss Crowe had stood her 
drive. He set a veto upon her in- 
tended departure, and presented 
an invitation from his sister for’ the 
following week. At Mrs. Little- 
field’s instance, Lizzie accepted 
the invitation, despatched a laconic 
note to Mrs. Ford, and stayed over 
for Miss Bruce’s party. It was a 
grand affair. Miss Bruce was a 
very great lady: she treated Miss 
Crowe with every attention. Liz- 
zie was thought by some persons 
to look prettier than ever. The va- 
porous gauze, the sunny hair, the 
coral, the sapphires, the smile, 
were displayed with renewed suc- 
cess. The master of the house was 
unable to dance; he was summoned 
to sterner duties. Nor could Miss 
Crowe be induced to perform, 
having hurt her foot on the ice. 
This was of course a disappoint- 
ment; let us hope that her enter- 
tainers made it up to her. 

On the second day after the 
party, Lizzie returned to Glenham, 
Good Mr. Littlefield took her to 
the station, stealing a moment 
from his precious business-hours. 

“There are your checks,” said 
he; “be sure you don’t lose them. 
Put them in your glove.” 

Lizzie gave a little scream of 
merriment. 

“Mr. Littlefield, how can you? 
I’ve a reticule, Sir. But I really 
don’t want you to stay.” 

“Well, I confess,” said her com- 
panion.— “Hullo! there’s your 
Scottish chief! Pll get him to stay 
‘with you till the train leaves. He 
may be going. Bruce!” 

“Oh, Mr. Littlefield, don’t!” 
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cries Lizzie. “Perhaps Mr. Bruce 
is engaged.” 

Bruce’s tall figure came striding 
towards them. He was astounded 
to find that Miss Crowe was going 
by this train. Delightful! He had 
come to meet a friend who had 
not arrived. 

“Littlefield,” said he, “you can’t 
be spared from your business. I 
will see Miss Crowe off.” 

When the elder gentleman had 
departed, Mr. Bruce conducted his 
companion into the car, and found 
her a comfortable seat, equidistant 
from the torrid stove and the 
frigid door. Then he stowed away 
her shawls, umbrella, and reticule. 
She would keep her muff? She did 
well. What a pretty fur! 

“It’s just like your collar,” said 
Lizzie. “I wish I had a muff for 
my feet,” she pursued, tapping on 
the floor. 

“Why not use some of those 
shawls?” said Bruce; “let’s see 
what we can make of them.” 

And he stooped down and ar- 
ranged them as a rug, very neatly 
and kindly. And then he called 
himself a fool for not having used 
the next seat, which was empty; 
and the wrapping was done over 


again. 
“’'m so afraid youll be carried 
off!” said Lizzie. “What would 


you do?” 

“T think I should make the best 
of it. And you?” 

“J would tell you to sit down 
there”; and she indicated the seat 
facing her. He took it. “Now you'll 
be sure to,” said Elizabeth. 

“Y’m afraid I shall, unless I put 
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the newspaper between us.” And 
he took it out of his pocket. “Have 
you seen the news?” 

“No,” says Lizzie, elongating 
her bonnet-ribbons. “What is it? 
Just look at that party.” 

“There’s not much news. There’s 
been a scrimmage on the Rappa- 
hannock. Two of our regiments 
engaged, — the Fifteenth and the 
Twenty-Eighth. Didn’t you tell me 
you had a cousin or something in 
the Fifteenth?” 

“Not a cousin, no relation, but 
an intimate friend,—my guard- 
ian’s son. What does the paper 
say, please?” inquires Lizzie, very 
pale. 

Bruce cast his eye over the re- 
port. “It doesn’t seem to have 
amounted to much; we drove back 
the enemy, and recrossed the river 
at our ease. Our loss only fifty. 
There are no names,” he added, 
catching a glimpse of Lizzie’s 
pallor,—“none in this paper at 
least.” 

In a few moments appeared a 
newsboy crying the New York 
journals. 

“Do you think the New York 
papers would have any names?” 
asked Lizzie. 

“We can try,” said Bruce. And 
he bought a “Herald,” and un- 
folded it. “Yes, there is a list,” he 
continued, some time after he had 
opened out the sheet. “What’s 
your friend’s name?” he asked, 
from behind the paper. 

“Ford, — John Ford, second lieu- 
tenant,” said Lizzie. 

There was a long pause. 

At last Bruce lowered the sheet, 
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and showed a face in which Liz- 
zie’s pallor seemed faintly re- 
flected. 

“There is such a name among 
the wounded,” he said; and, fold- 
ing the paper down, he held it 
out, and gently crossed to the seat 
beside her. 

Lizzie took the paper, and held 
it close to her eyes. But Bruce ' 
could not help seeing that her tem- 
ples had turned from white to 
crimson. 

“Do you see it?” he asked; “I 
sincerely hope it’s nothing very 
bad.” 

“Severely,” whispered Lizzie. 

“Yes, but that proves nothing. 
Those things are most unreliable. 
Do hope for the best.” 

Lizzie made no answer. Mean- 
while passengers had been brush- 
ing in, and the car was full. The 
engine began to puff, and the con- 
ductor to shout. The train gave a 
jog. 

“You'd better go, Sir, or you'll 
be carried off,” said Lizzie, hold- 
ing out her hand, with her face 
still hidden. 

“May I go on to the next sta- 
tion with you?” said Bruce. 

Lizzie gave him a rapid look, 
with a deepened flush. He had 
fancied that she was shedding 
tears. But those eyes were dry;. 
they held fire rather than water. 

“No, no, Sir; you must not. I 
insist. Good bye.” 

Bruce’s offer had cost him a 
blush, too. He had been prepared 
to back it with the assurance that 
he had business ahead, and, in- 
deed, to make a little business in 
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order to satisfy his conscience. 
But Lizzie’s answer was final. 

“Very well,” said he, “good bye. 
You have my real sympathy, Miss 
Crowe. Don’t despair. We shall 
meet again.” 

The train rattled away. Lizzie 
caught a glimpse of a tall figure 
with lifted hat on the platform. 
‘ But she sat motionless, with her 
head against the window-frame, 
her veil down, and her hands 
idle. 

She had enough to do to think, 
or rather to feel. It is fortunate 
that the utmost shock of evil tid- 
ing often comes first. After that 
everything is for the better. Jack’s 
name stood printed in that fatal 
column like a stern signal for de- 
spair. Lizzie felt conscious of a 
crisis which almost arrested her 
breath. Night had fallen at mid- 
day: what was the hour? A tra- 
gedy had stepped into her life: 
was she spectator or actor? She 
found herself face to face with 
death: was it not her own soul 
masquerading in a shroud? She sat 
in a half-stupor.’ She had been 
aroused from a dream into a wak- 
ing nightmare. It was like hearing 
a murder-shriek while you turn the 
page of your novel. But I cannot 
describe these things. In time the 
crushing sense of calamity loos- 
ened its grasp. Feeling lashed her 
pinions. Thought struggled to rise. 
Passion was still, stunned, floored. 
She had recoiled like a receding 
wave for a stronger onset. A hun- 
dred ghastly fears and fancies 
strutted a moment, pecking at the 
young girl’s naked heart, like sand- 


pipers on the weltering beach. 
Then, as with a great murmurous 
rush, came the meaning of her 
grief. The flood-gates of emotion 
were opened. 

At last passion exhausted itself, 
and Lizzie thought. Bruce’s part- 
ing words rang in her ears. She 
did her best to hope. She reflected 
that wounds, even severe wounds, 
did not necessarily mean death. 
Death might easily be warded off. 
She would go to Jack; she would 
nurse him; she would watch by 
him; she would cure him. Even if 
Death had already beckoned, she 
would strike down his hand: if 
Life had already obeyed, she 
would issue the stronger mandate 
of Love. She would stanch his 
wounds; she would unseal his eyes 
with her kisses; she would call till 
he answered her. 

Lizzie reached home and walked 
up the garden path. Mrs. Ford 


* stood in the parlor as she entered, 
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upright, pale, and rigid. Each read 
the other’s countenance. Lizzie 
went towards her slowly and gid- 
dily. She must of course kiss her 
patroness. She took her listless 
hand and bent towards her stern 
lips. Habitually Mrs. Ford was the 
most undemonstrative of women. 
But as Lizzie looked closer into 
her face, she read the signs of a 
grief infinitely more potent than 
her own. The formal kiss gave 
way: the young girl leaned her 
head on the old woman’s shoulder 
and burst into sobs. Mrs. Ford 
acknowledged those tears with a 
slow inclination of the head, full 
of a certain grim pathos: she put 
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out her arms and pressed them 
closer to her heart. 

At last Lizzie disengaged herself 
and sat down. 

“T am going to him,” said Mrs. 
Ford. 

Lizzie’s dizziness returned. Mrs. 
Ford was going,—and she, she? 

“T am going to nurse him, and 
with God’s help to save him.” 

“How did you hear?” 

“I have a telegram from the 
surgeon of the regiment”; and Mrs. 
Ford held out a paper. 

Lizzie took it and read: “Lieu- 
tenant Ford dangerously wounded 
in the action of yesterday. You 
had better come on.” 

“J should like to go myself,” 
said Lizzie: “I think Jack would 
like to have me.” 

“Nonsense! A pretty place for a 
young girl! I am not going for sen- 
timent; I am going for use.” 

Lizzie leaned her head back in 
her chair, and closed her eyes. 
From the moment they had fallen 
upon Mrs. Ford, she had felt a 
certain quiescence. And now it 
was a relief to have responsibility 
denied her. Like most weak per- 
sons, she was glad to step out of 
the current of life, now that it had 
begun to quicken into action. In 
emergencies, such persons are tac- 
itly counted out; and they as tac- 
itly consent to the arrangement. 
Even to the sensitive spirit there is 
a certain meditative rapture in 
standing on the quiet shore, (be- 
side the ruminating cattle,) and 
watching the hurrying, eddying 
flood, which makes up for the loss 
of dignity. Lizzie’s heart resumed 
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its peaceful throbs. She sat, almost 
dreamily, with her eyes shut. 

“I leave in an hour,” said Mrs. 
Ford. “I am going to get ready. — 
Do you hear?” 

The young girl’s silence was a 
deeper consent than her compan- 
ion supposed. 
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Ir was a week before Lizzie heard 
from Mrs. Ford. The letter, when 
it came, was very brief. Jack still 
lived. The wounds were three in 
number, and very serious; he was 
unconscious; he had not recog- 
nized her; but still the chances 
either way were thought equal. 
They would be much greater for 
his recovery nearer home; but it 
was impossible to move him. “I 
write from the midst of horrible 
scenes,” said the poor lady. Sub- 
joined was a list of necessary med- 
icines, comforts, and delicacies, to 
be boxed up and sent. 

For a while Lizzie found occu- 
pation in writing a letter to Jack, 
to be read in his first lucid mo- 
ment, as she told Mrs. Ford. This 
lady’s man-of-business came up 
from the village to superintend the 
packing of the boxes. Her direc- 
tions were strictly followed; and in 
no point were they found wanting. 
Mr. Mackenzie bespoke Lizzie’s 
admiration for their friend’s won- 
derful clearness of memory and 
judgment. “I wish we had that 
woman at the head of affairs,” 
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said he. “Gad, I'd apply for a 
Brigadier-Generalship.” — “I'd ap- 
ply to be sent South,” thought 
Lizzie. When the boxes and letter 
were despatched, she sat down to 
await more news. Sat down, say 
I? Sat down, and rose, and won- 
dered, and sat down again. These 
were lonely, weary days. Very dif- 
ferent are the idleness of love and 
the idleness of grief. Very different 
is it to be alone with your hope 
and alone with your despair. Liz- 
zie failed to rally her musing. I 
do not mean to say that her sor- 
row was very poignant, although 
she fancied it was. Habit was a 
great force in her simple nature; 
and her chief trouble now was that 
habit refused to work. Lizzie had 
to grapple with the stern tribula- 
tion of a decision to make, a prob- 
lem to solve. She felt that there 
was some spiritual barrier between 
herself and repose. So she began 
in her usual fashion to build up a 
false repose on the hither side of 
belief. She might as well have 
tried to float on the Dead Sea. 
Peace eluding her, she tried to re- 
sign herself to tumult. She drank 
deep at the well of self-pity, but 
found its waters brackish. People 
are apt to think that they may 
temper the penalties of misconduct 
by self-commiseration, just as they 
season the long after-taste of benef- 
icence by a little spice of self-ap- 
plause. But the Power of Good is 
a more grateful master than the 
Devil. What bliss to gaze into the 
smooth gurgling wake of a good 
deed, while the comely bark sails 
on with floating pennon! What 
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horror to look into the muddy sedi- 
ment which floats round the pi- 
ratic keel! Go, sinner, and dissolve 
it with your tears! And you, scoff- 
ing friend, there is the way out! 
Or would you prefer the window? 
I’m an honest man forevermore. 

One night Lizzie had a dream, 
—a rather disagreeable one, — 
which haunted her during many 
waking hours. It seemed to her 
that she was walking in a lonely 
place, with a tall, dark-eyed man 
who called her wife. Suddenly, in 
the shadow of a tree, they came 
upon an unburied corpse. Lizzie 
proposed to dig him a grave. They 
dug a great hole and took hold of 
the corpse to lift him in; when 
suddenly he opened his eyes. Then 
they saw that he was covered with 
wounds. He looked at them in- 
tently for some time, turning his 
eyes from one to the other. At last 
he solemnly said, “Amen!” and 
closed his eyes. Then she and her 
companion placed him in the 
grave, and shovelled the earth over 
him, and stamped it down with 
their feet. 

He of the dark eyes and he of 
the wounds were the two con- 
stantly recurring figures of Lizzie’s 
reveries. She could never think of 
John without thinking of the cour- 
teous Leatherborough gentleman, 
too. These were the data of her 
problem. These two figures stood 
like opposing knights, (the black 
and the white,) foremost on the 
great chess-board of fate. Lizzie 
was the wearied, puzzled player. 
She would idly finger the other 
pieces, and shift them carelessly 
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hither and thither; but it was of 
no avail: the game lay between the 
two knights. She would shut her 
eyes and long for some kind hand 
to come and tamper with the 
board; she would open them and 
see the two knights standing im- 
movable, face to face. It was noth- 
ing new. A fancy had come in and 
offered defiance to a fact; they 
must fight it out. Lizzie generously 
inclined to the fancy, the un- 
known champion, with a reputa- 
tion to make. Call her blasée, if 
you like, this little girl, whose 
record told of a couple of dances 
and a single lover, heartless, old 
before her time. Perhaps she de- 
serves your scorn. I confess she 
thought herself ill-used. By whom? 
by what? wherein? These were 
questions Miss Crowe was not pre- 
pared to answer. Her intellect was 
unequal to the stern logic of hu- 
man events. She expected two and 
two to make five: as why should 
they not for the nonce? She was 
like an actor who finds himself on 
the stage with a half-learned part 
and without sufficient wit to ex- 
temporize. Pray, where is the 
prompter? Alas, Elizabeth, that 
you had no mother! Young girls 
are prone to fancy that when once 
they have a lover, they have 
everything they need: a conclu- 
sion inconsistent with the belief 
entertained by many persons, that 
life begins with love. Lizzie’s for- 
tunes became old stories to her 
before she had half read them 
through. Jack’s wounds and dan- 
ger were an old story. Do not sup- 
pose that she had exhausted the 
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lessons, the suggestions of these 
awful events, their inspirations, 
exhortations, — that she had wept 
as became the horror of the trag- 
edy. No: the curtain had not yet 
fallen, yet our young lady had be- 
gun to yawn. To yawn? Ay, and 
to long for the afterpiece. Since 
the tragedy dragged, might she 
not divert herself with that well- 
bred man beside her? 

Elizabeth was far from owning 
to herself that she had fallen away 
from her love. For my own part, 
I need no better proof of the fact 
than the dull persistency with 
which she denied it. What accus- 
ing voice broke out. of the still- 
ness? Jack’s nobleness and magna- 
nimity were the hourly theme of 
her clogged fancy. Again and 
again she declared to herself that 
she was unworthy of them, but 
that, if he would only recover and 
come home, she would be his 
eternal bond-slave. So she passed 
a very miserable month. Let us 
hope that her childish spirit was 
being tempered to some useful 
purpose. Let us hope so. 

She roamed about the empty 
house with her footsteps tracked 
by an unlaid ghost. She cried 
aloud and said that she was very 
unhappy; she groaned and called 
herself wicked. Then, sometimes, 
appalled at her moral perplexities, 
she declared that she was neither 
wicked nor unhappy; she was con- 
tented, patient, and wise. Other 
girls had lost their lovers: it was 
the present way of life. Was she 
weaker than most women? Nay, 
but Jack was the best of men. If 
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he would only come back directly, 
without delay, as he was, sense- 
less, dying even, that she might 
look at him, touch him, speak-to 
him! Then she would say that she 
could no longer answer for herself, 
and wonder (or pretend to won- 
der) whether she were not going 
mad. Suppose Mrs. Ford should 
come back and find her in an un- 
swept room, pallid and insane? 
or suppose she should die of her 
troubles? What if she should kill 
herself? — dismiss the servants, and 
close the house, and lock herself 
up with a knife? Then she would 
cut her arm to escape from dismay 
at what she had already done; and 
then her courage would ebb away 
with her blood, and, having so far 
pledged herself to despair, her 
life would ebb away with her 
courage; and then, alone, in dark- 
ness, with none to help her, she 
would vainly scream, and thrust 
the knife into her temple, and 
swoon to death. And Jack would 
come back, and burst into the 
house, and wander through the 
empty rooms, calling her name, 
and for all answer get a death- 
scent! These imaginings were the 
more creditable or discreditable to 
Lizzie, that she had never read 
“Romeo and Juliet.” At any rate, 
they served to dissipate time, — 
heavy, weary time,—the more 
heavy and weary as it bore dark 
foreshadowings of some momen- 
tous event. If that event would 
only come, whatever it was, and 
sever this Gordian knot of doubt! 

The days passed slowly: the 
leaden sands dropped one by one. 
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The roads were too bad for walk- 
ing; so Lizzie was obliged to con- 
fine her restlessness to the narrow 
bounds of the empty house, or to 
an occasional journey to the vil- 
lage, where people sickened her 
by their dull indifference to her 
spiritual agony. Still they could 
not fail to remark how poorly Miss 
Crowe was looking. This was true, 
and Lizzie knew it. I think she 
even took a certain comfort in her 
pallor and in her failing interest in 
her dress. There was some satisfac- 
tion in displaying her white roses 
amid the apple-cheeked prosperity 
of Main Street. At last Miss Cooper, 
the Doctor’s sister, spoke to her: — 

“How is it, Elizabeth, you look 
so pale, and thin, and worn out? 
What you been doing with your- 
self? Falling in love, eh? It isn’t 
right to be so much alone. Come 
down and stay with us awhile, — 
till Mrs. Ford and John come 
back,” added Miss Cooper, who 
wished to put a cheerful face on 
the matter. 

For Miss Cooper, indeed, any 
other face would have been diffi- 
cult. Lizzie agreed to come. Her 
hostess was a busy, unbeautiful 
old maid, sister and housekeeper 
of the village physician. Her occu- 
pation here below was to perform 
the forgotten tasks of her fellow- 
men,—to pick up their dropped 
stitches, as she herself declared. 
She was never idle, for her gen- 
eral cleverness was commensurate 
with mortal needs. Her own story 
was, that she kept moving, so that 
folks couldn’t see how ugly she 
was. And, in fact, her existence 
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was manifest through her long 
train of good deeds, — just as the 
presence of a comet is shown by 
its tail. It was doubtless on the 
above principle that her visage 
was agitated by a perpetual laugh. 

Meanwhile more news had been 
coming from Virginia. “What an 
absurdly long letter you sent 
John,” wrote Mrs. Ford, in ac- 
knowledging the receipt of the 
boxes. “His first lucid moment 
would be very short, if he were to 
take upon himself to read your ef- 
fusions. Pray keep your long sto- 
ries till he gets well.” For a fort- 
night the young soldier remained 
the same, — feverish, conscious only 
at intervals. Then came a change 
for the worse, which, for many 
weary days, however, resulted in 
nothing decisive. “If he could only 
be moved to Glenham, home, and 
old sights,” said his mother, “I 
should have hope. But think of the 
journey!” By this time Lizzie had 
stayed out ten days of her visit. 

One day Miss Cooper came in 
from a walk, radiant with tidings. 
Her face, as I have observed, wore 
a continual smile, being dimpled 
and punctured all over with merri- 
ment, —so that, when an unusual 
cheerfulness was super-diffused, it 
resembled a tempestuous little 
pool into which a great stone has 
been cast. 

“Guess who’s come,” said she, 
going up to the piano, which Liz- 
zie was carelessly fingering, and 
putting her hands on the young 
girl’s shoulders. “Just guess!” 

Lizzie looked up. 

“Jack,” she half gasped. 
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“Oh, dear, no, not that! How 
stupid of me! I mean Mr. Bruce, 
your Leatherborough admirer.” 

“Mr. Bruce! Mr. Bruce!” said 
Lizzie. “Really?” 

“True as I live. He’s come to 
bring his sister to the Water-Cure. 
I met them at the post-office.” 

Lizzie felt a strange sensation 
of good news. Her finger-tips were 
on fire. She was deaf to her com- 
panion’s rattling chronicle. She 
broke into the midst of it with a 
fragment of some triumphant, jubi- 
lant melody. The keys rang be- 
neath her flashing hands. And then 
she suddenly stopped, and Miss 
Cooper, who was taking off her 
bonnet at the mirror, saw that her 
face was covered with a burning 
flush. 

That evening, Mr. Bruce pre- 
sented himself at Doctor Cooper’s, 
with whom he had a slight ac- 
quaintance. To Lizzie he was in- 
finitely courteous and tender. He 
assured her, in very pretty terms, 
of his profound sympathy with her 
in her cousin’s danger, — her cous- 
in he still called him,—and it 
seemed to Lizzie that until that 
moment no one had begun to be 
kind. And then he began to rebuke 
her, playfully and in excellent 
taste, for her pale cheeks. 

“Isn’t it dreadful?” said Miss 
Cooper. “She looks like a ghost. I 
guess she’s in love.” 

“He must be a good-for-nothing 
lover to make his mistress look so 
sad. If I were you, I'd give him 
up, Miss Crowe.” 

“I didn’t know I looked sad,” 
said Lizzie. 
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“You don’t now,” said Miss 
Cooper. “You're smiling and blush- 
ing. A’n’t she blushing, Mr. 
~ Bruce?” . 

“J think Miss Crowe has no 
more than her natural color,” said 
Bruce, dropping his eye-glass. 
“What have you been doing all 
this while since we parted?” 

“All this while? it’s only six 
weeks. I don’t know. Nothing. 
What have you?” 

“T’ve been doing nothing, too. 
It’s hard work.” 

“Have you been to any more 
parties?” 

“Not one.” 

“Any more sleigh-rides?” 

“Yes. I took one more dreary 
drive all alone,—over that same 
road, you know. And I stopped at 
the farm-house again, and saw the 
old woman we had the talk with. 
She remembered us, and asked me 
what had become of the young 
lady who was with me before. I 
told her you were gone home, but 
that I hoped soon to go and see 
you. So she sent you her love” —— 

“Oh, how nice!” exclaimed Liz- 
zie. 

“Wasn't it? And then she made 
a certain little speech; I won't re- 
peat ii, or we shall have Miss 
Cooper talking about your blushes 


again.” 

“TI know,” cried the lady in 
question: “she said she was 
very” —— 


“Very what?” said Lizzie. 

“Very h-a-n-d——what every 
one says.” 

“Very handy?” asked Lizzie. 
“I’m sure no one ever said that.” 


\ 
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“Of course,” said Bruce; “and I 
answered what every one an- 
swers.” 

“Have you seen Mrs. Littlefield 
lately?” 

“Several times. I called on her 
the day before I left town, to see 
if she had any messages for you.” 

“Oh, thank you! I hope she’s 
well.” 

“Oh, she’s as jolly as ever. She 
sent you her love, and hoped you 
would come back to Leatherbor- 
ough very soon again. I told her, 
that, however it might be with the 
first message, the second should 
be a joint one from both of us.” 

“You're very kind. I should like 
very much to go again.— Do you 
like Mrs. Littlefield?” 

“Like her? Yes. Don’t you? She’s 
thought a very pleasing woman.” 

“Oh, she’s very nice.—I don’t 
think she has much conversation.” 

“Ah, I’m afraid you mean she 
doesn’t backbite. We've always 
found plenty to talk about.” 

“That’s a very significant tone. 
What, for instance?” 

“Well, we have talked about 
Miss Crowe.” 

“Qh, you have? Do you call that 
having plenty to talk about?” 

“We have talked about Mr. 
Bruce, —haven’t we, Elizabeth?” 
said Miss Cooper, who had her 
own notion of being agreeable. 

It was not an altogether bad 
notion, perhaps; but Bruce found 
her interruptions rather annoying, 
and insensibly allowed them to 
shorten his visit. Yet, as it was, 
he sat till eleven o’clock, —a stay 
quite unprecedented at Glenham. 
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When he left the house, he 
went splashing down the road 
with a very elastic tread, springing 
over the starlit puddles, and troll- 
ing out some sentimental ditty. He 
reached the inn, and went up to 
his sister’s sitting-room. 

“Why, Robert, where have you 
been all this while?” said Miss 
Bruce. 

“At Dr. Cooper's.” 

“Dr. Cooper’s? I should think 
you had! Who’s Dr. Cooper?” 

“Where Miss Crowe’s staying.” 

“Miss Crowe? Ah, Mrs. Little- 
field’s friend! Is she as pretty as 
ever?” 

“Prettier, — prettier, — prettier. 
Tara-ta! tara-ta!” 

“Oh, Robert, do ‘stop that 
singing! You'll rouse the whole 
house.” 
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LATE one afternoon, at dusk, 
about three weeks after Mr. 


Bruce’s arrival, Lizzie was sitting 
alone by the fire, in Miss Cooper’s 
parlor, musing, as became the 
place and hour. The Doctor and 
his sister came in, dressed for a 
lecture. 

“Ym sorry you won't go, my 
dear,” said Miss Cooper. “It’s a 
most interesting subject: ‘A Year 
of the War.’ All the battles and 
things described, you know.” 

“I’m tired of war,” said Lizzie. 

“Well, well, if you're tired of 
the war, we'll leave you in peace. 
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Kiss me good-bye. What’s the 
matter? You look sick. You are 
homesick, a’n’t you?” 

“No, no, —I’m very well.” 

“Would you like me to stay at 
home with you?” 

“Oh, no! pray, don’t 

“Well, we'll tell you all about 
it. Will they have programmes, 
James? Ill bring her a_ pro- 
gramme. — But you really feel as 
if you were going to be ill. Feel 
of her skin, James.” 

“No, you needn't, Sir,” said Liz- 
zie. “How queer of you, Miss 
Cooper! I’m perfectly well.” 

And at last her friends departed. 
Before long the servant came with 
the lamp, ushering Mr. Macken- 
zie. 

“Good evening, Miss,” said he. 
Bad news from Mrs. Ford.” 

“Bad news?” 

“Yes, Miss. I’ve just got a letter 
stating that Mr. John is growing 
worse and worse, and that they 
look for his death from hour to 
hour. —It’s very sad,” he added, 
as Elizabeth was silent. 

“Yes, it’s very sad,” said Lizzie. 

“T thought you'd like to hear it.” 

“Thank you.” 

“He was a very noble young 
fellow,” pursued Mr. Mackenzie. 

Lizzie made no response. 

“There’s the letter,” said Mr. 
Mackenzie, handing it over to her. 

Lizzie opened it. 

“How long she is reading it!” 
thought her visitor. “You can’t see 
so far from the light, can you, 
Miss?” 

“Yes,” said Lizzie. — “His poor 
mother! Poor woman|” 
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“Ay, indeed, Miss,—she’s the 
one to be pitied.” 

“Yes, she’s the one to be pitied,” 
said Lizzie. “Well!” and she gave 
him back the letter. 

“J thought you'd like to see it,” 
said Mackenzie, drawing on his 
gloves; and then, after a pause, — 
“Tl call again, Miss, if I hear any- 
thing more. Good night!” 

Lizzie got up and lowered the 
light, and then went back to her 
sofa by the fire. 

Half an hour passed; it went 
slowly; but it passed. Still lying 
there in the dark room on the sofa, 
Lizzie heard a ring at the door- 
bell, a man’s voice and a man’s 
tread in the hall. She rose and 
went to the lamp. As she turned 
it up, the parlor-door opened. 
Bruce came in. 

“J was sitting in the dark,” said 
Lizzie; “but when I heard you 
coming, I raised the light.” 

“Are you afraid of me?” said 
Bruce. 

“Oh, no! I'll put it down again. 
Sit down.” 

“I saw your friends going out,” 
pursued Bruce; “so I knew I 
should find you alone. — What are 
you doing here in the dark?” 

“I’ve just received very bad 
news from Mrs. Ford about her 
son. He’s much worse, and will 
probably not live.” 

“Ts it possible?” 

“J was thinking about that.” 

“Dear me! Well that’s a sad 
subject. I’m told he was a very 
fine young man.” 

“He was, —very,” said Lizzie. 

Bruce was silent awhile. He was 
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a stranger to the young officer, and 
felt that he had nothing to offer 
beyond the commonplace expres- 
sions of sympathy and _ surprise. 
Nor had he exactly the measure of 
his companion’s interest in him. 

“If he dies,” said Lizzie, “it will 
be under great injustice.” 

“Ah! what do you mean?” 

“There wasn’t a braver man in 
the army.” 

“I suppose not.” 

“And, oh, Mr. Bruce,” contin- 
ued Lizzie, “he was so clever and 
good and generous! I wish you 
had known him.” 

“TI wish I had. But what do you 
mean by injustice? Were these 
qualities denied him?” 

“No indeed! Every one that 
looked at him could see that he 
was perfect.” 

“Where’s the injustice, then? It 
ought to be enough for him that 
you should think so highly of 
him.” 

“Oh, he knew that,” said Liz- 
ZAC 

Bruce was a little puzzled by 
his companion’s manner. He 
watched her, as she sat with her 
cheek on her hand, looking at the 
fire. There was a long pause. 
Either they were too friendly or 
too thoughtful for the silence to be 
embarrassing. Bruce broke it at 
last. 

“Miss Crowe,” said he, “on a 
certain occasion, some time ago, 
when you first heard of Mr. Ford’s 
wounds, I offered you my com- 
pany, with the wish to console 
you as far as I might for what 
seemed a considerable shock. It 
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was, perhaps, a bold offer for so 
new a friend; but, nevertheless, in 
it even then my heart spoke. You 
turned me off. Will you let me re- 
peat it? Now, with a better right, 
will you let me speak out all my 
heart?” 

Lizzie heard this speech, which 
was delivered in a slow and hesi- 
tating tone, without looking up or 
moving her head, except, perhaps, 
at the words “turned me off.” 
After Bruce had ceased, she still 
kept her position. 

“You'll not turn me off now?” 
added her companion. 

She dropped her hand, raised 
her head, and looked at him a 
moment: he thought he saw the 
glow of tears in her eyes. Then she 
sank back upon the sofa with her 
face in the shadow of the mantel- 
piece. 

“I don’t understand you, Mr. 
Bruce,” said she. 

“Ah, Elizabeth! am I such a 
poor speaker. How shall I make 
it plainP When I saw your friends 
leave home half an hour ago, and 
reflected that you would probably 
be alone, I determined to go right 
in and have a talk with you that 
I’ve long been wanting to have. 
But first I walked half a mile up 
the road, thinking hard, — thinking 
how I should say what I had to 
say. I made up my mind to noth- 
ing, but that somehow or other I 
should say it. I would trust, —I 
do trust to your frankness, kind- 
ness, and sympathy, to a feeling 
corresponding to my own. Do you 
understand that feeling? Do you 
know that I love you? I do, I do, 


380 


I do! You must know it. If you 
don’t, I solemnly swear it. I sol- 
emnly ask you, Elizabeth, to take 
me for your husband.” 

While Bruce said these words, 
he rose, with their rising passion, 
and came and stood before Lizzie. 
Again she was motionless. 

“Does it take you so long to 
think?” said he, trying to read her 
indistinct features; and he _ sat 
down on the sofa beside her and. 
took her hand. 

At last Lizzie spoke. 

“Are you sure,” said she, “that 
you love me?” 

“As sure as that I breathe. Now, 
Elizabeth, make me as sure that I 
am loved in return.” 


“It seems very -strange, Mr. 
Bruce,” said Lizzie. 
“What seems strange? Why 


should itP For a month I’ve been 
trying, in a hundred dumb ways, 
to make it plain; and now, when 
I swear it, it only seems strange!” 

“What do you love me for?” 

“For? For yourself, Elizabeth.” 

“Myself? I am nothing.” 

“I love you for what you are, — 
for your deep, kind heart, — for 
being so perfectly a woman.” 

Lizzie drew away her hand, and 
her lover rose and stood before her 
again. But now she looked up into: 
his face, questioning when she 
should have answered, drinking 
strength from his entreaties for her 
replies. There he stood before her, 
in the glow of the firelight, in all 
his gentlemanhood, for her to ac- 
cept or reject. She slowly rose 
and gave him the hand she had. 
withdrawn. 
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“Mr. Bruce, I shall be very 
proud to love you,” she said. 

And then, as if this effort was 
beyond her strength, she half stag- 
gered back to the sofa again. And 
still holding her hand, he sat down 
beside her. And there they were 
still sitting when they heard the 
Doctor and his sister come in. 

For three days Elizabeth saw 
nothing of Mr. Mackenzie. At last, 
on the fourth day, passing his of- 
fice in the village, she went in and 
asked for him. He came out of his 
little back parlor with his mouth 
full and a beaming face. 

“Good-day, Miss Crowe, 
good news!” 

“Good news?” cried Lizzie. 

“Capital!” said he, looking hard 
at her, while he put on his spec- 
tacles. “She writes that Mr. John 
—won't you take a seat? —has 
taken a sudden and unexpected 
turn for the better. Now’s the mo- 
ment to save him; it’s an equal 
risk. They were to start for the 
North the second day after date. 


and 


The surgeon comes with them. So. 


theyll be home — of course they'll 
travel slowly — in four or five days. 
Yes, Miss, it’s a remarkable Prov- 
idence. And that noble young man 
will be spared to the country, and 
to those who love him, as I do.” 

“T had better go back to the 
house and have it got ready,” said 
Lizzie, for an answer. 

“Yes, Miss, I think you had. In 
fact, Mrs. Ford made that request.” 

The request was obeyed. That 
same day Lizzie went home. For 
two days she found it her interest 
to overlook, assiduously, a general 
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sweeping, scrubbing, and _provi- 
sioning. She allowed herself no 
idle moment until bed-time. Then 
— But I would rather not be the 
chamberlain of her agony. It was 
the easier to work, as Mr. Bruce 
had gone to Leatherborough on 
business. 

On the fourth evening, at twi- 
light, John Ford was borne up to 
the door on his stretcher, with his 
mother stalking beside him in rigid 
grief, and kind, silent friends 
pressing about with helping hands. 


“Home they brought her warrior 
dead, 


She nor swooned nor uttered cry.” 


It was, indeed, almost a ques- 
tion, whether Jack was not dead. 
Death is not thinner, paler, stiller. 
Lizzie moved about like one in a 
dream. Of course, when there are 
so many sympathetic friends, a 
man’s family has nothing to do, — 
except exercise a little self-control. 
The women huddled Mrs. Ford to 
bed; rest was imperative; she was 
killing herself. And it was signifi- 
cant of her weakness that she did 
not resent this advice. In greeting 
her, Lizzie felt as if she were em- 
bracing the stone image on the top 
of a sepulchre. She, too, had her 
cares anticipated. Good Doctor 
Cooper and his sister stationed 
themselves at the young man’s 
couch. 

The Doctor prophesied won- 
drous things of the change of cli- 
mate; he was certain of a recovery. 
Lizzie found herself very shortly 
dealt with as an obstacle to this 
consummation. Access to John was 
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prohibited. “Perfect stillness, you 
know, my dear,” whispered Miss 
Cooper, opening his chamber-door 
on a crack, in a pair of very creak- 
ing shoes. So for the first evening 
that her old friend was at home 
Lizzie caught but a glimpse of his 
pale, senseless face, as she hovered 
outside the long train of his at- 
tendants. If we may suppose any 
of these kind people to have had 
eyes for aught but the sufferer, we 
may be sure that they saw another 
visage equally sad and white. The 
sufferer? It was hardly Jack, after 
all. 

When Lizzie was turned from 
Jack’s door, she took a covering 
from a heap of draperies that had 
been hurriedly tossed down in the 
hall: it was an old army-blanket. 
She wrapped it round her, and 
went out on the veranda. It was 
nine o'clock; but the darkness was 
filled with light. A great wanton 
' wind —the ghost of the raw blast 
which travels by day — had arisen, 
bearing long, soft gusts of inland 
spring. Scattered clouds were hur- 
rying across the white sky. The 
bright moon, careering in their 
midst, seemed to have wandered 
forth in frantic quest of the hid- 
den stars. 

Lizzie nestled her head in the 
blanket, and sat down on the steps. 
A strange earthly smell lingered in 
that faded old rug, and with it a 
faint perfume of tobacco. Instantly 
the young girl’s senses were trans- 
ported as they had never been be- 
fore to those far-off Southern bat- 
tle-fields. She saw men lying in 
swamps, puffing their kindly pipes, 


drawing their blankets closer, can- 
opied with the same luminous dusk 
that shone down upon her com- 
fortable weakness. Her mind wan- 
dered amid these scenes till re- 
called to the present by the swing- 
ing of the garden-gate. She heard 
a firm, well-known tread crunch- 
ing the gravel. Mr. Bruce came up 
the path. As he drew near the 
steps, Lizzie arose. The blanket 
fell back from her head, and Bruce 
started at recognizing her. 

“Hullo! You, Elizabeth? What’s 
the matter?” 

Lizzie made no answer. 

“Are you one of Mr. Ford’s 
watchers?” he continued, coming 
up the steps; “how is he?” 

Still she was silent. Bruce put 
out his hands to take hers, and 
bent forward as if to kiss her. She 
half shook him off, and retreated 
toward the door. 

“Good heavens!” cried Bruce; 
“what’s the matter? Are you moon- 
struck? Can’t you speak?” 

“No, — no, — not to-night,” said 


Lizzie, in a choking voice. “Go 
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away, — go away!” 

She stood holding the door- 
handle, and motioning him off. He 
hesitated a moment, and then ad- 
vanced. She opened the door rap- 
idly, and went in. He heard her 
lock it. He stood looking at it stu- 
pidly for some time, and then 
slowly turned round and walked 
down the steps. 

The next morning Lizzie arose 
with the early dawn, and came 
down stairs. She went into the 
room where Jack lay, and gently 
opened the door. Miss Cooper was 
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dozing in her chair. Lizzie crossed 
the threshold, and stole up to the 
bed. Poor Ford lay peacefully 
sleeping. There was his old face, 
after all, —his strong, honest fea- 
tures refined, but not weakened, 
by pain. Lizzie softly drew up a 
low chair, and sat down beside 
him. She gazed into his face, — 
the dear and honored face into 
which she had so often gazed in 
health. It was strangely hand- 
somer: body stood for less. It 
seemed to Lizzie, that, as the fab- 
ric of her lover’s soul was more 
clearly revealed, —the veil of the 
temple rent wellnigh in twain, — 
she could read the justification of 
all her old worship. One of Jack’s 
hands lay outside the sheets, — 
those strong, supple fingers, once 
so cunning in workmanship, so 
frank in friendship, now thinner 
and whiter than her own. After 
looking at it for some time, Lizzie 
gently grasped it. Jack slowly 
opened his eyes. Lizzie’s heart be- 
gan to throb; it was as if the still- 
ness of the sanctuary had given a 
sign. At first there was no recogni- 
tion in the young man’s gaze. Then 
the dull pupils began visibly to 
brighten. There came to his lips 
the commencement of that strange 
moribund smile which seems so in- 
effably satirical of the things of 
this world. O imposing spectacle 
of death! O blessed soul, marked 
for promotion! What earthly favor 
is like thine? Lizzie sank down on 
her knees, and, still clasping John’s 
hand, bent closer over him. 

“Jack, —dear, dear Jack,” she 
whispered, “do you know me?” 


33 


The smile grew more intense. 
The poor fellow drew out his other 
hand, and slowly, feebly placed it 
on Lizzie’s head, stroking down 
her hair with his fingers. 

“Yes, yes,” she murmured; “you 
know me, don’t you? I am Lizzie, 
Jack. Don’t you remember Lizzie?” 

Ford moved his lips inaudibly, 
and went on patting her head. 

“This is home, you know,” said 
Lizzie; “this is Glenham. You 
haven't forgotten Glenham? You 
are with your mother and me and 
your friends. Dear, darling Jack!” 

Still he went on, stroking her 
head; and his feeble lips tried to 
emit some sound. Lizzie laid her 
head down on the pillow beside 
his own, and still his hand lingered 
caressingly on her hair. 

“Yes, you know me,” she pur- 
sued; “you are with your friends 
now forever, — with those who will 
love and take care of you, oh, for- 
ever!” 

“l’m very badly wounded,” mur- 
mured Jack, close to her ear. 

“Yes, yes, my dear boy, but your 
wounds are healing. I will love you 
and nurse you forever.” 

“Yes, Lizzie, our old promise,” 
said Jack: and his hand fell upon 
her neck, and with its feeble pres- 
sure he drew her closer, and she 
wet his face with her tears. 

Then Miss Cooper, awakening, 
rose and drew Lizzie away. 

“I am sure you excite him, my 
dear. It is best he should have 
none of his family near him, — 
persons with whom he has associ- 
ations, you know.” 

Here the Doctor was heard 
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gently tapping on the window, and 
Lizzie went round to the door to 
admit him. 

She did not see Jack again all 
day. Two or three times she ven- 
tured into the room, but she was 
banished by a frown, or a finger 
raised to the lips. She waylaid the 
Doctor frequently. He was blithe 
and cheerful, certain of Jack’s re- 
covery. This good man used to ex- 
hibit as much moral elation at the 
prospect of a cure as an orthodox 
believer at that of a new convert: 
it was one more body gained from 
the Devil. He assured Lizzie that 
the change of scene and climate 
had already begun to tell: the fe- 
ver was lessening, the worst symp- 
toms disappearing. He answered 
Lizzie’s reiterated desire to do 
something by directions to keep the 
house quiet and the sick-room 
empty. 

Soon after breakfast, Miss 
Dawes, a neighbor, came in to re- 
lieve Miss Cooper, and this inde- 
fatigable lady transferred her at- 
tention to Mrs. Ford. Action was 
forbidden her. Miss Cooper was 
delighted for once to be able to lay 
down the law to her vigorous 
neighbor, of whose fine judgment 
she had always stood in awe. Hav- 
ing bullied Mrs. Ford into taking 
her breakfast in the little sitting- 
room, she closed the doors, and 
prepared for “a good long talk.” 
Lizzie was careful not to break in 
upon this interview. She had bid- 
den her patroness good morning, 
asked after her health, and re- 
ceived one of her temperate oscu- 
lations. As she passed the invalid’s 
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door, Doctor Cooper came out and 
asked her to go and look for a cer- 
tain roll of bandages, in Mr. John’s 
trunk, which had been carried into 
another room. Lizzie hastened to 
perform this task. In fumbling 
through the contents of the trunk, 
she came across a packet of letters 
in a well-known feminine hand- 
writing. She pocketed it, and, after 
disposing of the bandages, went to 
her own room, locked the door, 
and sat down to examine the let- 
ters. Between reading and think- 
ing and sighing and (in spite of 
herself) smiling, this process took 
the whole morning. As she came 
down to dinner, she encountered 
Mrs. Ford and Miss Cooper, 
emerging from the sitting-room, 
the good long talk being only just 
concluded. 

“How do you feel, Ma’am?” she 
asked of the elder lady, — “rested?” 

For all answer Mrs. Ford gave 
a look —I had almost said a scowl 
—so hard, so cold, so reproachful, 
that Lizzie was transfixed. But 
suddenly its sickening meaning was 
revealed to her. She turned to 
Miss Cooper, who stood pale and 
fluttering beside the mistress, her 
everlasting smile glazed over with 
a piteous, deprecating glance; and 
I fear her eyes flashed out the 
same message of angry scorn they 
had just received. These tele- 
graphic operations are very rapid. 
The ladies hardly halted: the next 
moment found them. seated at the 
dinner-table with Miss Cooper 
scrutinizing her napkin-mark and 
Mrs. Ford saying grace. 

Dinner was eaten in silence. 
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When it was over, Lizzie returned 
to her own room. Miss Cooper 
went home, and Mrs. Ford went 
to her son. Lizzie heard the firm 
_ low click of the lock as she closed 
the door. Why did she lock it? 
There was something fatal in the 
silence that followed. The plot of 
her little tragedy thickened. Be it 
so: she would act her part with 
the rest. For the second time in 
her experience, her mind was 
lightened by the intervention of 
Mrs. Ford. Before the scorn of her 
own conscience, (which never 
came,) before Jack’s deepest re- 
proach, she was ready to bow 
down, — but not before that long- 
faced Nemesis in black silk. The 
leaven of resentment began to 
work. She leaned back in her chair, 
and folded her arms, brave to 
await results. But before long she 
fell asleep. She was aroused by a 
knock at her chamber-door. The 
afternoon was far gone. Miss 
Dawes stood without. 

“Elizabeth, Mr. John wants very 
much to see you, with his love. 
Come down very gently: his 
mother is lying down. Will you sit 
with him while I take my dinner? 
Better? Yes, ever so much.” 

Lizzie betook herself with trem- 
bling haste to Jack’s bedside. 

He was propped up with pil- 
lows. His pale cheeks were slightly 
flushed. His eyes were bright. He 
raised himself, and, for such feeble 
arms, gave Lizzie a long, strong 
embrace. 

“I’ve not seen you all day, Liz- 
zie,” said he. “Where have you 
been?” 
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“Dear Jack, they wouldn’t let me 
come near you. I begged and 
prayed. And I wanted so to go to 
you in the army; but I couldn't. 
I wish, I wish I had!” 

“You wouldn’t have liked it, 
Lizzie. 'm glad you didn’t. It’s a 
bad, bad place.” 

He lay quietly, holding her 
hands and gazing at her. 

“Can I do anything for you, 
dear?” asked the young girl. “I 
would work my life out. I’m so 
glad youre better!” 

It was some time before Jack 
answered, — 

“Lizzie,” said he, at last, “I sent 
for you to look at you. — You are 
more wondrously beautiful than 
ever. Your hair is brown, — like — 
like nothing; your eyes are blue; 
your neck is white. Well, well!” 

He lay perfectly motionless, but 
for his eyes. They wandered over 
her with a kind of peaceful glee, 
like sunbeams playing on a statue. 
Poor Ford lay, indeed, not unlike 
an old wounded Greek, who at 
falling dusk has crawled into a 
temple to die, steeping the last 
dull interval in idle admiration of 
sculptured Artemis. 

“Ah, lizzie, this is 
heaven!” he murmured. 

“Tt will be heaven when you get 
well,” whispered Lizzie. 

He smiled into her eyes: — 

“You say more than you mean. 
There should be perfect truth be- 
tween us. Dear Lizzie, I am not 
going to get well. They are all 
very much mistaken. I am going to 
die. I’ve done my work. Death 
makes up for everything. My great 
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-pain is in leaving you. But you, 
too, will die one of these days; re- 
member that. In all pain and sor- 

~ yow, remember that.” 

Lizzie was able to reply only by 
the tightening grasp of her hands. 

“But there is something more,” 
pursued Jack. “Life is as good as 
death. Your heart has found its 
true keeper; so we shall all three 
be happy. Tell him I bless him 
and honor him. Tell him God, too, 
blesses him. Shake hands with him 
for me,” said Jack, feebly moving 
his pale fingers. “My mother,” he 
went on,—“be very kind to her. 

She will have great grief, but she 
will not die of it. She'll live to 
great age. Now, Lizzie, I can’t talk 
any more; I wanted to say fare- 
well. Youll keep me farewell, — 
you'll stay with me awhile, —won't 

you? I'll look at you till the last. 

For a little while you'll be mine, 
holding my hands—so— until 
death parts us.” 

Jack kept his promise. His eyes 
were fixed in a firm gaze long 
after the sense had left them. 


In the early dawn of the next 
day, Elizabeth left her sleepless 
bed, opened the window, and 
looked out on the wide prospect, 
still cool and dim with departing 
night. It offered freshness and 
peace to her hot head and restless 
heart. She dressed herself hastily, 
crept down stairs, passed the 
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death-chamber, and stole out of 
the quiet house. She turned away 
from the still sleeping village and 
walked towards the open country. 
She went a long way without 
knowing it. The sun had risen 
high when she bethought herself 
to turn. As she came back along 
the brightening highway, and drew 
near home, she saw a tall figure 
standing beneath tlie budding trees 
of the garden, hesitating, appar- 
ently, whether to open the gate. 
Lizzie came upon him almost be- 
fore he had seen her. Bruce’s first 
movement was to put out his 
hands, as any lover might; but as 
Lizzie raised her veil, he dropped 
them. 

“Yes, Mr. Bruce,” said Lizzie, 
“T’ll give you my hand once more, 
—in farewell.” 

“Elizabeth!” cried Bruce, half 
stupefied, “in God’s name, what 
do you mean by these crazy 
speeches?” 

“I mean well. I mean kindly and 
humanely to you. And I mean jus- 
tice to my old — old love.” 

She went to him, took his list- 
less hand, without looking into his 
wild smitten face, shook it passion- 
ately, and then, wrenching her 
own from his grasp, opened the 
gate and let it swing behind her. 

“No! no! no!” she almost 
shrieked, turning about in the 
path. “I forbid you to follow me!” 

But for all that, he went in. 
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A NARROW grave-yard in the heart 
of a bustling, indifferent city, seen 
from the windows of a gloomy- 
looking inn, is at no time an ob- 
ject of enlivening suggestion; and 
the spectacle is not at its best 
when the mouldy tombstones and 
funereal umbrage have received 
the ineffectual refreshment of a 
dull, moist snow-fall. If, while the 
air is thickened by this frosty driz- 
zle, the calendar should happen 
to indicate that the blessed vernal 
season is already six weeks old, it 
will be admitted that no depress- 
ing influence is absent from the 
scene. This fact was keenly felt 
on a certain 12th of May, upwards 
of thirty years since, by a lady 
who stood looking out of one of 
the windows of the best hotel in 
the ancient city of Boston. She had 
stood there for half an hour— 
stood there, that is, at intervals; 
for from time to time she turned 
back into the room and measured 
its length with a restless step. In 
the chimney-place was a red-hot 
fire which emitted a small blue 
flame; and in front of the fire, at 
a table, sat a young man who was 
busily plying a pencil. He had a 
number of sheets of paper cut into 
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small equal squares, and he was 
apparently covering them with 
pictorial designs — strange-looking 
figures. He worked rapidly and at- 
tentively, sometimes threw back 
his head and held out his drawing 
at arm’s-length, and kept up a 
soft, gay-sounding humming and 
whistling. The lady brushed past 
him in her walk; her much- 
trimmed skirts were voluminous. 
She never dropped her eyes upon 
his work; she only turned them, 
occasionally, as she passed, to a 
mirror suspended above the toilet- 
table on the other side of the 
room. Here she paused a moment, 
gave a pinch to her waist with her 
two hands, or raised these mem- 
bers — they were very plump and 
pretty — to the multifold braids of 
her hair, with a movement half 
caressing, half corrective. An at- 
tentive observer might have fan- 
cied that during these periods of 
desultory self-inspection her face 
forgot its melancholy; but as soon 
as she neared the window again 
it began to proclaim that she was 
a very ill-pleased woman. And in- 
deed, in what met her eyes there 
was little to be pleased with. The 
window-panes were battered by 
the sleet; the headstones in the 
grave-yard beneath seemed to be 
holding themselves askance to keep 
it out of their faces. A tall iron 
railing protected them from the 
street, and on the other side of the 
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railing an assemblage of Bostoni- 
ans were trampling about in the 
liquid snow. Many of them were 
looking up and down; they ap- 
peared to be waiting for some- 
thing. From time to time a strange 
vehicle drew near to the place 
where they stood,—such a vehi- 
cle as the lady at the window, in 
spite of a considerable acquaint- 
ance with human inventions, had 
never seen before: a huge, low 
omnibus, painted in brilliant col- 
ors, and decorated apparently with 
jangling bells, attached to a spe- 
cies of groove in the pavement, 
through which it was dragged, 
with a great deal of rumbling, 
bouncing and scratching, by a 
couple of remarkably small horses. 
When it reached a certain point 
the people in front of the grave- 
yard, of whom much the greater 
number were women, carrying 
satchel and parcels, projected 
themselves upon it in a compact 
body — a movement suggesting the 
scramble for places in a life-boat 
at sea—and were engulfed in its 
large interior. Then the life-boat 
— or the life-car, as the lady at the 
window of the hotel vaguely des- 
ignated it—went bumping and 
jingling away upon its invisible 
wheels, with the helmsman (the 
man at the wheel) guiding its 
course incongruously from _ the 
prow. This phenomenon was re- 
peated every three minutes, and 
the supply of eagerly-moving 
women in cloaks, bearing reticules 
and bundles, renewed itself in the 
most liberal manner. On the other 
side of the grave-yard was a row 
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of small red brick houses, show- 
ing a series of homely, domestic- 
looking backs; at the end opposite 
the hotel a tall wooden church- 
spire, painted white, rose high into 
the vagueness of the snow-flakes. 
The lady at the window looked at 
it for some time; for reasons of 
her own she thought it the ugliest 
thing she had ever seen. She hated 
it, she despised it; it threw her 
into a state of irritation that was 
quite out of proportion to any sen- 
sible motives. She had _ never 
known herself to care so much 
about church-spires. 

She was not pretty; but even 
when it expressed perplexed irri- 
tation her face was most interest- 
ing and agreeable. Neither was 
she in her first youth; yet, though 
slender, with a great deal of ex- 
tremely well-fashioned roundness 
of contour—a suggestion both of 
maturity and flexibility —she car- 
ried her three and thirty years as 
a light-wristed Hebe might have 
carried a brimming wine-cup. Her 
complexion was fatigued, as the 
French say; her mouth was large, 
her lips too full, her teeth uneven, 
her chin rather commonly mod- 
eled; she had a thick nose, and 
when she smiled —she was con- 
stantly smiling—the lines beside 
it rose too high, toward her eyes. 
But these eyes were charming: 
gray in color, brilliant, quickly 
glancing, gently resting, full of in- 
telligence. Her forehead was very 
low —it was her only handsome 
feature; and she had a great abun- 
dance of crisp dark hair, finely 
frizzled, which was always braided 
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in a manner that suggested some 
Southern or Eastern, some re- 
motely foreign, woman. She had a 
large collection of ear-rings, and 
wore them in alternation; and they 
seemed to give a point to her 
Oriental or exotic aspect. A com- 
pliment had once been paid her, 
which, being repeated to her, gave 
her greater pleasure than anything 
she had ever heard. “A pretty 
woman?” some one had said. 
“Why, her features are very bad.” 
“I don’t know about her features,” 
a very discerning observer had an- 
swered; “but she carries her head 
like a pretty woman.” You may 
imagine whether, after this, she 
carried her head less becomingly. 

She turned away from the win- 
dow at last, pressing her hand to 
her eyes. “It’s too horrible!” she 
exclaimed. “I shall go back—I 
shall go back!” And she flung her- 
self into a chair before the fire. 

“Wait a little, dear child,” said 
the young man softly, sketching 
away at his little scraps of paper. 

The lady put out her foot; it 
was very small, and there was an 
immense rosette on her slipper. 
She fixed her eyes for a while on 
this ornament, and then she looked 
at the glowing bed of anthracite 
coal in the grate. “Did you ever 
see anything so hideous as that 
fire?” she demanded. “Did you 
ever see anything so—so affreux 
as—as everything?” She spoke 
English with perfect purity; but 
she brought out this French epi- 
thet in a manner that indicated 
that she was accustomed to using 
French epithets. 
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“I think the fire is very pretty,” 
said the young man, glancing at it 
a moment. “Those little blue 
tongues, dancing on top of the 
crimson embers, are extremely pic- 
turesque. They are like a fire in 
an alchemist’s laboratory.” 

“You are too good-natured, my 
dear,” his companion declared. 

The young man held out one of 
his drawings, with his head on one 
side. His tongue was gently mov- 
ing along his under-lip. “Good- 
natured — yes. Too good-natured 
—no.” 

“You are irritating,” said the 
lady, looking at her slipper. 

He began to retouch his sketch. 
“I think you mean simply that you 
are irritated.” 

“Ah, for that, yes!” said his com- 
panion, with a little bitter laugh. 
“It’s the darkest day of my 
life —and you know what that 
means,” 

“Wait till to-morrow,” rejoined 
the young man. 

“Yes, we have made a great mis- 
take. If there is any doubt about 
it to-day, there certainly will be 
none to-morrow. Ce sera clair, au 
moins!” 

The young man was silent a few 
moments, driving his pencil. Then 
at last, “There are no such things 
as mistakes,” he affirmed. 

“Very true —for those who are 
not clever enough to perceive 
them. Not to recognize one’s mis- 
takes—that would be happiness 
in life,” the lady went on, still 
looking at her pretty foot. 

“My dearest sister,” said the 
young man, always intent upon 
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his drawing, “it’s the first time you 
have told me I am not clever.” 

“Well, by your own theory I 
can’t call it a mistake,” answered 
his sister, pertinently enough. 

The young man gave a clear, 
fresh laugh. “You, at least, are 
clever enough, dearest sister,” he 
said. 

“TJ was not so when I proposed 
this.” 

“Was it you who proposed it?” 
asked her brother. 

She turned her head and gave 
him a little stare. “Do you desire 
the credit of it?” 

“If you like, I will take the 
blame,” he said, looking up with 
a smile. 

“Yes,” she rejoined in a mo- 
ment, “you make no difference in 
these things. You have no sense 
of property.” 

The young man gave his joyous 
laugh again. “If that means I have 
no property; you are right!” 

“Don’t joke about your poy- 
erty,” said his sister. “That is quite 
as vulgar as to boast about it.” 

“My poverty! I have just fin- 
ished a drawing that will bring me 
fifty francs!” 

“Voyons,” said the lady, putting 
out her hand. 

He added a touch or two, and 
then gave her his sketch. She 
looked at it, but she went on with 
her idea of a moment before. “If 
a woman were to ask you to marry 
her you would say, ‘Certainly, my 
dear, with pleasure!’ And you 
would marry her and be ridicu- 
lously happy. Then at the end of 
three months you would say to 
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her, ‘You know that blissful day 
when I begged you to be minel’” 

The young man had risen from 
the table, stretching his arms a 
little; he walked to the window. 
“That is a description of a charm- 
ing nature,” he said. 

“Oh, yes, you have a charming 
nature; I regard that as our cap- 
ital. If I had not been convinced 
of that I should never have taken 
the risk of bringing you to this 
dreadful country.” 

“This comical country, this de- 
lightful country!” exclaimed the 
young man, and he broke into the 
most animated laughter. 

“Is it those women scrambling 
into the omnibus?” asked his com- 
panion. “What do you suppose is 
the attraction?” 

“I suppose there is a very good- 
looking man inside,” said the 
young man. 

“In each of them? They come 
along in hundreds, and the men 
in this country don’t seem at all 
handsome. As for the women—I 
have never seen so many at once 
since I left the convent.” 

“The women are very pretty,” 
her brother declared, “and the 
whole affair is very amusing. I 
must make a sketch of it.” And he 
came back to the table quickly, 
and picked up his utensils—a 
small sketching-board, a sheet of 
paper, and three or four crayons. 
He took his place at the window 
with these things, and stood there 
glancing out, plying his pencil 
with an air of easy skill. While he 
worked he wore a brilliant smile. 
Brilliant is indeed the word at this 
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moment for his strongly-lighted 
face. He was eight and twenty 
years old; he had a short, slight, 
well-made figure. Though he bore 
a noticeable resemblance to his 
sister, he was a better favored 
person: fair-haired, clear-faced, 
witty-looking, with a delicate fin- 
ish of feature and an expression 
at once urbane and not at all seri- 
ous, a warm blue eye, and eye- 
brow finely drawn and excessively 
arched—an eyebrow which, if 
ladies wrote sonnets to those of 
their lovers, might have been 
made the subject of such a piece 
of verse—and a light moustache 
that flourished upwards as if blown 
that way by the breath of a con- 
stant smile. There was something 
in his physiognomy at once benev- 
olent and picturesque. But, as I 
have hinted, it was not at all seri- 
ous. The young man’s face was, in 
this respect, singular; it was not 
at all serious, and yet it inspired 
the liveliest confidence. 

“Be sure you put in plenty of 
snow,* said his sister. “Bonté di- 
vine, what a climate!” 

“I shall leave the sketch all 
white, and I shall put in the little 
figures in black,” the young man 
answered, laughing. “And I shall 
call it — what is that line in Keats? 
— Mid-May’s Eldest Child!” 


“I don’t remember,” said the 


lady, “that mamma ever told me it 
was like this.” 

“Mamma never told you any- 
thing disagreeable. And it’s not 
like this — every day. You will see 
that to-morrow we shall have a 
splendid day.” 
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“Qu’en savez-vous? To-morrow I 
shall go away.” 

“Where shall you go?” 

“Anywhere away from here. 
Back to Silberstadt. I shall write 
to the Reigning Prince.” 

The young man turned a little 
and looked at her, with his crayon 
poised. “My dear Eugenia,” he 
murmured, “were you so happy at 
seaP” 

Eugenia got up; she still held 
in her hand the drawing her 
brother had given her. It was a 
bold, expressive sketch of a group 
of miserable people on the deck 
of a steamer, clinging together and 
clutching at each other, while the 
vessel lurched downward, at a ter- 
rific angle, into the hollow of a 
wave. It was extremely clever, and 
full of a sort of tragi-comical 
power. Eugenia dropped her eyes 
upon it and made a sad grimace. 
“How can you draw such odious 
scenes?” she asked. “I should like 
to throw it into the fire!” And she 
tossed the paper away. Her brother 
watched, quietly, to see where it 
went. It fluttered down to the 
floor, where he let it lie. She came 
toward the window, pinching in 
her waist. “Why don’t you re- 
proach me — abuse me?” she asked. 
“I think I should feel better then. 
Why don’t you tell me that you 
hate me for bringing you here?” 

“Because you would not believe 
it. I adore you, dear sister! I am 
delighted to be here, and I am 
charmed with the prospect.” 

“I don’t know what had taken 
possession of me. I had lost my 
head,” Eugenia went on. 
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The young man, on his side, 
went on plying his pencil. “It is 
evidently a most curious and inter- 
esting country. Here we are, and 
I mean to enjoy it.” 

His companion turned away 
with an impatient step, but pres- 
ently came back. “High spirits 
are doubtless an excellent thing,” 
she said; “but you give one too 
much of them, and I can’t see 
that they have done you any 
good.” 

The young man stared, with 
lifted eyebrows, smiling; he tapped 
his handsome nose with his pencil. 
“They have made me happy!” 

“That was the least they could 
do; they have made you nothing 
else. You have gone through life 
thanking fortune for such very 
small favors that she has never 
put herself to any trouble for 
you.” 

“She must have put herself to 
a little, I think, to present me with 
so admirable a sister.” 

“Be serious, Felix. You forget 
that I am your elder.” 

“With a sister, then, so elderly!” 
rejoined Felix, laughing. “I hoped 
we had left seriousness in Europe.” 

“J fancy you will find it here. 
Remember that you are nearly 
thirty years old, and that you are 
nothing but an obscure Bohemian 
—a penniless correspondent of an 
illustrated newspaper.” 

“Obscure as much as you please, 
but not so much of a Bohemian 
as you think. And not at all penni- 
less! I have a hundred pounds in 
my pocket. I have an engagement 
to make fifty sketches, and I mean 


to paint the portraits of all our 
cousins, and of all their cousins, 
at a hundred dollars a head.” 

“You are not ambitious,” said 
Eugenia. 

“You are, dear Baroness,” the 
young man replied. 

The Baroness was silent a mo- 
ment, looking out at the sleet- 
darkened grave-yard and_ the 
bumping horse-cars. “Yes, I am 
ambitious,” she said at last. “And 
my ambition has brought me to 
this dreadful place!” She glanced 
about her—the room had a cer- 
tain vulgar nudity; the bed and 
the window were curtainless — 
and she gave a little passionate 
sigh. “Poor old ambition!” she ex- 
claimed. Then she flung herself 
down upon a sofa which stood 
near against the wall, and cov- 
ered her face with her hands. 

Her brother went on with his 
drawing, rapidly and _ skillfully; 
after some moments he sat down 
beside her and showed her his 
sketch. “Now, don’t you think 
that’s pretty good for an obscure 
Bohemian?” he asked. “I have 
knocked off another fifty francs.” 

Eugenia glanced at the little 
picture as he laid it on her lap. 
“Yes, it is very clever,” she said. 
And in a moment she added, “Do 


you suppose our cousins do that?” 
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“Do what?” 

“Get into those things, and look 
like that.” 

Felix meditated awhile. “I really 
can’t say. It will be interesting to 
discover.” 

“Oh, the rich people can’t!” said 
the Baroness. 
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“Are you very sure they are 
rich?” asked Felix, lightly. 

His sister slowly turned in her 
place, looking at him. “Heavenly 
powers!” she murmured. “You have 
a way of bringing out things!” 

“It will certainly be much pleas- 
anter if they are rich,” Felix de- 
clared. 

“Do you suppose if I had not 
known they were rich I would 
ever have come?” 

The young man met his sister’s 
somewhat peremptory eye with his 
bright, contented glance. “Yes, it 
certainly will be pleasanter,” he 
repeated. 

“That is all I expect of them,” 
said the Baroness. “I don’t count 
upon their being clever or friendly 
—at first—or elegant or interest- 
ing. But I assure you I insist upon 
their being rich.” 

Felix leaned his head upon: the 
back of the sofa and looked awhile 
at the oblong patch of sky to which 
the window served as frame. The 
snow was ceasing; it seemed to 
him that the sky had begun to 
brighten. “I count upon their be- 
ing rich,” he said at last, “and 
powerful, and clever, and friendly, 
and elegant, and interesting, and 
generally delightful! Tu vas voir.” 
And he bent forward and kissed 
his sister. “Look there!” he went 
on. “As a portent, even while I 
speak, the sky is turning the color 
of gold; the day is going to be 
splendid.” 

And indeed, within five minutes 
the weather had changed. The sun 
broke out through the snow-clouds 
and jumped into the Baroness’s 
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room. “Bonté divine,” exclaimed 
this lady, “what a climate!” 

“We will go out and see the 
world,” said Felix. ; 

And after a while they went 
out. The air had grown warm as 
well as brilliant; the sunshine had 
dried the pavements. They walked 
about the streets at hazard, look- 
ing at the people and the houses, 
the shops and the vehicles, the 
blazing blue sky and the muddy 
crossings, the hurrying men and 
the slow-strolling maidens, the 
fresh red bricks and the bright 
green trees, the extraordinary mix- 
ture of smartness and shabbiness. 
From one hour to another the day 
had grown vernal; even in the 
bustling streets there was an odor 
of earth and blossom. Felix was 
immensely entertained. He had 
called it a comical country, and 
he went about laughing at eyery- 
thing he saw. You would have said 
that American civilization ex- 
pressed itself to his sense in a. tis- 
sue of capital jokes. The jokes 
were certainly excellent, and the 
young man’s merriment was joyous 
and genial. He possessed what is 
called the pictorial sense; and this 
first glimpse of democratic man- 
ners stirred the same sort of at- 
tention that he would have given 
to the movements of a lively young 
person with a bright complexion. 
Such attention would have been 
demonstrative and complimentary; 
and in the present case Felix 
might have passed for an undis- 
pirited young exile revisiting the 
haunts of his childhood. He kept 
looking at the violent blue of the 
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sky, at the scintillating air, at the 
scattered and multiplied patches 
of color. 

“Comme c’est bariolé, eh?” he 
said to his sister in that foreign 
tongue which they both appeared 
to feel a mysterious prompting oc- 
casionally to use. 

“Yes, it is bariolé indeed,” the 
Baroness answered. “I don’t like 
the coloring; it hurts my eyes.” 

“It shows how extremes meet,” 
the young man rejoined. “Instead 
of coming to the West we seem 
to have gone to the East. The way 
the sky touches the house-tops is 
just like Cairo; and the red and 
blue sign-boards patched over the 
face of everything remind one of 
Mahometan decorations.” 

“The young women are not 
Mahometan,” said his companion. 
“They can’t be said to hide their 
faces. I never saw anything so 
bold.” 

“Thank Heaven they don’t hide 
their faces!” cried Felix. “Their 
faces are uncommonly pretty.” 

“Yes, their faces are often very 
pretty,” said the Baroness, who 
was a very clever woman. She was 
too clever a woman not to be ca- 
pable of a great deal of just and 
fine observation. She clung more 
closely than usual to her brother’s 
arm; she was not exhilarated, as 
he was; she said very little, but 
she noted a great many things and 
made her reflections. She was a 
little excited; she felt that she had 
indeed come to a strange country, 
to make her fortune. Superficially, 
she was conscious of a good deal 
of irritation and displeasure; the 
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Baroness was a very delicate and 
fastidious person. Of old, more 
than once, she had gone, for en- 
tertainment’s sake and in brilliant 
company, to a fair in a provincial 
town. It seemed to her now that 
she was at an enormous fair — 
that the entertainment and the 
désagréments were very much the 
same. She found herself alternately 
smiling and shrinking; the show 
was very curious, but it was prob- 
able, from moment to moment, 
that one would be jostled. The 
Baroness had never seen so many 
people walking about before; she 
had never been so mixed up with 
people she did not know. But lit- 
tle by little she felt that this fair 
was a more serious undertaking. 
She went with her brother into a 
large public garden, which seemed 
very pretty, but where she was 
surprised at seeing no carriages. 
The afternoon was drawing to a 
close; the coarse, vivid grass and 
the slender tree-boles were gilded 
by the level sunbeams — gilded as 
with gold that was fresh from the 
mine. It was the hour at which. 
ladies should come out for an air- 
ing and roll past a hedge of pedes- 
trians, holding their parasols 
askance. Here, however, Eugenia 
observed no indications of this 
custom, the absence of which was 
more anomalous as there was a 
charming avenue of remarkably 
graceful, arching elms in the most 
convenient contiguity to a large, 
cheerful street, in which,  evi- 
dently, among the more prosper- 
ous members of the bourgeoisie, a 
great deal of pedestrianism went 
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forward. Our friends passed out into 
this well lighted promenade, and 
Felix noticed a great many more 
pretty girls and called his sister’s 
attention to them. This latter 
measure, however, was superflu- 
ous; for the Baroness had _ in- 
spected, narrowly, these charming 
young ladies. 

“I feel an intimate conviction 
that our cousins are like that,” 
said Felix. 

The Baroness hoped so, but this 
is not what she said. “They are 
very pretty,” she said, “but they 
are mere little girls. Where are the 
women — the women of thirty?” 

“Of thirty-three, do you mean?” 
her brother was going to ask; for 
he understood often both what she 
said and what she did not say. But 
he only exclaimed upon the beauty 
of the sunset, while the Baroness, 
who had come to seek her for- 
tune, reflected that it would cer- 
tainly be well for her if the per- 
sons against whom she might need 
to measure herself should all be 
mere little girls. The sunset was 
superb; they stopped to look at it; 
Felix declared that he had never 
seen such a gorgeous mixture of 
colors. The Baroness also thought 
it splendid; and she was perhaps 
the more easily pleased from the 
fact that while she stood there she 
was conscious of much admiring 
observation on the part of various 
nice-looking people who passed 
that way, and to whom a distin- 
guished, strikingly-dressed woman 
with a foreign air, exclaiming upon 
the beauties of nature on a Boston 
street corner in the French tongue, 
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could not be an object of indiffer- 
ence. Eugenia’s spirits rose. She 
surrendered herself to a certain 
tranquil gayety. If she had come 
to seek her fortune, it seemed to 
her that her fortune would be 
easy to find. There was a promise 
of it in the gorgeous ‘purity of the 
western sky; there was an intima- 
tion in the mild, unimpertinent 
gaze of the passers of a certain 
natural facility in things. 

“You will not go back to Silber- 
stadt, eh?” asked Felix. 

“Not to-morrow,” said the Bar- 
oness. 

“Nor write to the Reigning 
Prince?” ' . 

“T shall write to him that they 
evidently know nothing about him 
over here.” 

“He will not believe you,” said 
the young man. “I advise you to 
let him alone.” 

Felix himself continued to be in 
high good humor. Brought up 
among ancient customs and in pic- 
turesque cities, he yet found 
plenty of local color in the little 


Puritan metropolis. That evening, 


after dinner, he told his sister that 
he should go forth early on the 
morrow to look up their cousins. 

“You are very impatient,” said 
Eugenia. 

“What can be more natural,” he 
asked, “after seeing all those pretty 
girls today? If one’s cousins are of 
that pattern, the sooner one knows 
them the better.” 

“Perhaps they are not,” said 
Eugenia. “We ought to have 
brought some letters—to some 
other people.” 
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“The other people would not be 
our kinsfolk.” 

“Possibly they would be none 
the worse for that,” the Baroness 
replied. 

Her brother looked at her with 
his eyebrows lifted. “That was 
not what you said when you first 
proposed to me that we should 
come out here and fraternize with 
our relatives. You said that it was 
the prompting of natural affection; 
and when I suggested some rea- 
sons against it you declared that 
the voix du sang should go before 
everything.” 

“You remember all that?” asked 
the Baroness. 

“Vividly! I was greatly moved 
by’ it.” 

She was walking up and down 
the room, as she had done in the 
morning; she stopped in her walk 
and looked at her brother. She ap- 
parently was going to say some- 
thing, but she checked herself and 
resumed her walk. Then, in a few 
moments, she said something dif- 
ferent, which had the effect of an 
explanation of the suppression of 
her earlier thought. “You will 
never be anything but a child, dear 
brother.” 

“One would suppose that you, 
madam,” answered Felix, laugh- 
ing, “were a thousand years old.” 

“I am—sometimes,” said the 
Baroness. 

“IT will go, then, and announce 
to our cousins the arrival of a 
personage so extraordinary. They 
will immediately come and pay 
you their respects.” 

Eugenia paced the length of the 
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room again, and then she stopped 
before her brother, laying her hand 
upon his arm. “They are not to 
come and see me,” she said. “You 
are not to allow that. That is not 
the way I shall meet them first.” 
And in answer to his interrogative 
glance she went on. “You will go 
and examine, and report. You will 
come back and tell me who they 
are and what they are; their num- 
ber, gender, their respective ages 
—all about them. Be sure you ob- 
serve everything; be ready to de- 
scribe to me the locality, the ac- 
cessories — how shall I say itP— 
the mise en scéne. Then, at my 
own time, at my own hour, under 
circumstances of my own choosing, 
I will go to them. I will present 
myself—I will appear before 
them!” said the Baroness, this 
time phrasing her idea with a cer- 
tain frankness. 

“And what message am I to 
take to them?” asked Felix, who 
had a lively faith in the justness 
of his sister’s arrangements. 

She looked at him a moment — 
at his expression of agreeable ve- 
racity; and, with that justness that 
he admired, she replied, “Say what 
you please. Tell my story in the 
way that seems to you most— 
natural.” And she bent her fore- 
head for him to kiss. 
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THE NEXT day was splendid, as 
Felix had prophesied; if the winter 
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had suddenly leaped into spring, 
the spring had for the moment as 
quickly leaped into summer. This 
was an observation made by’ a 
young girl who came out of a 
large square house in the country, 
and strolled about in the spacious 
garden which separated it from a 
-muddy road. The flowering shrubs 
and the neatly-disposed plants 
were basking in the abundant 
light and warmth; the transparent 
shade of the great elms— they 
were magnificent trees — seemed 
to thicken by the hour; and the 
intensely habitual stillness offered 
a submissive medium to the sound 
of a distant church-bell. The 
young girl listened to the church- 
bell; but she was not dressed for 
church. She was bare-headed; she 
wore a white muslin waist, with 
an embroidered border, and the 
skirt of her dress was of colored 
muslin. She was a young lady of 
some two or three and twenty 
years of age, and though a young 
person of her sex walking bare- 
headed in a garden, of a Sunday 
morning in spring-time, can, in the 
nature of things, never be a dis- 
pleasing object, you would not 
have pronounced this innocent 
Sabbath-breaker especially pretty. 
She was tall and pale, thin and a 
little awkward; her hair was fair 
and perfectly straight; her eyes 
were dark, and they had the sin- 
gularity of seeming at once dull 
and restless — differing herein, as 
you see, fatally from the ideal 
“fine eyes,” which we always im- 
agine to be both brilliant and tran- 
quil. The doors and windows of 
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the large square house were all 
wide open, to admit the purifying 
sunshine, which lay in generous 
patches upon the floor of a wide, 
high, covered piazza adjusted to 
two sides of the mansion — a piazza 
on which several straw-bottomed 
rocking-chairs and half a dozen of 
those small cylindrical stools in 
green and blue porcelain, which 
suggest an affiliation between the 
residents and the Eastern trade, 
were symmetrically disposed. It 
was an ancient house — ancient in 
the sense of being eighty years 
old; it was built of wood, painted 
a clean, clear, faded gray, and 
adorned along the front, at inter- 
vals, with flat wooden pilasters, 
painted white. These pilasters ap- 
peared to support a kind of classic 
pediment, which was decorated in 
the middle by a large triple win- 
dow in a boldly carved frame, and 
in each of its smaller angles by a 
glazed circular aperture. A large 
white door, furnished with a high- 
ly-polished brass knocker, pre- 
sented itself to the rural-looking 
road, with which it was connected 
by a spacious pathway, paved with 
worn and cracked, but very clean, 
bricks. Behind it there were mead- 
ows and orchards, a barn and a 
pond; and facing it, a short dis- 
tance along the road, on the op- 
posite side, stood a smaller house, 
painted white, with. external shut- 
ters painted green, a little garden 
on one hand and an orchard on 
the other. All this was shining in 
the morning air, through which the 
simple details of the picture ad- 
dressed themselves to the eye as 
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distinctly as the items of a “sum” 
in addition. 

A second young lady presently 
came out of the house, across the 
piazza, descended into the garden 
and approached the young girl 
of whom I have spoken. This sec- 
ond young lady was also thin and 
pale; but she was older than the 
other; she was shorter; she had 
dark, smooth hair. Her eyes, un- 
like the other’s, were quick and 
bright; but they were not at all 
restless. She wore a straw bonnet 
with white ribbons, and a long, 
red, India scarf, which, on the 
front of her dress, reached to her 
feet. In her hand she carried a 
little key. 

“Gertrude,” she said, “are you 
very sure you had better not go 
to church?” 

Gertrude looked at her a mo- 
ment, plucked a small sprig from 
a lilac-bush, smelled it and threw 
it away. “I am not: very sure of 
anything!” she answered. 

The other young lady looked 
straight past her, at the distant 
pond, which lay shining between 
the long banks of fir-trees. Then 
she said in a very soft voice, “This 
is the key of the dining-room 
closet. I think you had better have 
it, if any one should want any- 
thing.” 

“Who is there to want any- 
thing?” Gertrude demanded. “I 
shall be all alone in the house.” 

“Some one may come,” said her 
companion. 

“Do you mean Mr. Brand?” 

“Yes, Gertrude. He may like a 
piece of cake.” 
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“I don’t like men that are al- 
ways eating cake!” Gertrude de- 
clared, giving a pull at the lilac- 
bush. 

Her companion glanced at her, 
and then looked down on the 
ground. “I think father expected 
you would come to church,” she 
said. “What shall I say to him?” 

“Say I have a bad headache.” 

“Would that be true?” asked the 
elder lady, looking straight at the 
pond again. 

“No, Charlotte,” said the younger 
one simply. 

Charlotte transferred her quiet 
eyes to her companion’s face. “I 
am afraid you are feeling rest- 
less.” 

“I am feeling as I always feel,” 
Gertrude replied, in the same tone. 

Charlotte turned away; but she 
stood there a moment. Presently 
she looked down at the front of 
her dress. “Doesn’t it seem to you, 
somehow, as if my scarf were too 
long?” she asked. 

Gertrude walked half round 
her, looking at the scarf. “I don’t 
think you wear it right,” she 
said. 

“How should I wear it, dear?” 

“I don’t know; differently from 
that. You should draw it differently 
over your shoulders, round your 
elbows; you should look differ- 
ently behind.” 

“How should I look?” Charlotte 
inquired. 

“T don’t think I can tell you,” 
said Gertrude, plucking out the 
scarf a little behind. “I could do it 
myself, but I don’t think I can ex- 
plain it.” 
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Charlotte, by a movement of 
her elbows, corrected the laxity 
that had come from her compan- 
ion’s touch. “Well, some day you 
must do it for me. It doesn’t mat- 
ter now. Indeed, I don’t think it 
matters,” she added, “how one 
looks behind.” 

“T should say it mattered more,” 
said Gertrude. “Then you don’t 
know who may be observing you. 
You are not on your guard. You 
can’t try to look pretty.” 

Charlotte received this declara- 
tion with extreme gravity. “I don’t 
think one should ever try to look 
pretty,” she rejoined, earnestly. 

Her companion was silent. Then 
she said, “Well, perhaps it’s not 
of much use.” 

Charlotte looked at her a little, 
and then kissed her. “I hope you 
will be better when we come 
back.” 

“My dear sister, 
well!” said Gertrude. 

Charlotte went down the large 
brick walk to the garden gate; her 
companion strolled slowly toward 
the house. At the gate Charlotte 
met a young man, who was com- 
ing in—a tall, fair young man, 
wearing a high hat and a pair of 
thread gloves. He was handsome, 
but rather too stout. He had a 
pleasant smile. “Oh, Mr. Brand!” 
exclaimed the young lady. 

“I came to see whether your 
sister was not going to church,” 
said the young man. 

“She says she is not going; he 
I am very glad you have come. I 
think if you were to talk to her a 
little” . . . . And Charlotte lowered 


I am very 
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her voice. “It seems as if she were 
restless.” 

Mr. Brand smiled down on the 
young lady from his great height. 
I shall be very glad to talk to 
her. For that I should be willing 
to absent myself from almost any 
occasion of worship, however at- 
tractive.” 

“Well, I suppose you know,” 
said Charlotte, softly, as if posi- 
tive acceptance of this proposition 
might be dangerous. “But I am 
afraid I shall be late.” 

“IT hope you will have a pleasant 


sermon,” said the young man. 
“Oh, Mr. Gilman is always 
pleasant,” Charlotte answered. 


And she went on her way. 

Mr. Brand went into the garden, 
where Gertrude, hearing the gate 
close behind him, turned and 
looked at him. For a moment she 
watched him coming; then she 
turned away. But almost imme- 
diately she corrected this move- 
ment, and stood still, facing him. 
He took off his hat and wiped his 
forehead as he approached. Then 
he put on his hat again and held 
out his hand. His hat being re- 
moved, you would have perceived 
that his forehead was very large 
and smooth, and his hair abundant 
but rather colorless. His nose was 
too large, and his mouth and eyes 
were too small; but for all this he 
was, as I have said, a young man 
of striking appearance. The ex- 
pression of his little clean-colored 
blue eyes was irresistibly gentle 
and serious; he looked, as the 
phrase is, as good as gold. The 
young girl, standing in the gar- 
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den path, glanced, as he came up, 
at his thread gloves. 

“I hoped you were going to 
church,” he said. “I wanted to 
walk with you.” 

“I am very much obliged to 
you,” Gertrude answered. “I am 
not going to church.” 

She had shaken hands with him; 
he held her hand a moment. “Have 
you any special reason for not go- 


ing?” 
“Yes, Mr. Brand,” said the 
young girl. 


“May I ask what it is?” 
She looked at him smiling; and 


in her smile, as I have intimated, 


there was a certain dullness. But 
mingled with this dullness was 
something sweet and suggestive. 
“Because the sky is so blue!” she 
said. 

He looked at the sky, which was 
magnificent, and then said, smil- 
ing too, “I have heard of young 
ladies staying at home for bad 
weather, but never for good. Your 
sister, whom I met at the gate, 
tells me you are depressed,” he 
added. 

“Depressed? I am never de- 
pressed.” 

“Oh, surely, sometimes,” replied 
Mr. Brand, as if he thought this a 
regrettable account of one’s self. 

“I am never depressed,” Ger- 
trude repeated. “But I am some- 
times wicked. When I am wicked 
I am in high spirits. I was wicked 
just now to my sister.” 

“What did you do to her?” 

“I said things that puzzled her 
—on purpose.” 


“Why did you do that, Miss 
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Gertrude?” asked the young man. 

She began to smile again. “Be- 
cause the sky is so blue!” 

“You say things that puzzle me,” 
Mr. Brand declared. 

“I always know when I do it,” 
proceeded Gertrude. “But people 
puzzle me more, I think. And they 
don’t seem to know!” 

“This is very interesting,” Mr. 
Brand observed, smiling. 

“You told me to tell you about 
my — my struggles,” the young girl 
went on. 

“Let us talk about them. I have 
so many things to say.” 

Gertrude turned away a mo- 
ment; and then, turning back, 
“You had better go to church,” she 
said. 

“You know,” the young man 
urged, “that I have always one 
thing to say.” 

Gertrude looked at him a mo- 
ment. “Please don’t say it now!” 

“We are all alone,” he contin- 
ued, taking off his hat; “all alone 
in this beautiful Sunday - still- 
ness.” 

Gertrude looked around her, at 
the breaking buds, the shining dis- 
tance, the blue sky to which she 
had referred as a pretext for her 
irregularities. “That’s the reason,” 
she said, “why I don’t want you to 
speak. Do me a favor; go to 
church.” 

“May I speak when I come 
back?” asked Mr. Brand. 

“If you are still disposed,” she 
answered. 

“I don’t know whether you are 
wicked,” he said, “but you are 
certainly puzzling.” 
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She had turned away; she raised 
her hands to her ears. He looked 
at her a moment, and then he 
slowly walked to church. ~ 

She wandered for a while about 
the garden, vaguely and without 
purpose. The church-bell had 
stopped ringing; the stillness was 
complete. This young lady relished 
highly, on occasions, the sense of 
being alone —the absence of the 
whole family and the emptiness of 
the house. To-day, apparently, the 
servants had also gone to church; 
there was never a figure at the 
open windows; behind the house 
there was no stout negress in a red 
turban, lowering the bucket into 
the great shingle-hooded well. And 
the front door of the big, un- 
-guarded home stood open, with 
the trustfulness of the golden age; 
or what is more to the purpose, 
with that of New England’s silvery 
prime. Gertrude slowly passed 
through it, and went from one of 
the empty rooms to the other — 
large, clear-colored rooms, with 
white wainscots, ornamented with 
thin-legged mahogany furniture, 
and, on the walls, with old-fash- 
ioned engravings, chiefly of scrip- 
tural subjects, hung very high. This 
agreeable sense of solitude, of hay- 
ing the house to herself, of which 
I have spoken, always excited Ger- 
trude’s imagination; she could not 
have told you why, and neither 
can her humble historian. It al- 
ways seemed to her that she must 
do something particular — that she 
must honor the occasion; and 
while she roamed about, wonder- 
ing what she could do, the occa- 
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sion usually came to an end. To- 
day she wondered more than ever. 
At last she took down a _ book; 
there was no library in the house, 
but there were books in all the 
rooms. None of them were forbid- 
den books, and Gertrude had not 
stopped at home for the sake of 
a chance to climb to the inacces- 
sible shelves. She possessed her- 
self of a very obvious volume — 
one of the series of the Arabian 
Nights— and she brought it out 
into the portico and sat down with 
it in her lap. There, for a quarter 
of an hour, she read the history of 
the loves of the Prince Camaral- 
zaman and the Princess Badoura. 
At last, looking up, she beheld, 
as it seemed to her, the Prince 
Camaralzaman standing before her. 
A beautiful young man was mak- 
ing her a very low bow—a mag- 
nificent bow, such as she had 
never seen before. He appeared 
to have dropped from the clouds; 
he was wonderfully handsome; he 
smiled — smiled as if he were smil- 
ing on purpose. Extreme surprise, 
for a moment, kept Gertrude sit- 
ting still; then she rose, without 
even keeping her finger in her 
book. The young man, with his 
hat in his hand, still looked at her, 
smiling and smiling. It was very 
strange. 

“Will you kindly tell me,” said 
the mysterious visitor, at last, 
“whether I have the honor of 
speaking to Miss Wentworth?” 

“My name is Gertrude Went- 
worth,” murmured the young 
woman. 

“Then — then — I have the honor 
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—the pleasure—of being your 
cousin.” 

The young man had so much the 
character of an apparition that 
this announcement seemed to com- 
plete his unreality. “What cousin? 
Who are you?” said Gertrude. 

He stepped back a few paces 
and looked up at the house; then 
glanced round him at the garden 
and the distant view. After this he 
burst out laughing. “I see it must 
seem to you very strange,” he said. 
There was, after all, something 
substantial in his laughter. Ger- 
trude looked at him from head to 
foot. Yes, he was remarkably hand- 
some; but his smile was almost a 
grimace. “It is very still,” he went 
on, coming nearer again. And as 
she only looked at him, for reply, 
he added, “Are you all alone?” 

“Every one has gone to church,” 
said Gertrude. 

“T was afraid of that!” the young 
man exclaimed. “But I hope you 
are not afraid of me.” 

“You ought to tell me who you 
are,’ Gertrude answered. 

“I am afraid of you!” said the 
young man. “I had a different 
plan. I expected the servant would 
take in my card, and that you 
would put your heads together, 
before admitting me, and make 
out my identity.” 

Gertrude had been wondering 
with a quick intensity which 
brought its results; and the result 
seemed an answer—a wondrous, 
delightful answer—to her vague 
wish that something would befall 
her. “I know —I know,” she said. 
“You come from Europe.” 
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“We came two days ago. You 
have heard of us, then—you be- 
lieve in us?” 

“We have known, vaguely,” 
said Gertrude, “that we had rela- 
tions in France.” 

“And have you ever wanted to 
see us?” asked the young man. 

Gertrude was silent a moment. 
“T have wanted to see you.” 

“I am glad, then, it is you I 
have found. We wanted to see 
you, sO we came.” 

“On purpose?” asked Gertrude. 

The young man looked round 
him, smiling still. “Well, yes; on 
purpose. Does that sound as if we 
should bore you?” he added. “I 
don’t think we shall—I_ really 
don’t think we shall. We are rather 
fond of wandering, too; and we 
were glad of a pretext.” 

“And you have just arrived?” 

“In Boston, two days ago. At 
the inn I asked for Mr. Went- 
worth. He must be your father. 
They found out for me where he 
lived; they seemed often to have 
heard of him. I determined to 
come, without ceremony. So, this 
lovely morning, they set my face 
in the right direction, and told me 
to walk straight before me, out of 
town. I came on foot because I 
wanted to see the country. I 
walked and walked, and here I 
am! It’s a good many miles.” 

“It is seven miles and a half,” 
said Gertrude, softly. Now that 
this handsome young man _ was 
proving himself a reality she found 
herself vaguely trembling; she was 
deeply excited. She had never in 
her life spoken to a foreigner, and 
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she had often thought it would be 
delightful to do so. Here was one 
who had suddenly been engen- 
dered by the Sabbath stillness’ for 
her private use; and such a bril- 
liant, polite, smiling one! She found 
time and means to compose her- 
self, however: to remind herself 
that she must exercise a sort of 
official hospitality. “We are very 
—very glad to see you,” she said. 
“Won’t you come into the house?” 
And she moved toward the open 
door. 

“You are not afraid of me, 
then?” asked the young man again, 
with his light laugh. 

She wondered a moment, and 
then, “We are not afraid — here,” 
she said. 

“Ah, comme vous devez avoir 
raison!” cried the young man, 
looking all round him, apprecia- 
tively. It was the first time that 
Gertrude had heard so many words 
of French spoken. They gave her 
something of a sensation. Her com- 
panion followed her, watching, 
with a certain excitement of his 
own, this tall, interesting-looking 
girl, dressed in her clear, crisp 
muslin. He paused in the hall, 
where there was a broad white 
staircase with a white balustrade. 
“What a pleasant house!” he said. 
“It’s lighter inside than it is out.” 

“It’s pleasanter here,” said Ger- 
trude, and she led the way into 
the parlor,—a high, clean, rather 
empty-looking room. Here they 
stood looking at each other, — the 
young man smiling more than 
ever; Gertrude, very serious, try- 
ing to smile. 
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“I don’t believe you know my 
name,” he said. “I am called Felix 
Young. Your father is my uncle. 
My mother was his half sister, and 
older than he.” 

“Yes,” said Gertrude, “and she 
turned Roman Catholic and mar- 
ried in Europe.” 

“I see you know,” said the 
young man. “She married and she 
died. Your father’s family didn’t 
like her husband. They called him 
a foreigner; but he was not. My 
poor father was born in Sicily, but 
his parents were American.” 

“In Sicily?” Gertrude murmured. 

“It is true,” said Felix Young, 
“that they had spent their lives in 
Europe. But they were very pa- 
triotic. And so are we.” 

“And you are Sicilian,” said 
Gertrude. 

“Sicilian, no! Let’s see. I was 
born at a little place — a dear little 
place —in France. My sister was 
born at Vienna.” 

“So you are French,” said Ger- 
trude. 

“Heaven forbid!” cried the 
young man. Gertrude’s eyes were 
fixed upon him almost insistently. 
He began to laugh again. “I can 
easily be French, if that will please 
you.” 

“You are a foreigner of some 
sort,” said Gertrude. 

“Of some sort—yes; I suppose 
so. But who can say of what sort? 
I don’t think we have ever had 
occasion to settle the question. 
You know there are people like 
that. About their country, their re- 
ligion, their profession, they can’t 
tell.” 
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Gertrude stood there gazing; 
she had not asked him to sit down. 
She had never heard of people 
like that; she wanted to hear. 
“Where do you live?” she asked. 

“They can’t tell that, either!” 
said Felix. “I am afraid you will 
think they are little better than 
vagabonds. I have lived anywhere 
— everywhere. I really think I have 
lived in every city in Europe.” 
Gertrude gave a little long soft ex- 
halation. It made the young man 
smile at her again; and his smile 
made her blush a little. To take 
refuge from blushing she asked 
him if, after his long walk, he was 
not hungry or thirsty. Her hand 
was in her pocket; she was fum- 
bling with the little key that her 
sister had given her. “Ah, my dear 
young lady,” he said, clasping his 
hands a little, “if you could give 
me, in charity, a glass of wine!” 

Gertrude gave a smile and a lit- 
tle nod, and went quickly out of 
the room. Presently she came back 
with a very large decanter in one 
hand and a plate in the other, on 
which was placed a big, round 
cake with a frosted top. Gertrude, 
in taking the cake from the closet, 
had had a moment of acute con- 
sciousness that it composed the 
refection of which her sister had 
thought that Mr. Brand would like 
to partake. Her kinsman from 
across the seas was looking at the 
pale, high-hung engravings. When 
she came in he turned and smiled 
at her, as if they had been old 
friends meeting after a separation. 
“You wait upon me yourself?” he 
asked. “I am served like the gods!” 
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She had waited upon a great many 
people, but none of them had ever 
told her that. The observation 
added a certain lightness to the 
step with which she went to a lit- 
tle table where there were some 
curious red glasses— glasses cov- 
ered with little gold sprigs, which 
Charlotte used to dust every morn- 
ing with her own hands. Gertrude 
thought the glasses very handsome, 
and it was a pleasure to her to 
know that the wine was good; it 
was her father’s famous madeira. 
Felix Young thought it excellent; 
he wondered why he had been 
told that there was no wine in 
America. She cut him an immense 
triangle out of the cake, and again 
she thought of Mr. Brand. Felix 
sat there, with his glass in one 
hand and his huge morsel of cake 
in the other—eating, drinking, 
smiling, talking. “I am very hun- 
gry,” he said. “I am not at all 
tired; I am never tired. But I am 
very hungry.” 

“You must stay to dinner,” said 
Gertrude. “At two o'clock. They 
will all have come back from 
church; you will see the others.” 

“Who are the others?” asked the 
young man. “Describe them all.” 

“You will see for yourself. It is 
you that must tell me; now, about 
your sister.” 

“My sister is the Baroness Miin- 
ster,” said Felix. 

On hearing that his sister was 
a Baroness, Gertrude got up and 
walked about slowly, in front of 
him. She was silent a moment. 
She was thinking of it. “Why 
didn’t she come, too?” she asked. 
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“She did come; she is in Bos- 
ton, at the hotel.” 

“We will go and see her,” said 
Gertrude, looking at him. _ 

“She begs you will not!” the 
young man replied. “She sends you 
her love; she sent me to announce 
her. She will come and pay her 
respects to your father.” 

Gertrude felt herself trembling 
again. A Baroness Minster, who 
sent a brilliant young man to “an- 
nounce” her; who was coming, as 
the Queen of Sheba came to Sol- 
omon, to pay her “respects” to 
quiet Mr. Wentworth—such a 
personage presented herself to 
Gertrude’s vision with a most ef- 
fective unexpectedness. For a mo- 
ment she hardly knew what to say. 
“When will she come?” she asked 
at last. 

“As soon as you will allow her 
—to-morrow. She is very impa- 
tient,” answered Felix, who wished 
to be agreeable. 

“To-morrow, yes,” said Ger- 
trude. She wished to ask more 
about her; but she hardly knew 
what could be predicated of a Bar- 
oness Miinster. “Is she—is she — 
married?” 

Felix had finished his cake and 
wine; he got up, fixing upon the 
young girl his bright, expressive 
eyes. “She is married to a German 
prince — Prince Adolf, of Silber- 
stadt-Schreckenstein. He is not the 
reigning prince; he is a younger 
brother.” 

Gertrude gazed at her inform- 
ant; her lips were slightly parted. 
“Is she a—a Princess?” she asked 
at last. 
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“Oh, no,” said the young man; 
“her position is rather a singular 
one. It’s a morganatic mar- 
riage.” 

“Morganatic?” These were new 
names and new words to poor 
Gertrude. 

“That’s what they call a mar- 
riage, you know, contracted be- 
tween a scion of a ruling house 
and — and a common mortal. They 
made Eugenia a Baroness, poor 
woman; but that was all they could 
do. Now they want to dissolve the 
marriage. Prince Adolf, between 
ourselves, is a ninny; but his 
brother, who is a clever man, has 
plans for him. Eugenia, naturally 
enough, makes difficulties; not, 
however, that I think she cares 
much — she’s a very clever woman; 
Tm sure you'll like her—but she 
wants to bother them. Just now 
everything is en Lair.” 

The cheerful, off-hand tone in 
which her visitor related this 
darkly romantic tale seemed to 
Gertrude very strange; but it 
seemed also to convey a certain 
flattery to herself, a recognition of 
her wisdom and dignity. She felt 
a dozen impressions stirring within 
her, and presently the one that was 
uppermost found words. “They 
want to dissolve her marriage?” 
she asked. 

“So it appears.” 

“And against her will?” 

“Against her right.” 

“She must be very unhappy!” 
said Gertrude. 

Her visitor looked at her, smil- 
ing; he raised his hand to the back 
of his head and held it there a 
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moment. “So she says,” he an- 
swered. “That’s her story. She told 
me to tell it you.” 

“Tell me more,” said Gertrude. 

“No, I will leave that to her; 
she does it better.” 

Gertrude gave her little excited 
sigh again. “Well, if she is un- 
happy,” she said, “I am glad she 
has come to us.” 

She had been so interested that 
she failed to notice the sound of a 
footstep in the portico; and yet it 
was a footstep that she always rec- 
ognized. She heard it in the hall, 
and then she looked out of the 
window. They were all coming 
back from church — her father, her 
sister and brother, and their cous- 
ins, who always came to dinner 
on Sunday. Mr. Brand had come 
in first; he was in advance of the 
others, because, apparently, he was 
still disposed to say what she had 
not wished him to say an hour 
before. He came into the parlor, 
looking for Gertrude. He had two 
little books in his hand. On seeing 
Gertrude’s companion he slowly 
stopped, looking at him. 

“Is this a cousin?” asked Felix. 

Then Gertrude saw that she 
must introduce him; but her ears, 
and, by sympathy, her lips, were 
full of all that he had been tell- 
ing her. “This is the Prince,” she 
said, “the Prince of Silberstadt- 
Schreckenstein!” 

Felix burst out laughing, and 
Mr. Brand stood staring, while the 
others, who had passed into the 
house, appeared behind him in 
the open door-way. 
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TuHar evening at dinner Felix 
Young gave his sister, the Bar- 
oness Miinster, an account of his 
impressions. She saw that he had 
come back in the highest possible 
spirits; but this fact, to her own 
mind, was not a reason for rejoic- 
ing. She had but a limited confi- 
dence in her brother’s judgment; 
his capacity for taking rose-colored 
views was such as to vulgarize one 
of the prettiest of tints. Still, she 
supposed he could be trusted to 
give her the mere facts; and she 
invited him with some eagerness 
to communicate them. “I suppose, 
at least, they didn’t turn you 
out from the door;” she said. 
“You have been away some ten 
hours.” 

“Turn me from the door!” Felix 
exclaimed. “They took me to their 
hearts; they killed the fatted calf.” 

“I know what you want to say: 
they are a collection of angels.” 

“Exactly,” said Felix. “They are 
a collection of angels — simply.” 

“C'est bien vague,” remarked 
the Baroness. “What are they 
like?” 

“Like nothing you ever saw.” 

“I am sure I am much obliged; 
but that is hardly more definite. 
Seriously, they were glad to see 
you?” 

“Enchanted. It has been the 
proudest day of my life. Never, 


The Europeans 


never have I been so lionized! I 
assure you, I was cock of the walk. 
My dear sister,” said the young 
man, “nous n’avons qua ‘hous 
tenir; we shall be great swells!” 

Madame Miinster looked at him, 
and her eye exhibited a slight re- 
sponsive spark. She touched her 
lips to a glass of wine, and then 
she said, “Describe them. Give me 
a picture.” 

Felix drained his own glass. 
“Well, it’s in the country, among 
the meadows and woods; a wild 
sort of place, and yet not far from 
here. Only, such a road, my dear! 
Imagine one of the Alpine glaciers 
reproduced in mud. But you will 
not spend much time on it, for 
they. want you to come and stay, 
once for all.” 

“Ah,” said the Baroness, “they 
want me to come and stay, once 
for allP Bon.” 

“It’s intensely rural, tremen- 
dously natural; and all overhung 
with this strange white light, this 
far-away blue sky. There’s a big 
wooden house—a kind of three- 
story bungalow; it looks like a 
magnified Niiremberg toy. There 
was a gentleman there that made 
a speech to me about it and called 
it a ‘venerable mansion; but it 
looks as if it had been built last 
night.” 

“Ts it handsome — is it elegant?” 
asked the Baroness. 

Felix looked at her a moment, 
smiling. “It’s very clean! No splen- 
dors, no gilding, no troops of serv- 
ants; rather straight-backed chairs. 


and you can sit down on the 
stairs.” 

“That must be a privilege. And 
the inhabitants are straight-backed 
too, of course.” 

“My dear sister,” said Felix, 
“the inhabitants are charming.” 

“In what style?” 

“In a style of their own. How 
shall I describe it? It’s primitive; 
it’s patriarchal; it’s the ton of the 
golden age.” 

“And have they nothing golden 
but their tonP Are there no symp- 
toms of wealth?” 

“I should say there was wealth 
without symptoms. A plain, homely 
way of life: nothing for show, and 
very little for—what shall I call 
it? —for the senses: but a great 
aisance, and a lot of money, out 
of sight, that comes forward very 
quietly for subscriptions to institu- 
tions, for repairing tenements, for 
paying doctor’s bills; perhaps even 
for portioning daughters.” 

“And the daughters?” Madame 
Miinster demanded. “How many 
are there?” 

“There are two, Charlotte and 
Gertrude.” 

“Are they pretty?” 

“One of them,” said Felix. 

“Which is that?” 

The young man was silent, look- 
ing at his sister. “Charlotte,” he 
said at last. 

She looked at him in return. “I 
see. You are in love with Gertrude. 
They must be Puritans to their 
finger-tips; anything but gay!” 

“No, they are not gay,” Felix 


But you might eat off the floors, admitted. “They are sober; they 
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are even severe. They are of a 
pensive cast; they take things hard. 
I think there is something the mat- 
ter with them; they have some 
melancholy memory or some de- 
pressing expectation. It’s not the epi- 
curean temperament. My uncle, Mr. 
Wentworth, is a tremendously 
high-toned old fellow; he looks as 
if he were undergoing martyrdom, 
not by fire, but by freezing. But 
we shall cheer them up; we shall 
do them good. They will take a 
good deal of stirring up; but they 
are wonderfully kind and gentle. 
And they are appreciative. They 
think one clever; they think one 
remarkable!” 

“That is very fine, so far as it 
goes,” said the Baroness. “But are 
we to be shut up to these three 
people, Mr. Wentworth and the 
two young women — what did you 
say their names were — Deborah 
and Hephzibah?” 

“Oh, no; there is another little 
girl, a cousin of theirs, a very 
pretty creature; a thorough little 
American. And then there is the 
son of the house.” 

“Good!” said the Baroness. “We 
are coming to the gentlemen. What 
of the son of the house?” 

“I am afraid he gets tipsy.” 

“He, then, has the epicurean 
temperament! How old is he?” 

“He is a boy of twenty; a 
pretty young fellow, but I am 
afraid he has vulgar tastes. And 
then there is Mr. Brand—a very 
tall young man, a sort of lay-priest. 
They seem to think a good deal of 
him, but I don’t exactly make him 
out.” 
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“And is there nothing,” asked 
the Baroness, “between these ex- 
tremes — this mysterious ecclesias- 
tic and that intemperate youth?” 

“Oh, yes, there is Mr. Acton. I 
think,” said the young man, with 
a nod at his sister, “that you will 
like Mr. Acton.” 

“Remember that I am very fas- 
tidious,” said the Baroness. “Has 
he very good manners?” 

“He will have them with you. 
He is a man of the world; he has 
been to China.” 

Madame Minster gave a little 
laugh. “A man of the Chinese 
world! He must be very interest- 
ing.” 

“I have an idea that he brought 
home a fortune,” said Felix. . 

“That is always interesting. Is 
he young, good-looking, clever?” 

“He is less than forty; he has a 
baldish head; he says witty things. 
I rather think,” added the young 
man, “that he will admire the Bar- 
oness Miinster.” 

“It is very possible,” said this 
lady. Her brother never knew how 
she would take things; but shortly 
afterwards she declared that he 
had made a very pretty descrip- 
tion and that on the morrow she 
would go and see for herself. 

They mounted, accordingly, into 
a great barouche —a vehicle as to 
which the Baroness found nothing 
to criticise but the price that was 
asked for it and the fact that the 
coachman wore a straw hat. (At 
Silberstadt Madame Miinster had 
had liveries of yellow and crim- 
son.) They drove into the coun- 
try, and the Baroness, leaning far 
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back and swaying her lace-fringed 
parasol, looked to right and to left 
and surveyed the way-side ob- 
jects. After a while she pronouriced 
them “affreux.” Her brother re- 
marked that it was apparently a 
country in which the foreground 
was inferior to the plans reculés: 
and the Baroness rejoined that the 
landscape seemed to be all fore- 
ground. Felix had fixed with his 
new friends the hour at which he 
should bring his sister; it was four 
o’clock in the afternoon. The large, 
clean-faced house wore, to his 
eyes, as the barouche drove up to 
it, a very friendly aspect; the high, 
slender elms made _ lengthening 
shadows in front of it. The Bar- 
oness descended; her American 
kinsfolk were stationed in the por- 
tico. Felix waved his hat to them, 
and a tall, lean gentleman, with a 
high forehead and a clean shaven 
face, came forward toward the 
garden gate. Charlotte Wentworth 
walked at his side. Gertrude came 
behind, more slowly. Both of these 
young ladies wore rustling silk 
dresses. Felix ushered his sister 
into the gate. “Be very gracious,” 
he said to her. But he saw the ad- 
monition was superfluous. Eugenia 
was prepared to be gracious as 
only Eugenia could be. Felix knew 
no keener pleasure than to be able 
to admire his sister unrestrictedly; 
for if the opportunity was fre- 
quent, it was not inveterate. When 
she desired to please she was to 
him, as to every one else, the most 
charming woman in the world. 
Then he forgot that she was ever 
anything else; that she was some- 
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times hard and perverse; that he 
was occasionally afraid of her. 
Now, as she took his arm to pass 
into the garden, he felt that she 
desired, that she proposed, to 
please, and this situation made him 
very happy. Eugenia would please. 

The tall gentleman came to 
meet her, looking very rigid and 
grave. But it was a rigidity that 
had no illiberal meaning. Mr. Went- 
worth’s manner was pregnant, on 
the contrary, with a sense of grand 
responsibility, of the solemnity of 
the occasion, of its being difficult 
to show sufficient deference to a 
lady at once so distinguished and 
so unhappy. Felix had observed on 
the day before his characteristic 
pallor; and now he perceived that 
there was something almost ca- 
daverous in his uncle’s high-fea- 
tured white face. But so clever 
were this young man’s quick sym- 
pathies and perceptions that he al- 
ready learned that in these semi- 
mortuary manifestations there was 
no cause for alarm. His light im- 
agination had gained a glimpse of 
Mr. Wentworth’s spiritual mech- 
anism, and taught him that, the 
old man being infinitely conscien- 
tious, the special operation of con- 
science within him announced it- 
self by several of the indications 
of physical faintness. 

The Baroness took her uncle’s 
hand, and stood looking at him 
with her-ugly face and her beauti- 
ful smile. “Have I done right to 
come?” she asked. 

“Very right, very right,” said 
Mr. Wentworth, solemnly. He had 
arranged in his mind a _ little 
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speech; but now it quite faded 
away. He felt almost frightened. 
He had never been looked at in 
just that way — with just that fixed, 
intense smile — by any woman; and 
it perplexed and weighed upon 
him, now, that the woman who 
was smiling so and who had in- 
stantly given him a vivid sense of 
her possessing other unprecedented 
attributes, was his own niece, the 
child of his own father’s daughter. 
The idea that his niece should be 
a German Baroness, married “mor- 
ganatically” to a Prince, had al- 
ready given him much to _ think 
about. Was it right, was it just, 
was it acceptableP He always 
slept badly, and the night before 
he had lain awake much more 
even than usual, asking himself 
these questions. The strange word 
“morganatic” was constantly in his 
ears; it reminded him of a certain 
Mrs. Morgan whom he had once 
known and who had been a bold, 
unpleasant woman. He had a feel- 
ing that it was his duty, so long as 
the Baroness looked at him, smil- 
ing in that way, to meet her glance 
with his own scrupulously ad- 
justed, consciously frigid organs of 
vision; but on this occasion he 
failed to perform his duty to the 
last. He looked away toward his 
daughters. “We are very glad to 
see you,” he had said. “Allow me 
to introduce my daughters — Miss 
Charlotte Wentworth, Miss Ger- 
trude Wentworth.” 

The Baroness thought she had 
never seen people less demonstra- 
tive. But Charlotte kissed her and 
took her hand, looking at her 
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sweetly and solemnly. Gertrude 
seemed to her almost funereal, 
though Gertrude might have found 
a source of gayety in the fact that 
Felix, with his magnificent smile, 
had been talking to her; he had 
greeted her as a very old friend. 
When she kissed the Baroness she 
had tears in her eyes. Madame 
Minster took each of these young 
women by the hand, and looked at 
them all over. Charlotte thought 
her very strange-looking and sin- 
gularly dressed; she could not have 
said whether it was well or ill. 
She was glad, at any rate, that they 
had put on their silk gowns — es- 
pecially Gertrude. “My cousins 
are very pretty,” said the Baron- 
ess, turning her eyes from one to 
the other. “Your daughters are 
very handsome, sir.” 

Charlotte blushed quickly; she 
had never yet heard her personal 
appearance alluded to in a loud, 
expressive voice. Gertrude looked 
away —not at Felix; she was ex- 
tremely pleased. It was not the 
compliment that pleased her; she 
did not believe it; she thought 
herself very plain. She could 
hardly have told you the source of 
her satisfaction; it came from 
something in the way the Baron- 
ess spoke, and it was not dimin- 
ished—it was rather deepened, 
oddly enough—by the young 
girl’s disbelief. Mr. Wentworth 
was silent; and then he asked, 
formally, “Won’t you come into 
the house?” 

“These are not all; you have 
some other children,” said the 
Baroness. 
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“I have a son,” Mr. Wentworth 
answered. 

“And why doesn’t he come to 
meet me?” Eugenia cried. “I ‘am 
afraid he is not so charming as 
his sisters.” 

“TI don’t know; I will see about 
it,” the old man declared. 

“He is rather afraid of ladies,” 
Charlotte said, softly. 

“He is very handsome,” said 
Gertrude, as loud as she could. 

“We will go in and find him. 
We will draw him out of his ca- 
chette.” And the Baroness took 
Mr. Wentworth’s arm, who was 
not aware that he had offered it to 
her, and who, as they walked to- 
ward the house, wondered whether 
he ought to have offered it and 
whether it was proper for her to 
take it if it had not been offered. 
“I want to know you well,” said 
the Baroness, interrupting these 
meditations, “and I want you to 
know me.” 

“Tt seems natural that we should 
know each other,” Mr. Went- 
worth rejoined. “We are near rel- 
atives.” 

“Ah, there comes a moment in 
life when one reverts, irresistibly, 
to one’s natural ties — to one’s nat- 
ural affections. You must have 
found that!” said Eugenia. 

Mr. Wentworth had been told 
the day before by Felix that Eu- 
genia was very clever, very bril- 
liant, and the information had held 
him in some suspense. This was 
the cleverness, he supposed; the 
brilliancy was beginning. “Yes, the 
natural affections are very strong,” 
he murmured. 


“In some people,” the Baroness 
declared. “Not in all.” Charlotte 
was walking beside her; she took 
hold of her hand again, smiling al- 
ways. “And you, cousine, where 
did you get that enchanting com- 
plexion?” she went on; “such lilies 
and roses?” The roses in poor Char- 
lotte’s countenance began speedily 
to predominate over the lilies, and 
she quickened her step and 
reached the portico. “This is the 
country of complexions,” the Bar- 
oness continued, addressing her- 
self to Mr. Wentworth. “I am con- 
vinced they are more delicate. 
There are very good ones in Eng- 
land—in Holland; but they are 
very apt to be coarse. There is too 
much red.” 

“T think you will find,” said Mr. 
Wentworth, “that this country is 
superior in many respects to those 
you mention. I have been to Eng- 
land and Holland.” 

“Ah, you have been to Europe?” 
cried the Baroness. “Why didn’t 
you come and see me? But it’s 
better, after all, this way,” she 
said. They were entering the 
house;. she paused and_ looked 
round her. “I see you have ar- 
ranged your house — your beauti- 
ful house —in the —in the Dutch 
taste!” 

“The house is very old,” re- 
marked Mr. Wentworth. “General 
Washington once spent a week 
here.” 

“Oh, I have heard of Washing- 
ton,” cried the Baroness. “My fa- 
ther used to tell me of him.” 

Mr. Wentworth was silent a mo- 
ment, and then, “I found he was 
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very well known in Europe,” he 
said. 

Felix had lingered in the garden 
with Gertrude; he was standing 
before her and smiling, as he had 
done the day before. What had 
happened the day before seemed 
to her a kind of dream. He had 
been there and he had changed 
everything; the others had seen 
him, they had talked with him; 
but that he should come again, 
that he should be part of the fu- 
ture, part of her small, familiar, 
much-meditating life —this need- 
ed, afresh, the evidence of her 
senses. The evidence had come to 
her senses now; and her senses 
seemed to rejoice in it. “What do 
you think of Eugenia?” Felix asked. 
“Isn’t she charming?” 

“She is very brilliant,” said Ger- 
trude. “But I can’t tell yet. She 
seems to me like a singer singing 
an air. You can’t tell till the song 
is done.” 

“Ah, the song will never be 
done!” exclaimed the young man, 
laughing. “Don’t you think her 
handsome?” 

Gertrude had been disappointed 
in the beauty of the Baroness 
Miinster; she had expected her, 
for mysterious reasons, to resemble 
a very pretty portrait of the Em- 
press Josephine, of which there 
hung an engraving in one of the 
parlors, and which the younger 
Miss Wentworth had always 
greatly admired. But the Baroness 
was not at all like that — not at all. 
Though different, however, she 
was very wonderful, and Gertrude 
felt herself most suggestively cor- 
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rected. It was strange, neverthe- 
less, that Felix should speak in 
that positive way about his sister’s 
beauty. “I think I shall think her 
handsome,” Gertrude said. “It 
must be very interesting to know 
her. I don’t feel as if I ever could.” 

“Ah, you will know her well; 
you will become great friends,” 
Felix declared, as if this were the 
easiest thing in the world. 

“She is very graceful,” said Ger- 
trude, looking after the Baroness, 
suspended to her father’s arm. It 
was a pleasure to her to say that 
any one was graceful. 

Felix had been looking about 
him. “And your little cousin, of 
yesterday,” he said, “who was so 
wonderfully pretty — what has be- 
come of her?” 

“She is in the parlor,” Gertrude 
answered. “Yes, she is very pretty.” 
She felt as if it were her duty to 
take him straight into the house, 
to where he might be near her 
cousin. But after hesitating a mo- 
ment she lingered still. “I didn’t 
believe you would come back,” she 
said. 

“Not come back!” cried Felix, 
laughing. “You didn’t know, then, 
the impression made upon this 
susceptible heart of mine.” 

She wondered whether he meant 
the impression her cousin Lizzie 
had made. “Well,” she said, “I 
didn’t think we should ever see 
you again.” 

“And pray what did you think 
would become of me?” 

“I don’t know. I thought you 
would melt away.” 

“That’s a compliment to my 
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solidity! I melt very often,” said 
Felix, “but there is always some- 
thing left of me.” » 

“I came and waited for you by 
the door, because the others did,” 
Gertrude went on. “But if you had 
never appeared I should not have 
been surprised.” 

“I hope,” declared Felix, look- 
ing at her, “that you would have 
been disappointed.” 

She looked at him a little, and 
shook her head. “No — no!” 

“Ah, par exemple!” cried the 
young man. “You deserve that I 
should never leave you.” 

Going into the parlor they found 
Mr. Wentworth performing intro- 
ductions. A young man was stand- 
ing before the Baroness, blushing 
a good deal, laughing a little, and 
shifting his weight from one foot 
to the other—a slim, mild-faced 
young man, with neatly-arranged 
features, like those of Mr. Went- 
worth. Two other gentlemen, be- 
hind him, had risen from their 
seats, and a little apart, near one 
of the windows, stood a remark- 
ably pretty young girl. The young 
girl was knitting a stocking; but, 
while her fingers quickly moved, 


she looked with wide, brilliant 


eyes at the Baroness. 

“And what is your son’s name?” 
said Eugenia, smiling at the young 
man. 

“My name is Clifford Went- 
worth, ma’am,” he said in a trem- 
ulous voice. 

“Why didn’t you come out to 
meet me, Mr. Clifford Went- 
worth?” the Baroness demanded, 
with her beautiful smile. 
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“T didn’t think you would want 
me,” said the young man, slowly 
sidling about. 

“One always wants a _ beau 
cousin, —if one has one! But if 
you are very nice to me in future 
I won’t remember it against you.” 
And Madame Miinster transferred 
her smile to the other persons pres- 
ent. It rested first upon the candid 
countenance and long-skirted fig- 
ure of Mr. Brand, whose eyes were 
intently fixed upon Mr. Went- 
worth, as if to beg him not to pro- 
long an anomalous situation. Mr. 
Wentworth pronounced his name. 
Eugenia gave him a very charm- 
ing glance, and then looked at the 
other gentleman. 

This latter personage was a 
man of rather less than the usual 
stature and the usual weight, with 
a quick, observant, agreeable dark 
eye, a small quantity of thin dark 
hair, and a small mustache. He 
had been standing with his hands 
in his pockets; and when Eugenia 
looked at him he took them out. 
But he did not, like Mr. Brand, 
look evasively and urgently at 
their host. He met Eugenia’s eyes; 
he appeared to appreciate the priv- 
ilege of meeting them. Madame 
Miinster instantly felt that he was, 
intrinsically, the most important 
person present. She was not un- 
conscious that this impression was 
in some degree manifested in the 
little sympathetic nod with which 
she acknowledged Mr. Went- 
worth’s announcement, “My 
cousin, Mr. Acton!” 

“Your cousin—not mine?” said 
the Baroness. 
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“Tt only depends upon you,” 
Mr. Acton declared, laughing. 

The Baroness looked at him a 
moment, and noticed that he had 
very white teeth. “Let it depend 
upon your behavior,” she said. “I 
think I had better wait. I have 
cousins enough. Unless I can also 
claim relationship,” she added, 
“with that charming young lady,” 
and she pointed to the young girl 
at the window. 

“That’s my sister,” said Mr. 
Acton. And Gertrude Wentworth 
put her arm round the young girl 
and led her forward. It was not, 
apparently, that she needed much 
leading. She came toward the Bar- 
oness with a light, quick step, 
and with perfect self-possession, 
rolling her stocking round its nee- 
dles. She had dark blue eyes and 
dark brown hair; she was wonder- 
fully pretty. 

Eugenia kissed her, as she had 
kissed the other young women, 
and then held her off a little, look- 
ing at her. “Now this is quite an- 
other type,” she said; she pro- 
nounced the word in the French 
manner. “This is a different out- 
line, my uncle, a different char- 
acter, from that of your own 
daughters. This, Felix,” she went 
on, “is very much more what we 
have always thought of as the 
American type.” 

The young girl, during this ex- 
position, was smiling askance at 
every one in turn, and at Felix out 
of turn. “I find only one type 
here!” cried Felix, laughing. “The 
type adorable!” 

This sally was received in per- 
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fect silence, but Felix, who 
learned all things quickly, had al- 
ready learned that the silences fre- 
quently observed among his new 
acquaintances were not necessa- 
rily restrictive or resentful. It was, 
as one might say, the silence of 
expectation, of modesty. They 
were all standing round his sister, 
as if they were expecting her to 
acquit herself of the exhibition of 
some peculiar faculty, some bril- 
liant talent. Their attitude seemed 
to imply that she was a kind of 
conversational mountebank, attired, 
intellectually, in gauze and span- 
gles. This attitude gave a certain 
ironical force to Madame Miinster’s 
next words. “Now this is your cir- 
cle,” she said to her uncle. “This 
is your salon. These are your reg- 
ular habitués, eh? I am so glad to 
see you all together.” 

“Oh,” said Mr. Wentworth, 
“they are always dropping in and 
out. You must do the same.” 

“Father,” interposed Charlotte 
Wentworth, “they must do some- 
thing more.” And she turned her 
sweet, serious face, that seemed at 
once timid and placid, upon their 
interesting visitor. “What is your 
name?” she asked. ; 

“Eugenia-Camilla-Dolores,” said 
the Baroness, smiling. “But you 
needn’t say all that.” 

“I will say Eugenia, if you will 
let me. You must come and stay 
with us.” 

The Baroness laid her hand upon 
Charlotte’s arm very tenderly; but 
she reserved herself. She was won- 
dering whether it would be pos- 
sible to “stay” with these people. “It 


The Europeans 


would be very charming — very 
charming,” she said; and her eyes 
wandered over the company, oyer 
the room. She wished to gain time 
before committing herself. Her 
glance fell upon young Mr. Brand, 
who stood there, with his arms 
folded and his hand on his chin, 
looking at her. “The gentleman, I 
suppose, is a sort of ecclesiastic,” 
she said to Mr. Wentworth, lower- 
ing her voice a little. 

“He is a minister,” answered 
Mr. Wentworth. 

“A Protestant?” asked Eugenia. 

“T am a Unitarian, madam,” re- 
plied Mr. Brand, impressively. 

“Ah, I see,” said Eugenia, 
“Something new.” She had never 
heard of this form of worship. 

Mr. Acton began to laugh, and 
Gertrude looked anxiously at Mr. 
Brand. 

“You have come very far,” said 
Mr. Wentworth. 

“Very far—very far,” the Bar- 
oness replied, with a graceful 
shake of her head—a shake that 
might have meant many different 
things. 

“That’s a reason why you ought 
to settle down with us,” said Mr. 
Wentworth, with that dryness of 
utterance which, as Eugenia was 
too intelligent not to feel, took 
nothing from the delicacy of his 
meaning. 

She looked at him, and for an 
instant, in his cold, still face, she 
seemed to see a far-away likeness 
to the vaguely remembered image 
of her mother. Eugenia was a 
woman of sudden emotions, and 
now, unexpectedly, she felt one 


rising in her heart. She kept look- 
ing round the circle; she knew that 
there was admiration in all the 
eyes that were fixed upon her. She 
smiled at them all. 

“I came to look—to try—to 
ask,” she said. “It seems to me I 
have done well. I am very tired; 
I want to rest.” There were tears 
in her eyes. The luminous in- 
terior, the gentle, tranquil people, 
the simple, serious life — the sense 


of these things pressed upon her 
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with an overmastering force, and 
she felt herself yielding to one 
of the most genuine emotions she 
had ever known. “I should like to 
stay here,” she said. “Pray take 
me in.” 

Though she was smiling, there 
were tears in her voice as well as 
in her eyes. “My dear niece,” said 
Mr. Wentworth, softly. And Char- 
lotte put out her arms and drew 
the Baroness toward her; while 
Robert Acton turned away, with 
his hands stealing into his pockets. 
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A Few days after the Baroness 
Miinster had presented herself to 
her American kinsfolk she came, 
with her brother, and took up her 
abode in that small white house 
adjacent to Mr. Wentworth’s own 
dwelling of which mention has al- 
ready been made. It was on going 
with his daughters to return her 
visit that Mr. Wentworth placed 
this comfortable cottage at her 
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service; the offer being the re- 
sult of a domestic colloquy, dif- 
fused through the ensuing twenty- 
four hours, in the course of which 
the two foreign visitors were dis- 
cussed and analyzed with a great 
deal of earnestness and subtlety. 
The discussion went forward, as I 
say, in the family circle; but that 
circle on the evening following 
Madame Miinster’s return to town, 
as on many other occasions, in- 
cluded Robert Acton and his pretty 
sister. If you had been present, it 
would probably not have seemed 
to you that the advent of these 
brilliant strangers was treated as 
an exhilarating occurrence, a pleas- 
ure the more in this tranquil 
household, a prospective source of 
entertainment. This was not Mr. 
Wentworth’s way of treating any 
human occurrence. The sudden ir- 
ruption into the well-ordered con- 
sciousness of the Wentworths of 
an element not allowed for in its 
scheme of usual obligations re- 
quired a readjustment of that sense 
of responsibility which constituted 
its principal furniture. To consider 
an event, crudely and badly, in 
the light of the pleasure it might 
bring them was an intellectual ex- 
ercise with which Felix Young’s 
American cousins were almost 
wholly unacquainted, and which 
they scarcely supposed to be 
largely pursued in any section of 
human society. The arrival of Fe- 
lix and his sister was a_satisfac- 
tion, but it was a singularly joyless 
and inelastic satisfaction. It was 
an extension of duty, of the ex- 
ercise of the more recondite vir- 
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tues; but neither Mr. Wentworth, 
nor Charlotte, nor Mr. Brand, 
who, among these excellent peo- 
ple, was a great promoter of re- 
flection and aspiration, frankly ad- 
verted to it as an extension of 
enjoyment. This function was ul- 
timately assumed by Gertrude 
Wentworth, who was a peculiar 
girl, but the full compass of whose 
peculiarities had not been exhib- 
ited before they very ingeniously 
found their pretext in the presence 
of these possibly too agreeable 
foreigners. Gertrude, however, had 
to struggle with a great accumu- 
lation of obstructions, both of the 
subjective, as the metaphysicians 
say, and of the objective, order;_ 
and indeed it is no small part of 
the purpose of this little history 
to set forth her struggle. What 
seemed paramount in this abrupt 
enlargement of Mr. Wentworth’s 
sympathies and those of his daugh- 
ters was an extension of the field 
of possible mistakes; and the doc- 
trine, as it may almost be called, 
of the oppressive gravity of mis- 
takes was one of the most cherished 
traditions of the Wentworth fam- 
ily, 

“I don’t believe she wants to 
come and stay in this house,” said 
Gertrude; Madame Miinster, from 
this time forward, receiving no 
other designation than the per- 
sonal pronoun. Charlotte and Ger- 
trude acquired considerable facil- 
ity in addressing her, directly, as 
“Eugenia;” but in speaking of her 
to each other they rarely called 
her anything but “she.” 


“Doesn't she think it good 
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enough for her?” cried little Liz- 
zie Acton, who was always asking 
unpractical questions that  re- 
quired, in strictness, no answer, 
and to which indeed she expected 
no other answer than such as she 
herself invariably furnished in a 
small, innocently-satirical laugh. 

“She certainly expressed a will- 
ingness to come,” said Mr. Went- 
worth. 

“That was only politeness,” Ger- 
trude rejoined. 

“Yes, she is very polite — very 
polite,” said Mr. Wentworth. 

“She is too polite,” his son de- 
clared, in a softly growling tone 
which was habitual to him, but 
which was an indication of noth- 
ing worse than a vaguely humor- 
ous intention. “It is very embar- 
rassing.” 

“That is more than can be said 
of you, sir,” said Lizzie Acton, 
with her little laugh. 

“Well, I don’t mean to encour- 
age her,” Clifford went on. 

“I'm sure I don’t care if you 
do!” cried Lizzie. 

“She will not think of you, Clif- 
ford,” said Gertrude, gravely. 

“I hope not!” Clifford exclaimed. 

“She will think of Robert,” Ger- 
trude continued, in the same tone. 

Robert Acton began to blush; 
but there was no occasion for it, 
for every one was looking at Ger- 
trude— every one, at ieast, save 
Lizzie, who, with her pretty head 
on one side, contemplated her 
brother. 

“Why do you attribute motives, 
Gertrude?” asked Mr. Wentworth. 

“I don’t attribute motives, fa- 
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ther,” said Gertrude. “I only say 
she will think of Robert; and she 
will!” 

“Gertrude judges by herself!” 
Acton exclaimed, laughing. “Don’t 
you, Gertrude? Of course the Bar- 
oness will think of me. She will 
think of me from morning till 
night.” 

“She will be very comfortable 
here,” said Charlotte, with some- 
thing of a housewife’s pride. “She 
can have the large northeast room. 
And the French bedstead,” Char- 
lotte added, with a constant sense 
of the lady’s foreignness. 

“She will not like it,” said Ger- 
trude; “not even if you pin little 
tidies all over the chairs.” 

“Why not, dear?” asked Char- 
lotte, perceiving a touch of irony 
here, but not resenting it. 

Gertrude had left her chair; she 
was walking about the room; her 
stiff silk dress, which she had put 
on in honor of the Baroness, made 
a sound upon the carpet. “I don’t 
know,” she replied. “She will want 
something more — more private.” 

“If she wants to be private she 
can stay in her room,” Lizzie Ac- 
ton remarked. 

Gertrude paused in her walk, 
looking at her. “That would not 
be pleasant,” she answered. “She 
wants privacy and pleasure to- 
gether.” 

Robert Acton began to laugh 
again. “My dear cousin, what a 
picture!” 

Charlotte had fixed her serious 
eyes upon her sister; she won- 
dered whence she had suddenly 
derived these strange notions. Mr. 
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Wentworth also observed his 
younger daughter. 

“J don’t know what her manner 
of life may have been,” he said; 
“but she certainly never can have 
enjoyed a more refined and salu- 
brious home.” 

Gertrude stood there looking at 
them all. “She is the wife of a 


Prince,” she said. 


“We are all princes here,” said - 


Mr. Wentworth; “and I don't 
know of any palace in this neigh- 
borhood that is to let.” 

“Cousin William,” Robert Ac- 
ton interposed, “do you want to 
do something handsome? Make 
them a present, for three months, 
of the little house over the way.” 

“You are very generous with 
other people’s things!” cried his 
sister. 

“Robert is very generous with 
his own things,” Mr. Wentworth 
observed dispassionately, and look- 
ing, in cold meditation, at his kins- 
man. 

“Gertrude,” Lizzie went on, “I 
had an idea you were so fond of 
your new cousin.” 

“Which new cousin?” 
Gertrude. 

“I don’t mean the Baroness!” 
the young girl rejoined, with her 
laugh. “I thought you expected to 
see so much of him.” 

“Of Felix? I hope to see a great 
deal of him,” said Gertrude, sim- 
ply. 

“Then why do you want to keep 
him out of the house?” 

Gertrude looked at Lizzie Ac- 
ton, and then looked away. 

“Should you want me to live in 


asked 
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the house with you, Lizzie?” asked 
Clifford. 

“J hope you never will. I hate 
you!” Such was this young lady’s 
reply. 

“Father,” said Gertrude, stop- 
ping before Mr. Wentworth and 
smiling, with a smile the sweeter, 
as her smile always was, for its 
rarity; “do let them live in the lit- 
tle house over the way. It will be 
lovely!” 

Robert Acton had been watch- 
ing her. “Gertrude is right,” he 
said. “Gertrude is the cleverest 
girl in the world. If I might take 
the liberty, I should strongly rec- 
ommend their living there.” 

“There is nothing there so 
pretty as the northeast room,” 
Charlotte urged. 

“She will make it pretty. Leave 
her alone!” Acton exclaimed. 

Gertrude, at his compliment, 
had blushed and looked at him: it 
was as if some one less familiar 
had complimented her. “I am sure 
she will make it pretty. It will be 
very interesting. It will be a place 
to go to. It will be a foreign 
house.” 

“Are we very sure that we need 
a foreign house?” Mr. Wentworth 
inquired. “Do you think it desir- 
able to establish a foreign house 
—in this quiet place?” 

“You speak,” said Acton, laugh- 
ing, “as if it were a question of 
the poor Baroness opening a wine- 
shop or a gaming-table.” 

“It would be too lovely!” Ger- 
trude declared again, laying her 
hand on the back of her father’s 
chair. 
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“That she should open a gam- 
ing-tableP” Charlotte asked, with 
great gravity. 

Gertrude looked at her a mo- 
ment, and then, “Yes, Charlotte,” 
she said, simply. 

“Gertrude is growing pert,” Clif- 
ford Wentworth observed, with his 
humorous young growl. “That 
comes of associating with foreign- 
ers.” 

Mr. Wentworth looked up at his 
daughter, who was standing be- 
side him; he drew her gently for- 
ward. “You must be careful,” he 
said. “You must keep watch. In- 
deed, we must all be careful. This 
is a great change; we are to be ex- 
posed to peculiar influences. I 
don’t say they are bad. I don't 
judge them in advance. But they 
may perhaps make it necessary 
that we should exercise a great 
deal of wisdom and self-control. 
It will be a different tone.” 

Gertrude was silent a moment, 
in deference to her father’s speech; 
then she spoke in a manner that 
was not in the least an answer to 
it. “I want to see how they will 
live. I am sure they will have dif- 
ferent hours. She will do all kinds 
of little things differently. When 
we go over there it will be like 
going to Europe. She will have a 
boudoir. She will invite us to din- 
ner — very late. She will breakfast 
in her room.” 

Charlotte gazed at her sister 
again. Gertrude’s imagination 
seemed to her to be fairly running 
riot. She had always known that 
Gertrude had a great deal of im- 
agination—she had been very 
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proud of it. But at the same time 
she had always felt that it was a 
dangerous and irresponsible fac- 
ulty; and now, to her sense, for 
the moment, it seemed to threaten 
to make her sister a strange per- 
son who should come in suddenly, 
as from a journey, talking of the 
peculiar and possibly unpleasant 
things she had observed. Char- 
lotte’s imagination took no jour- 
neys whatever; she kept it, as it 
were, in her pocket, with the other 
furniture of this receptacle—a 
thimble, a little box of pepper- 
mint, and a morsel of court-plas- 
ter. “I don’t believe she would 
have any dinner—or any break- 
fast,’ said Miss Wentworth. “I 
don’t believe she knows how to do 
anything herself. I should have to 
get her ever so many servants, and 
she wouldn’t like them.” 

“She has a maid,” said Ger- 
trude; “a French maid. She men- 
tioned her.” 

“I wonder if the maid has a lit- 
tle fluted cap and red slippers,” 
said Lizzie Acton. “There was a 
French maid in that play that 
Robert took me to see. She had 
pink stockings; she was very 
wicked.” 

“She was a soubrette,” Gertrude 
announced, who had never seen 
a play in her life. “They call that 
a soubrette. It will be a great 
chance to learn French.” Char- 
lotte gave a little soft, helpless: 
groan. She had a vision of a 
wicked, theatrical person, clad in 
pink stockings and red shoes, and 
speaking, with confounding volu- 
bility, an incomprehensible tongue, 
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flitting through the sacred pene- 
tralia of that large, clean house. 
“That is one reason in favor of 
their coming here,” Gertrude went 
on. “But we can make Eugenia 
speak French to us, and Felix. I 
mean to begin —the next time.” 

Mr. Wentworth had kept her 
standing near him, and he gave 
her his earnest, thin, unresponsive 
glance again. “I want you to make 
me a promise, Gertrude,” he said. 

“What is it?” she asked, smiling. 

“Not to get excited. Not to al- 
low these—these occurrences to 
be an occasion for excitement.” 

She looked down at him a mo- 
ment, and then she shook her 
head. “I don’t think. I can prom- 
ise that, father. I am excited al- 
ready.” 

Mr. Wentworth was silent a 
while; they all were silent, as if in 
recognition of something audacious 
and_ portentous. 

“I think they had better go to 
the other house,” said Charlotte, 
quietly. 

“T shall keep them in the other 
house,” Mr. Wentworth subjoined, 
more pregnantly. 

Gertrude turned away; then she 
looked across at Robert Acton. Her 
cousin Robert was a great friend 
of hers; she often looked at him 
this way instead of saying things. 
Her glance on this occasion, how- 
ever, struck him as a substitute for 
a larger volume of diffident ut- 
terance than usual inviting him to 
observe, among other things, the 
inefficiency of her father’s design 
—if design it was—for diminish- 
ing, in the interest of quiet nerves, 
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their occasions of contact with 
their foreign relatives. But Acton 
immediately complimented Mr. 
Wentworth upon his liberality. 
“That’s a very nice thing to do,” 
he said, “giving them the little 
house. You will have treated them 
handsomely, and, whatever hap- 
pens, you will be glad of it.” Mr. 
Wentworth was liberal, and he 
knew he was liberal. It gave him 
pleasure to know it, to feel it, to 
see it recorded; and this pleasure 
is the only palpable form of self- 
indulgence with which the narra- 
tor of these incidents will be able 
to charge him. 

“A three days’ visit at most, 
over there, is all I should have 
found possible,” Madame Miun- 
ster remarked to her brother, after 
they had taken possession of the 
little white house. “It would have 
been too intime — decidedly too in- 
time. Breakfast, dinner, and tea en 
famille —it would have been the 
end of the world if I could have 
reached the third day.” And she 
made the same observation to her 
maid Augustine, an intelligent per- 
son, who enjoyed a liberal share 
of her confidence. Felix declared 
that he would willingly spend his 
life in the bosom of the Went- 
worth family; that they were the 
kindest, simplest, most amiable 
people in the world, and that he 
had taken a prodigious fancy to 
them all. The Baroness quite 
agreed with him that they were 
simple and kind; they were thor- 
oughly nice people, and she liked’ 
them extremely. The girls were 
perfect ladies; it was impossible to 
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be more of a lady than Charlotte 
Wentworth, in spite of her little 
village air. “But as for thinking 
them the best company in the 
world,” said the Baroness, “that is 
another thing; and as for wishing 
to live porte a porte with them, I 
should as soon think of wishing 
myself back in the convent again, 
to wear a bombazine apron and 
sleep in a dormitory.” And yet the 
Baroness was in high good humor; 
she had been very much pleased. 
With her lively perception and her 
refined imagination, she was ca- 
pable of enjoying anything that 
was characteristic, anything that 
was good of its kind. The Went- 
worth household seemed to her 
very perfect in its kind — wonder- 
fully peaceful and unspotted; per- 
vaded by a sort of dove-colored 
freshness that had all the quietude 
and benevolence of what she 
deemed to be Quakerism, and yet 
seemed to be founded upon a 
degree of material abundance for 
which, in certain matters of de- 
tail, one might have looked in 
vain at the frugal little court of 
Silberstadt-Schreckenstein. She per- 
ceived immediately that her Amer- 
ican relatives thought and talked 
very little about money; and this of 
itself made an impression upon Eu- 
genia’s imagination. She perceived 
at the same time that if Charlotte 


or Gertrude should ask their father © 


for a very considerable sum he 
would at once place it in their 
hands; and this made a still greater 
impression. The greatest impression 
of all, perhaps, was made by an- 
other rapid induction. The Baron- 
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ess had an immediate conviction 
that Robert Acton would put his 
hand into his pocket every day in 
the week if that rattle-pated little 
sister of his should bid him. The 
men in this country, said the Bar- 
oness, are evidently very obliging. 
Her declaration that she was look- 
ing for rest and retirement had 
been by no means wholly untrue; 
nothing that the Baroness said was 
wholly untrue. It is but fair to add, 
perhaps, that nothing that she said 
was wholly true. She wrote to a 
friend in Germany that it was a 
return to nature; it was like drink- 
ing new milk, and she was very 
fond of new milk. She said to her- 
self, of course, that it would be a 
little dull; but there can be no bet- 
ter proof of her good spirits than 
the fact that she thought she 
should not mind its being’ a little 
dull. It seemed to her, when from 
the piazza of her eleemosynary cot- 
tage she looked out over the sound- 
less fields, the stony pastures, the 
clear-faced ponds, the rugged lit- 
tle orchards, that she had never 
been in the midst of so peculiarly 
intense a stillness; it was almost a 
delicate sensual pleasure. It was 
all very good, very innocent and 
safe, and out of it something good 
must come. Augustine, indeed, 
who had an unbounded faith in 
her mistress’s wisdom and _ far- 
sightedness, was a great deal per- 
plexed and depressed. She was al- 
ways ready to take her cue when 
she understood it; but she liked to 
understand it, and on this occasion 
comprehension failed. What, in- 
deed, was the Baroness doing 
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dans cette galére? what fish did 
she expect to land out of, these 
very stagnant waters? The game 
was evidently a deep one. Augus- 
tine could trust her; but the sense 
of walking in the dark betrayed 
itself in the physiognomy of this 
spare, sober, sallow, middle-aged 
person, who had nothing in com- 
mon with Gertrude Wentworth’s 
conception of a soubrette, by the 
most ironical scowl that had ever 
rested upon the unpretending to- 
kens of the peace and plenty of 
the Wentworths. Fortunately, Au- 
gustine could quench skepticism 
in action. She quite agreed with 
her mistress—or rather she quite 
outstripped her mistress — in think- 
ing that the little white house was 
pitifully bare. “Il faudra,” said 
Augustine, “lui faire un peu de 
toilette.* And she began to hang 
up portiéres in the doorways; to 
place wax candles, procured after 
some research, in unexpected sit- 
uations; to dispose anomalous 
draperies over the arms of sofas 
and the backs of chairs. The Bar- 
oness had brought with her to the 
New World a copious provision of 
the element of costume; and the 
two Miss Wentworths, when they 
came over to see her, were some- 
what bewildered by the obtrusive 
distribution of her wardrobe. 
There were India shawls sus- 
pended, curtain-wise, in the par- 
lor door, and curious fabrics, cor- 
responding to Gertrude’s meta- 
physical vision of an opera-cloak, 
tumbled about in the sitting- 
places. There were pink silk blinds 
in the windows, by which the 
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room was strangely bedimmed; 
and along the chimney-piece was 
disposed a remarkable band of 
velvet, covered with coarse, dirty- 
looking lace. “I have been making 
myself a little comfortable,” said 
the Baroness, much to the confu- 
sion of Charlotte, who had been 
on the point of proposing to come 
and help her put her superfluous 
draperies away. But what Char- 
lotte mistook for an almost culpa- 
bly delayed subsidence Gertrude 
very presently perceived to be the 
most ingenious, the most interest- 
ing, the most romantic intention. 
“What is life, indeed, without cur- 
tains?” she secretly asked herself; 
and she appeared to herself to 
have been leading hitherto an ex- 
istence singularly garish and to- 
tally devoid of festoons. 

Felix was not a young man who 
troubled himself greatly about 
anything —least of all about the 
conditions of enjoyment. His fac- 
ulty of enjoyment was so large, so 
unconsciously eager, that it may 
be said of it that it had a perma- 
nent advance upon embarrassment 
and sorrow. His sentient faculty 
was intrinsically joyous, and nov- 
elty and change were in them- 
selves a delight to him. As they 
had come to him with a great deal 
of frequency, his life had been 
more agreeable than appeared. 
Never was a nature more per- 
fectly fortunate. It was not a 
restless, apprehensive, ambitious 
spirit, running a race with the 
tyranny of fate, but a temper so 
unsuspicious as to put Adversity 
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ing her with the easy, natural mo- 
tion of a wind-shifted flower. Fe- 
lix extracted entertainment from 
all things, and all his faculties— 
his imagination, his intelligence, 
his affections, his senses—had a 
hand in the game. It seemed to 
him that Eugenia and he had been 
very well treated; there was some- 
thing absolutely touching in that 
combination of paternal liberality 
and social considerateness which 
marked Mr. Wentworth’s deport- 
ment. It was most uncommonly 
kind of him, for instance, to have 
given them a house. Felix was 
positively amused at having a 
house of his own; for the little 
white cottage among the apple- 
trees—the chalet, as Madame 
Miinster always called it—was 
much more sensibly his own. than 
any domiciliary quatriéme, look- 
ing upon a court, with the rent 
overdue. Felix had spent a good 
deal of his life in looking into 
courts, with a perhaps slightly tat- 
tered pair of elbows resting upon 
the ledge of a high-perched win- 
dow, and the thin smoke of a cig- 
arette rising into an atmosphere in 
which street-cries died away and 
the vibration of chimes from an- 
cient belfries became sensible. He 
had never known anything so in- 
finitely rural as these New Eng- 
land: fields; and he took a great 
fancy to all their pastoral rough- 
nesses. He had never had a 
greater sense of luxurious security; 
and at the risk of making him 
seem a rather sordid adventurer I 
must declare that he found an ir- 
resistible charm in the fact that he 
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might dine every day at his un- 
cle’s. The charm was irresistible, 
however, because his fancy flung 
a rosy light over this homely priv- 
ilege. He appreciated highly the 
fare that was set before him. 
There was a kind of fresh-looking 
abundance about it which made 
him think that people must have 
lived so in the mythological era, 
when they spread their tables 
upon the grass, replenished them 
from cornucopias, and had no par- 
ticular need of kitchen stoves. But 
the great thing that Felix enjoyed 
was having found a family — sit- 
ting in the midst of gentle, gener- 
ous people whom he might call 
by their first names. He had never 
known anything more charming 
than the attention they paid to 
what he said. It was like a large 
sheet of clean, fine-grained draw- 
ing-paper, all ready to be washed 
over with effective splashes of wa- 
ter-color. He had never had any 
cousins, and he had never before 
found himself in contact so unre- 
stricted with young unmarried la- 
dies. He was extremely fond of 
the society of ladies, and it was 
new to him that it might be en- 
joyed in just this manner. At first 
he hardly knew what to make of 
his state of mind. It seemed to him 
that he was in love, indiscrimi- 
nately, with three girls at once. 
He saw that Lizzie Acton was 
more brilliantly pretty than Char- 
lotte and Gertrude; but this was 
scarcely a superiority. His pleas- 
ure came from something they 
had in common—a part of which 
was, indeed, that physical delicacy 
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which seemed to make it proper 
that they should always dress in 
thin materials and clear colors. 
But they were delicate in other 
ways, and it was most agreeable 
to him to feel that these latter del- 
icacies were appreciable by con- 
tact, as it were. He had known, 
fortunately, many virtuous gentle- 
women, but it now appeared to 
him that in his relations with 
them (especially when they were 
unmarried) he had been looking 
at pictures under glass. He per- 
ceived at present what a nuisance 
the glass had been — how it per- 
verted and interfered, how it 
caught the reflection of other ob- 
jects and kept you walking from 
side to side. He had no need to 
ask himself whether Charlotte and 
Gertrude, and Lizzie Acton, were 
in the right light; they were al- 
ways in the right light. He liked 
everything about them: he was, 
for instance, not at all above lik- 
ing the fact that they had very 
slender feet and high insteps. He 
liked their pretty noses; he liked 
their surprised eyes and their hes- 
itating, not at all positive way of 
speaking; he liked so much know- 
ing that he was perfectly at lib- 
erty to be alone for hours, any- 
where, with either of them; that 
preference for one to the other, as 
a companion of solitude, remained 
a minor affair. Charlotte Went- 
worth’s sweetly severe features 
were as agreeable as Lizzie Acton’s 
wonderfully expressive blue eyes; 
and Gertrude’s air of being always 
ready to walk about and listen was 
as charming as anything else, es- 
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pecially as she walked very grace- 
fully. After a while Felix began 
to distinguish; but even then he 
would often wish, suddenly, that 
they were not all so sad. Even 
Lizzie Acton, in spite of her fine 
little chatter and laughter, ap- 
peared sad. Even Clifford Went- 
worth, who had extreme youth in 
his favor, and kept a buggy with 
enormous wheels and a little sor- 
rel mare with the prettiest legs in 
the world — even this fortunate lad 
was apt to have an averted, un- 
comfortable glance, and to edge 
away from you at times, in the 
manner of a person with a bad 
conscience. The only person in the 
circle with no sense of oppression 
of any kind was, to Felix’s per- 
ception, Robert Acton. 

It might perhaps have been 
feared that after the completion 
of those graceful domiciliary em- 
bellishments which have been 
mentioned Madame Miinster 
would have found herself con- 
fronted with alarming possibilities 
of ennui. But as yet she had not 
taken the alarm. The Baroness 
was_a restless soul, and she pro- 
jected her restlessness, as it may 
be said, into any situation that lay 
before her. Up to a certain point 
her restlessness might be counted 
upon to entertain her. She was al- 
ways expecting something to hap- 
pen, and, until it was disap- 
pointed, expectancy itself was a 
delicate pleasure. What the Bar- 
oness expected just now it would 
take some ingenuity to set forth; 
it is enough that while she looked 
about her she found something to 
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occupy her imagination. She as- 
sured herself that she was en- 
chanted with her new relatives; 
she professed to herself that, like 
her brother, she felt! it a sacred 
satisfaction to have found a fam- 
ily. It is certain that she enjoyed 
to the utmost the gentleness of 
her kinsfolk’s deference. She had, 
first and last, received a great deal 
of admiration, and her experience 
of well-turned compliments was 
very considerable; but she knew 
that she had never been so real a 
power, never counted for so much, 
as now when, for the first time, 
the standard of comparison of her 
little circle was a prey to vague- 
ness. The sense, indeed, that the 
good people about her had, as. re- 
gards her remarkable self, no 
standard of comparison at all gave 
her a feeling of almost illimitable 
power. It was true, as she said to 
herself, that if for this reason they 
would be able to discover nothing 
against her, so they would per- 
haps neglect to perceive some of 
her superior points; but she al- 
ways wound up her reflections by 
declaring that she would take care 
of that. 

Charlotte and Gertrude were in 
some perplexity between their de- 
sire to show all proper attention 
to Madame Miinster and their fear 
of being importunate. The little 
house in the orchard had hitherto 
been occupied during the summer 
months by intimate friends of the 
family, or by poor relations who 
found in Mr. Wentworth a land- 
lord attentive to repairs and obliv- 
ious of quarter-day. Under these 
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circumstances the open door of 
the small house and that of the 
large one, facing each other across 
their homely gardens, levied no tax 
upon hourly visits. But the Misses 
Wentworth received an impres- 
sion that Eugenia was no friend 
to the primitive custom of “drop- 
ping in;” she evidently had no 
idea of living without a door- 
keeper. “One goes into your house 
as into an inn—except that there 
are no servants rushing forward,” 
she said to Charlotte. And she 
added that that was very charm- 
ing. Gertrude explained to her sis- 
ter that she meant just the re- 
verse; she didn’t like it at all. 
Charlotte inquired why she should 
tell an untruth, and Gertrude an- 
swered that there was probably 
some very good reason for it 
which they should discover when 
they knew her better. “There can 
surely be no good reason for tell- 
ing an untruth,” said Charlotte. “I 
hope she does not think so.” 

They had of course desired, 
from the first, to do everything in 
the way of helping her to arrange 
herself. It had seemed to Char- 
lotte that there would be a great 
many things to talk about; but the 
Baroness was apparently inclined 
to talk about nothing. 

“Write her a note, asking her 
leave to come and see her. I think 
that is what she will like,” said 
Gertrude. 

“Why should I give her the 
trouble of answering me?” Char- 
lotte asked. “She will have to write 
a note and send it over.” 

“T don’t think she will take any 
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trouble,” said Gertrude, 
foundly. 

“What then will she do?” 

“That is what I am curious to 
see,” said Gertrude, leaving her 
sister with an impression that her 
curiosity was morbid. 

They went to see the Baroness 
without preliminary correspond- 
ence; and in the little salon which 
she had already created, with its 
becoming light and its festoons, 
they found Robert Acton. 

Eugenia was intensely gracious, 
but she accused them of neglect- 
ing her cruelly. “You see Mr. Ac- 
ton has had to take pity upon me,” 
she said. “My brother goes off 
sketching, for hours; I can never 
depend upon him. So I was to 
send Mr. Acton to beg you to 
come and give me the benefit of 
your wisdom.” 

Gertrude looked at her sister. 
She wanted to say, “That is what 
she would have done.” Charlotte 
said that they hoped the Baroness 
would always come and dine with 
them; it would give them so much 
pleasure; and, in that case, she 
would spare herself the trouble of 
having a cook. 

“Ah, but I must have a cook!” 
cried the Baroness. “An old ne- 
gress in a yellow turban. I have 
set my heart upon that. I want to 
look out of my window and see 
her sitting there on the grass, 
against the background of those 
crooked, dusky little apple-trees, 
pulling the husks off a lapful of 
Indian corn. That will be local 
color, you know. There isn’t much 
of it here—you don’t mind my 
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saying that, do youP—so one 
must make the most of what one 
can get. I shall be most happy to 
dine with you whenever you will 
let me; but I want to be able to 
ask you sometimes. And I want to 
be able to ask Mr. Acton,” added 
the Baroness. 

“You must come and ask me at 
home,” said Acton. “You must 
come and see me; you must dine 
with me first. I want to show you 
my place; I want to introduce you 
to my mother.” He called again 
upon Madame Miinster, two days 
later. He was constantly at the 
other house; he used to walk 
across the fields from his own 
place, and he appeared to have 
fewer scruples than his cousins 
with regard to dropping in. On 
this occasion he found that Mr. 
Brand had come to pay his re- 
spects to the charming stranger; 
but after Acton’s arrival the young 
theologian said nothing. He sat in 
his chair with his two hands 
clasped, fixing upon his hostess a 
grave, fascinated stare. The Bar- 
oness talked to Robert Acton, but, 
as she talked, she turned and 
smiled at Mr. Brand, who never 
took his eyes off her. The two 
men walked away together; they 
were going to Mr. Wentworth’s. 
Mr. Brand still said nothing; but 
after they had passed into Mr. 
Wentworth’s garden he stopped 
and looked back for some time at 
the little white house. Then, look- 
ing at his companion, with his 
head bent a little to one side and 
his eyes somewhat contracted, 
“Now I suppose that’s what is 
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called conversation,” he said; “real 
conversation.” 

“It’s what I call a very clever 
woman,” said Acton, laughing.~ 

“It is most interesting,” Mr. 
Brand continued. “I only wish she 
would speak French; it would 
seem more in keeping. It must be 
quite the style that we have heard 
about, that we have read about — 
the style of conversation of Ma- 
dame de Staél, of Madame Ré- 
camier.” 

Acton also looked at Madame 
Miinster’s residence among_ its 
hollyhocks and apple-trees. “What 
I should like to know,” he said, 
smiling, “is just what has brought 
Madame Récamier to live in that 
place!” 
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Mr. WENTWORTH, with his cane 
and his gloves in his hand, went 
every afternoon to call upon his 
niece. A couple of hours later she 
came over to the great house to 
tea. She had let the proposal that 
she should regularly dine there 
fall to the ground; she was in the 
enjoyment of whatever satisfac- 
tion was to be derived from the 
spectacle of an old negress in a 
crimson turban shelling peas un- 
der the apple-trees. Charlotte, 
who had provided the ancient ne- 
gress, thought it must be a strange 
household, Eugenia having told 
her that Augustine managed ev- 
erything, the ancient negress in- 
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cluded — Augustine who was nat- 
urally devoid of all acquaintance 
with the expurgatory English 
tongue. By far the most immoral 
sentiment which I shall have oc- 
casion to attribute to Charlotte 
Wentworth was a certain emotion 
of disappointment at finding that, 
in spite of these irregular condi- 
tions, the domestic arrangements 
at the small house were appar- 
ently not— from Eugenia’s pecul- 
iar point of view — strikingly of- 
fensive. The Baroness found it 
amusing to go to tea; she dressed 
as if for dinner. The tea-table of- 
fered an anomalous and _pictur- 
esque repast; and on leaving it 
they all sat and talked in the large 
piazza, or wandered about the 
garden in the starlight, with their 
ears full of those sounds of strange 
insects which, though they are 
supposed to be, all over the world, 
a part of the magic of summer 
nights, seemed to the Baroness to 
have beneath these western skies 
an incomparable resonance. 

Mr. Wentworth, though, as I 
say, he went punctiliously to call 
upon her, was not able to feel that 
he was getting used to his niece. 
It taxed his imagination to believe 
that she was really his half-sister’s 
child. His sister was a figure of 
his early years; she had been only 
twenty when she went abroad, 
never to return, making in foreign 
parts a_ willful and undesirable 
marriage. His aunt, Mrs. White- 
side, who had taken her to Eu- 
rope for the benefit of the tour, 
gave, on her return, so lamenta- 
ble an account of Mr. Adolphus 
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Young, to whom the headstrong 
girl had united her destiny, that it 
operated as a chill upon family 
feeling — especially in the case of 
the half-brothers. Catherine had 
done nothing subsequently to pro- 
pitiate her family; she had not 
even written to them in a way that 
indicated a lucid appreciation of 
their suspended sympathy; so that 
it had become a tradition in Bos- 
ton circles that the highest char- 
ity, as regards this young lady, 
was to think it well to forget her, 
and to abstain from conjecture as 
to the extent to which her aber- 
rations were reproduced in her de- 
scendants. Over these young peo- 
ple —a vague report of their ex- 
istence had come to his ears — 
Mr. Wentworth had not, in the 
course of years, allowed his imag- 
ination to hover. It had plenty 
of occupation nearer home, and 
though he had many cares upon 
his conscience the idea that he 
had been an unnatural uncle was, 
very properly, never among the 
number. Now that his nephew and 
niece had come before him, he 
perceived that they were the fruit 
of influences and circumstances 
very different from those under 
which his own familiar progeny 
had reached a vaguely-qualified 
maturity. He felt no provocation 
to say that these influences had 
been exerted for evil; but he was 
sometimes afraid that he should 
not be able to like his distin- 
guished, delicate, lady-like niece. 
He was paralyzed and bewildered 
by her foreignness. She spoke, 
somehow, a different language. 
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There was something strange in 
her words. He had a feeling that 
another man, in his place, would 
accommodate himself to her tone; 
would ask her, questions and joke 
with her, reply to those pleasant- 
ries of her own which sometimes 
seemed startling as addressed to 
an uncle. But Mr. Wentworth 
could not do these things. He 
could not even bring himself to 
attempt to measure her position 
in the world. She was the wife of 
a foreign nobleman who desired 
to repudiate her. This had a singu- 
lar sound, but the old man felt 
himself destitute of the materials 
for a judgment. It seemed to him 
that he ought to find them in his 
own experience, as a man of the 
world and an almost public char- 
acter; but they were not there, 
and he was ashamed to confess to 
himself —much more to reveal to 
Eugenia by interrogations possi- 
bly too innocent — the unfurnished 
condition of this repository. 

It appeared to him that he 
could get much nearer, as he 
would have said, to his nephew; 
though he was not sure that Fe- 
lix was altogether safe. He was so 
bright and handsome and talkative 
that it was impossible not to think 
well of him; and yet it seemed as 
if there were something almost 
impudent, almost vicious — or as if 
there ought to be—in a young 
man being at once so joyous and 
so positive. It was to be observed 
that while Felix was not at all a 
serious young man there was some- 
how more of him—he had more 
weight and volume and resonance 
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—than a number of young men 
who were distinctly serious. While 
Mr. Wentworth meditated upon 
this anomaly his nephew was’ ad- 
miring him  unrestrictedly. He 
thought him a most delicate, gen- 
erous, high-toned old gentleman, 
with a very handsome head, of the 
ascetic type, which he promised 
himself the profit of sketching. Fe- 
lix was far from having made a 
secret of the fact that he wielded 
the paint-brush, and it was not his 
own fault if it failed to be gener- 
ally understood that he was pre- 
pared to execute the most striking 
likenesses on the most reasonable 
terms. “He is an artist my cous- 
in is an artist,” said Gertrude; 
and she offered this information 
to every one who would receive it. 
She offered it to herself, as it 
were, by way of admonition and 
reminder; she repeated to herself 
at odd moments, in lonely places, 
that Felix was invested with this 
sacred character. Gertrude had 
never seen an artist before; she 
~had only read about such people. 
They seemed to her a romantic 
and mysterious class, whose life 
was made up of those agreeable 
accidents that never happened to 
other persons. And it merely 
quickened her meditations on this 
point that Felix should declare, as 
he repeatedly did, that he was re- 
ally not an artist. “I have never 
gone into the thing seriously,” he 
said. “I have never studied; I have 
had no training. I do a little of 
everything, and nothing well. I am 
only an amateur.” 

It pleased Gertrude even more 
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to think that he was an amateur 
than to think that he was an art- 
ist; the former word, to her fancy, 
had an even subtler connotation. 
She knew, however, that it was a 
word to use more soberly. Mr. 
Wentworth ‘used it freely; for 
though he had not been exactly 
familiar with it, he found it con- 
venient as a help toward classify- 
ing Felix, who, as a young man 
extremely clever and active and 
apparently respectable and yet 
not engaged in any recognized 
business, was an importunate an- 
omaly. Of course the Baroness and 
her brother—she was always 
spoken of first— were a welcome 
topic of conversation between Mr. 
Wentworth and his daughters and 
their occasional visitors, 

“And the young man, your 
nephew, what is his profession?” 
asked an old _ gentleman— Mr. 
Broderip, of Salem—who_ had 
been Mr. Wentworth’s classmate 
at Harvard College in the year 
1809, and who came into his of- 
fice in Devonshire Street. (Mr. 
Wentworth, in his later years, 
used to go but three times a week 
to his office, where he had a large 
amount of highly confidential 
trust-business to transact.) 

“Well, he’s an amateur,” said 
Felix’s uncle, with folded hands, 
and with a certain satisfaction in 
being able to say it. And Mr. 
Broderip had gone back to Salem 
with a feeling that this was prob- 
ably a “European” expression for 
a broker or a grain exporter. 

“T should like to do your head, 
sir,” said Felix to his uncle one 
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evening before them  all—Mr. 
Brand and Robert Acton being 
also present. “I think I should 
make a very fine thing of it. It’s 
an interesting head; it’s very me- 
dizeval.” 

Mr. Wentworth looked grave; 
he felt awkwardly, as if all the 
company had come in and found 
him standing before the looking- 
glass. “The Lord made it,” he 
said. “I don’t think it is for man 
to make it over again.” 

“Certainly the Lord made it,” 
replied Felix, laughing, “and he 
made it very well. But life has 
been touching up the work. It is 
a very interesting type of head. 
It’s delightfully wasted and ema- 
ciated. The complexion is wonder- 
fully bleached.” And Felix looked 
round at the circle, as if to call 
their attention to these interesting 
points. Mr. Wentworth grew vis- 
ibly paler. “I should like to do you 
as an old prelate, an old cardinal, 
or the prior of an order.” 

“A prelate, a cardinal?” mur- 
mured Mr. Wentworth. “Do you 
refer to the Roman Catholic priest- 
hood?” 

“I mean an old ecclesiastic who 
should have led a pure, abstinent 
life. Now I take it that has been 
the case with you, sir; one sees it 
in your face,” Felix proceeded. 
“You have been very —a—very 
moderate. Don’t you think one al- 
ways sees that in a man’s face?” 

“You see more in a man’s face 
than I should think of looking 
for,” said Mr. Wentworth coldly. 

The Baroness rattled her fan, 
and gave her brilliant laugh. “It is 
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a risk to look so close!” she ex- 
claimed. “My uncle has some pec- 
cadilloes on his conscience.” Mr. 
Wentworth looked at her, pain- 
fully at a loss; and in so far as 
the signs of a pure and abstinent 
life were visible in his face they 
were then probably peculiarly 
manifest. “You are a beau vieil- 
lard, dear uncle,” said Madame 
Miinster, smiling with her foreign 
eyes. 

“J think you are paying me a 
compliment,” said the old man. 

“Surely, I am not the first 
woman that ever did so!” cried 
the Baroness. 

“I think you are,” said Mr. 
Wentworth gravely. And turning 
to Felix he added, in the same 
tone, “Please don’t take my like- 
ness. My children have my da- 
guerreotype. That is quite satis- 
factory.” 

“I won't promise,” said Felix, 
“not to work your head into some- 
thing!” 

Mr. Wentworth looked at him 
and then at all the others; then he 
got up and slowly walked away. 

“Felix,” said Gertrude, in the 
silence that followed, “I wish you 
would paint my portrait.” 

Charlotte wondered whether 
Gertrude was right in wishing 
this; and she looked at Mr. Brand 
as the most legitimate way of as- 
certaining. Whatever Gertrude did 
or said, Charlotte always looked 
at Mr. Brand. It was a standing 
pretext for looking at Mr. Brand 
— always, as Charlotte thought, in 
the interest of Gertrude’s welfare. 
It is true that she felt a tremu- 
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lous interest in Gertrude being 
right; for Charlotte, in her small, 
still way, was an heroic sister. 

“We should be glad to have 
your portrait, Miss Gertrude,” said 
Mr. Brand. 

“I should be delighted to paint 
so charming a model,” Felix de- 
clared. 

“Do you think you are so lovely, 
my dear?” asked Lizzie Acton, 
with her little inoffensive pertness, 
biting off a knot in her knitting. 

“It is not because I think I am 
beautiful,” said Gertrude, looking 
all round. “I don’t think I am 
beautiful, at all.” She spoke with 
a sort of conscious deliberateness; 
and it seemed very strange to 
Charlotte to hear her discussing 
this question so publicly. “It is be- 
cause I think it would be amusing 
to sit and be painted. I have al- 
ways thought that.” 

“IT am sorry you have not had 
better things to think about, my 
daughter,” said Mr. Wentworth. 

“You are very beautiful, cousin 
Gertrude,” Felix declared. 

“That’s a compliment,” said 
Gertrude. “I put all the compli- 
ments I receive into a little money- 
jug that has a slit in the side. I 
shake them up and down, and 
they rattle. There are not many 
yet — only two or three.” 

“No, it’s not a compliment,” Fe- 
lix rejoined. “See; I am careful not 
to give it the form of a compli- 
ment. I didn’t think you were 
beautiful at first. But you have 
come to seem so little by little.” 

“Take care, now, your jug 
doesn’t burst!” exclaimed Lizzie. 
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“JT think sitting for one’s por- 
trait is only one of the various 
forms of idleness,” said Mr. Went- 
worth. “Their name is legion.” 

“My dear sir,” cried Felix, “you 
can’t be said to be idle when you 
are making a man work so!” 

“One might be painted while 
one is asleep,” suggested Mr. 
Brand, as a contribution to the 
discussion. 

“Ah, do paint me while I am 
asleep,” said Gertrude to Felix, 
smiling. And she closed her eyes 
a little. It had by this time be- 
come a matter of almost exciting 
anxiety to Charlotte what Ger- 
trude would say or would do next. 

She began to sit for her por- 
trait on the following day — in the 
open air, on the north side of the 
piazza. “I wish you would tell me 
what you think of us—how we 
seem to you,” she said to Felix, as 
he sat before his easel. 

“You seem to me the best peo- 
ple in the world,” said Felix. 

“You say that,” Gertrude re- 
sumed, “because it saves you the 
trouble of saying anything else.” 

The young man glanced at her 
over the top of his canvas. “What 
else should I say? It would cer- 
tainly be a great deal of trouble to 
say anything different.” 

“Well,” said Gertrude, “you 
have seen people before that you 
have liked, have you not?” 

“Indeed I have, thank Heaven!” 

“And they have been very dif- 
ferent from us,” Gertrude went on. 

“That only proves,” said Felix, 
“that there are a thousand differ- 
ent ways of being good company.” 
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“Do you think us good com- 
pany?” asked Gertrude. 

“Company for a king!” 

Gertrude was silent a moment; 
and then, “There must be a 
thousand different ways of being 
dreary,” she said; “and sometimes 
I think we make use of them 
alk” 

Felix stood up quickly, holding 
up his hand. “If you could only 
keep that look on your face for 
half an hour—while I catch it!” 
he said. “It is uncommonly hand- 
some.” 

“To look handsome for half an 
hour — that is a great deal to ask 
of me,” she answered. 

“It would be the portrait of a 
young woman who has taken some 
vow, some pledge, that she repents 
of,” said Felix, “and who is think- 
ing it over at leisure.” 

“IT have taken no vow, no 
pledge,” said Gertrude, very 
gravely; “I have nothing to re- 
pent of.” 

“My dear cousin, that was only 
a figure of speech. I am very sure 
that no one in your excellent fam- 
ily has anything to repent of.” 

“And yet we are always repent- 
ing!” Gertrude exclaimed. “That is 
what I mean by our being dreary. 
You know it perfectly well; you 
only pretend that you don’t.” 

Felix gave a quick laugh. “The 
half hour is going on, and yet you 
are handsomer than ever. One 
must be careful what one says, 
you see.” 

“To me,” said Gertrude, “you 
can say anything.” 

Felix looked at her, as an artist 
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might, and painted for some time 
in silence. 

“Yes, you seem to me different 
from your father and sister — from 
most of the people you have lived 
with,” he observed. 

“To say that one’s self,” Ger- 
trude went on, “is like saying — by- 
implication, at least —that one is 
better. I am not better; I am 
much worse. But they say them- 
selves that I am different. It makes 
them unhappy.” 

“Since you accuse me of con- 
cealing my real impressions, I may 
admit that I think the tendency — 
among you generally—is to be 
made unhappy too easily.” 

“I wish you would tell that to 
my father,” said Gertrude. 

“It might make him more un- 
happy!” Felix exclaimed, laughing. 

“It certainly would. I don’t be- 
lieve you have seen people like 
that.” 

“Ah, my dear cousin, how do you 
know what I have seen?” Felix de- 
manded. “How can I tell you?” 

“You might tell me a great many 
things, if you only would. You 
have seen people like yourself — 
people who are bright and gay 
and fond of amusement. We are 
not fond of amusement.” 

“Yes,” said Felix, “I confess that 
rather strikes me. You don’t seem 
to me to get all the pleasure out of 
life that you might. You don’t seem 
to me to enjoy Do you 
mind my saying this?” he asked, 
pausing. 

“Please go on,” said the girl, 
earnestly. 

“You seem to me very well 
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placed for enjoying. You have 
money and liberty and what is 
called in Europe a ‘position.’ But 
you take a painful view of life; as 
one may say.” 

“One ought to think it bright 
and charming and delightful, eh?” 
asked Gertrude. 

“I should say so—if one can. 
It is true it all depends upon that,” 
Felix added. 

“You know there is a great deal 
of misery in the world,” said his 
model. 

“I have seen a little of it,” the 
young man rejoined. “But it was 
all over there — beyond the sea. I 
don’t see any here. This is a para- 
dise.” 

Gertrude said nothing; she sat 
looking at the dahlias and the cur- 
rant-bushes in the garden, while 
Felix went on with his work. “To 
‘enjoy, ” she began at last, “to 
take life — not painfully, must one 
do something wrong?” 

Felix gave his long, light laugh 
again. “Seriously, I think not. And 
for this reason, among others: you 
strike me as very capable of en- 
joying, if the chance were given 
you, and yet at the same time as 
incapable of wrong-doing.” 

“I am sure,” said Gertrude, “that 
you are very wrong in telling a 
person that she is incapable of 
that. We are never nearer to evil 
than when we believe that.” 

“You are handsomer than ever,” 
observed Felix, irrelevantly. 

Gertrude had got used to hear- 
ing him say this. There was not 
so much excitement in it as at first. 
“What ought one to do?” she con- 
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tinued. “To give parties, to go to 
the theatre, to read novels, to keep 
late hours?” 

“T don’t think it’s what one does 
or one doesn’t do that promotes 
enjoyment,” her companion an- 
swered. “It is the general way of 
looking at life.” 

“They look at it as a discipline 
— that’s what they do here. I have 
often been told that.” 

“Well, that’s very good. But 
there is another: way,” added Fe- 
lix, smiling: “to look at it as an 
opportunity.” 

“An opportunity — yes,” said 
Gertrude. “One would get more 
pleasure that way.” 

“T don’t attempt to say anything 
better for it than that it has been 
my own way — and that is not say- 
ing much!” Felix had laid down 
his palette and brushes; he was 
leaning back, with his arms folded, 
to judge the effect of his work. 
“And you know,” he said, “I am 
a very petty personage.” 

“You have a great deal of tal- 
ent,” said Gertrude. 

“No—no,” the young man re- 
joined, in a tone of cheerful im- 
partiality, “I have not a great deal 
of talent. It is nothing at all re- 
markable. I assure you I should 
know if it were. I shall always be 
obscure. The world will never hear 
of me.” Gertrude looked at him 
with a strange feeling. She was 
thinking of the great world which 
he knew and which she did not, 
and how full of brilliant talents it 
must be, since it could afford to 
make light of his abilities. “You 
needn’t in general attach much im- 
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portance to anything I tell you,” 
he pursued; “but you may believe 
me when I say this,—that I am 
little better than a good-natured 
feather-head.” 

“A feather-head?” she repeated. 

“I am a species of Bohemian.” 

“A Bohemian?” Gertrude had 
never heard this term before, save 
as a geographical denomination; 
and she quite failed to understand 
the figurative meaning which her 
companion appeared to attach to 
it. But it gave her pleasure. 

Felix had pushed back his chair 
and risen to his feet; he slowly 
came toward her, smiling. “I am a 
sort of adventurer,” he said, look- 
ing down at her. 

She got up, meeting his smile. 
“An adventurer?” she repeated. “I 
should like to hear your adven- 
tures.” 

For an instant she believed that 
he was going to take her hand; 
but he dropped his own hands 
suddenly into the pockets of his 
painting-jacket. “There is no rea- 
son why you shouldn't,” he said. 
“I have been an adventurer, but 
my adventures have been very in- 
nocent. They have all been happy 
ones; I don’t think there are any 
I shouldn’t tell. They were very 
pleasant and very pretty; I should 
like to go over them in memory. 
Sit down again, and I will begin,” 
he added in a moment, with his 
naturally persuasive smile. 

Gertrude sat down again on 
that day, and she sat down on sev- 
eral other days. Felix, while he 
plied his brush, told her a great 
many stories, and she listened with 


charmed avidity. Her eyes rested 
upon his lips; she was very seri- 
ous; sometimes, from her air of 
wondering gravity, he thought she 
was displeased. But Felix never 
believed for more than a single 
moment in any displeasure of his 
own producing. This would have 
been fatuity if the optimism it ex- 
pressed had not been much more 
a hope than a prejudice. It is be- 
side the matter to say that he had 
a good conscience; for the best 


conscience is a sort of self-reproach, 


and this young man’s brilliantly 
healthy nature spent itself in ob- 
jective good intentions which were 
ignorant of any test save exactness 
in hitting their mark. He told Ger- 
trude how he had walked over 
France and Italy with a painter’s 
knapsack on his back, paying his 
way often by knocking off a flat- 
tering portrait of his host or host- 
ess. He told her how he had played 
the violin in a little band of mu- 
sicians—not of high celebrity — 
who traveled through foreign lands 
giving provincial concerts. He told 
her also how he had been a mo- 
mentary ornament of a troupe of 
strolling actors, engaged in the ar- 
duous task of interpreting Shake- 
speare to French and German, Po- 
lish and Hungarian audiences. 
While this periodical recital was 
going on, Gertrude lived in a fan- 
tastic world; she seemed to her- 
self to be reading a romance that 
came out in daily numbers. She 
had known nothing so delightful 
since the perusal of “Nicholas 
Nickleby.” One afternoon she went 
to see her cousin, Mrs. Acton, 
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Robert’s mother, who was a great 
invalid, never leaving the house. 
She came back alone, on foot, 
across the fields—this being a 
short way which they often used. 
Felix had gone to Boston with her 
father, who desired to take the 
young man to call upon some of 
his friends, old gentlemen who re- 
membered his mother—remem- 
bered her, but said nothing about 
her —and several of whom, with 
the gentle ladies their wives, had 
driven out from town to pay their 
respects at the little house among 
the apple-trees, in vehicles which 
reminded the Baroness, who re- 
ceived her visitors with discrim- 
inating civility, of the large, light, 
rattling barouche in which she her- 
self had made her journey to this 
neighborhood. The afternoon was 
waning; in the western sky the 
great picture of a New England 
sunset, painted in crimson and 
silver, was suspended from the 
zenith; and the stony pastures, as 
Gertrude traversed them, thinking 
intently to herself, were covered 
with a light, clear glow. At the 
open gate of one of the fields she 
saw from the distance a man’s fig- 
ure; he stood there as if he were 
waiting for her, and as she came 
nearer she recognized Mr. Brand. 
She had a feeling as of not hav- 
ing seen him for some time; she 
could not have said for how long, 
for it yet seemed to her that 
he had been very lately at the 
house. 

“May I walk back with you?” 
he asked. And when she had said 
that he might if he wanted, he ob- 


served that he had seen her and 
recognized her half a mile away. 

“You must have very good eyes,” 
said Gertrude. 

“Yes, I have very good eyes, 
Miss Gertrude,” said Mr. Brand. 
She perceived that he meant some- 
thing; but for a long time past Mr. 
Brand had constantly meant some- 
thing, and she had almost got used 
to it. She felt, however, that what 
he meant had now a renewed 
power to disturb her, to perplex 
and agitate her. He walked beside 
her in silence for a moment, and 
then he added, “I have had no 
trouble in seeing that you are be- 
ginning to avoid me. But per- 
haps,” he went on, “one needn't 
have had very good eyes to see 
that.” 

“T have not avoided you,” said 
Gertrude, without looking at him. 

“I think you have been uncon- 
scious that you were avoiding me,” 
Mr. Brand replied. “You have not 
even known that I was there.” 

“Well, you are here now, Mr. 
Brand!” said Gertrude, with a lit- 
tle laugh. “I know that very well.” 

He made no rejoinder. He sim- 
ply walked beside her slowly, as 
they were obliged to walk over 
the soft grass. Presently they came 
to another gate, which was closed. 
Mr. Brand laid his hand upon it, 
but he made no movement to open 
it; he stood and looked at his com- 
panion. “You are very much in- 
terested — very much absorbed,” 
he said. 

Gertrude glanced at him; she 
saw that he was pale and that he 
looked excited. She had never seen 
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Mr. Brand excited before, and she 
felt that the spectacle, if fully car- 
ried out, would be impressive, al- 
most painful. “Absorbed in what?” 
she asked. Then she looked away 
at the illuminated sky. She felt 
guilty and uncomfortable, and yet 
she was vexed with herself for 
feeling so. But Mr. Brand, as he 
stood there looking at her with his 
small, kind, persistent eyes, repre- 
sented an immense body of half- 
obliterated obligations, that were 
rising again into a certain distinct- 
ness. 

“You have new interests, new 
occupations,” he went on. “I don’t 
know that I can say that you have 
new duties. We have always old 
ones, Gertrude,” he added. 

“Please open the gate, Mr. 
Brand,” she said; and she felt as 
if, in saying so, she were cow- 
ardly and petulant. But he opened 
the gate, and allowed her to pass; 
then he closed it behind himself. 
Before she had time to turn away 
he put out his hand and held her 
an instant by the wrist. 

“I want to say something to 
you,” he said. 

“I know what you want to say,” 
she answered. And she was on the 
point of adding, “And I know just 


how you will say it;” but these 
words she kept back. 
“I love you, Gertrude,” he said. 


“T love you ets much; I love pee 
more than ever.’ 

He said the words just as she 
had known he would; she had 
heard them before. They had no 
charm for her; she had said to her- 
self before that it was very strange. 
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It was supposed to be delightful 
for a woman to listen to such 
words; but these seemed to her 
flat and mechanical. “I wish you 
would forget that,” she declared. 

“How can I—why should I?” 
he asked. 

“I have made you no promise — 
given you no pledge,” she said, 
looking at him, with her voice 
trembling a little. 

“You have let me feel that I 
have an influence over you. You 
have opened your mind to me.” 

“I never opened my mind to 
you, Mr. Brand!” Gertrude cried, 
with some vehemence. 

“Then you were not so frank as 
I thought —as we all thought.” 

“I don’t see what any one else 
had to do with it!” cried the girl. 

“I mean your father and your 
sister. You know it makes them 
happy to think you will listen to 
me.” 

She gave a little laugh. “It 
doesn’t make them happy,” she 
said. “Nothing makes them happy. 
No one is happy here.” 

“I think your cousin is very 
happy — Mr. Young,” rejoined: Mr. 
Brand, in a soft, almost timid tone. 

“So much the better for him!” 
And Gertrude gave her little laugh 
again. 

The young man looked at her 
a moment. “You are very much 
changed,” he said. 

“T am glad to hear it,” 
trude declared. 

“I am not. I have known you a 
long time, and I have loved you 
as you were.” 

“I am much obliged to you,” 
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said Gertrude. “I must be going 
home.” 

He on his side, gave a little 
laugh. - 

“You certainly do avoid me— 
you see!” 

“Avoid me, then,” said the girl. 

He looked at her again; and 
then, very gently, “No I will not 
avoid you,” he replied; “but I will 
leave you, for the present, to your- 
self. I think you will remember — 
after a while — some of the things 
you have forgotten. I think you 
will come back to me; I have great 
faith in that.” 

This time his voice was very 
touching; there was a strong, re- 
proachful force in what he said, 
and Gertrude could answer noth- 
ing. He turned away and stood 
there, leaning his elbows on the 
gate and looking at the beautiful 
sunset. Gertrude left him and took 
her way home again; but when she 
reached the middle of the next 
field she suddenly burst into tears. 
Her tears seemed to her to have 
been a long time gathering, and 
for some moments it was a kind of 
glee to shed them. But they pres- 
ently passed away. There was 
something a little hard about Ger- 
trude; and she never wept again. 
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Gornc of an afternoon to call upon 
his niece, Mr. Wentworth more 
than once found Robert Acton sit- 
ting in her little drawing-room. 
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This was in no degree, to Mr. 
Wentworth, a perturbing fact, for 
he had no sense of competing with 
his young kinsman for Eugenia’s 
good graces. Madame Miinster’s 
uncle had the highest opinion of 
Robert Acton, who, indeed, in the 
family at large, was the object of 
a great deal of undemonstrative 
appreciation. They were all proud 
of him, in so far as the charge of 
being proud may be_ brought 
against people who were, habit- 
ually, distinctly guiltless of the 
misdemeanor known as “taking 
credit.” They never boasted of 
Robert Acton, nor indulged in 
vainglorious reference to him; they 
never quoted the clever things he 
had said, nor mentioned the gen- 
erous things he had done. But a 
sort of frigidly-tender faith in his 
unlimited goodness was a part of 
their personal sense of right; and 
there can, perhaps, be no better 
proof of the high esteem in which 
he was held than the fact that no 
explicit judgment was ever passed 
upon his actions. He was no more 
praised than he was blamed; but 
he was tacitly felt to be an orna- 
ment to his circle. He was the 
man of the world of the family. 
He had been to China and brought 
home a collection of curiosities; he 
had made a fortune — or rather he 
had quintupled a fortune already 
considerable; he was distinguished 
by that combination of celibacy, 
“property,” and good humor which 
appeals to even the most subdued 
imaginations; and it was taken for 
granted that he would presently 
place these advantages at the dis- 
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posal of some well-regulated young 
woman of his own “set.” Mr. 
Wentworth was not a man to 
admit to himself that — his pater- 
nal duties apart — he liked any in- 
dividual much better than all 
other individuals; but he thought 
Robert Acton extremely judicious; 
and this was perhaps as near an 
approach as he was capable of to 
the eagerness of preference, which 
his temperament repudiated as it 
would have disengaged itself from 
something slightly unchaste. Acton 
was, in fact, very judicious — and 
something more beside; and in- 
deed it must be claimed for Mr. 
Wentworth that in the more illicit 
parts of his preference there hovered 
the vague adumbration of a belief 
that his cousin’s final merit was a 
certain enviable capacity for whis- 
tling, rather gallantly, at the sanc- 
tions of mere judgment — for 
showing a larger courage, a finer 
quality of pluck, than common oc- 
casion demanded. Mr. Wentworth 
would never have risked the in- 
timation that Acton was made, in 
the smallest degree, of the stuff of 
a hero; but this is small blame to 
him, for Robert would certainly 
never have risked it himself. Acton 
certainly exercised great discretion 
in all things— beginning with his 
estimate of himself. He knew that 
he was by no means so much of a 
man of the world as he was sup- 
posed to be in local circles; but it 
must be added that he knew also 
that his natural shrewdness had 
a reach of which he had never 
quite given local circles the meas- 
ure. He was addicted to taking 
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the humorous view of things, and 
he had discovered that even in the 
narrowest circles such a disposi- 
tion may find frequent opportu- 
nities. Such opportunities had 
formed for some time —that is, 
since his return from China, a 
year and a half before—the most 
active element in this gentleman’s 
life, which had just now a rather 
indolent air. He was perfectly will- 
ing to get married. He was very 
fond of books, and he had a hand- 
some library; that is, his books 
were much more numerous than 
Mr. Wentworth’s. He was also 
very fond of pictures; but it must 
be confessed, in the fierce light 
of contemporary criticism, that his 
walls were adorned. with several 
rather abortive masterpieces. He 
had got his learning—and there 
was more of it than commonly ap- 
peared — at Harvard College; and 
he took a pleasure in old associa- 
tions, which made it a part of his 
daily contentment to live so near 
this institution that he often passed 
it in driving to Boston. He was ex- 
tremely interested in the Baron- 
ess Miinster. 

She was very frank with him; 
or at least she intended to be. “I 
am sure you find it very strange 
that I should have settled down 
in this out-of-the-way part of the 
world!” she said to him three or 
four weeks after she had installed 
herself. “I am certain you are won- 
dering about my motives. They are 
very pure.” The Baroness by this 
time was an old inhabitant; the 
best society in Boston had called 
upon her, and Clifford Wentworth 
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had taken her several times to 
drive in his buggy. 

Robert Acton was seated near 
her, playing with a fan; there 
were always several fans lying 
about her drawing-room, with long 
ribbons of different colors attached 
to them, and Acton was always 
playing with one. “No, I don’t 
find it at all strange,” he said 
slowly, smiling. “That a clever 
woman should turn up in Boston, 
or its suburbs —that does not re- 
quire so much explanation. Bos- 
ton is a very nice place.” 

“If you wish to make me con- 
tradict you,” said the Baroness, 
“vous vous y prenez mal. In cer- 
tain moods there is nothing I am 
not capable of agreeing to. Bos- 
ton is a paradise, and we are in 
the suburbs of Paradise.” 

“Just now I am not at all in the 
suburbs; I am in the place itself,” 
rejoined Acton, who was .lounging 
a little in his chair. He was, how- 
ever, not always lounging; and 
when he was he was not quite so 
relaxed as he pretended. To a 
certain extent, he sought refuge 
from shyness in this appearance of 
relaxation; and like many persons 
in the same circumstances he 
somewhat exaggerated the appear- 
ance. Beyond this, the air of be- 
ing much at his ease was a cover 
for vigilant observation. He was 
more than interested in this clever 
woman, who, whatever he might 
say, was clever not at all after the 
Boston fashion; she plunged him 
into a kind of excitement, held 
him in vague suspense. He was 
obliged to admit to himself that 
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he had never yet seen a woman 
just like this— not even in China. 
He was ashamed, for inscrutable 
reasons, of the vivacity of his emo- 
tion, and he carried it off, super- 
ficially, by taking, still superficially, 
the humorous view of Madame 
Miinster. It was not at all true 
that he thought it very natural of 
her to have made this pious pil- 
grimage. It might have been said 
of him in advance that he was too 
good a Bostonian to regard in the 
light of an eccentricity the desire 
of even the remotest alien to visit 
the New England metropolis. This 
was an impulse for which, surely, 
no apology was needed; and Mad- 
ame Miinster was the fortunate 
possessor of several New England 
cousins. In fact, however, Mad- 
ame Miinster struck him as out of 
keeping with her little circle; she 
was at the best a very agreeable, 
a gracefully mystifying anomaly. 
He knew very well that it would 
not do to address these reflections 
too crudely to Mr. Wentworth; 
he would never have remarked to 
the old gentleman that he won- 
dered what the Baroness was up 
to. And indeed he had no great 
desire to share his vague mistrust 
with any one. There was a per- 
sonal pleasure in it; the greatest 
pleasure he had known at least 
since he had come from China. 
He would keep the Baroness, for 
better or worse, to himself; he had 
a feeling that he deserved to en- 
joy a monopoly of her, for he was 
certainly the person who had most 
adequately gauged her capacity 
for social intercourse. Before long 
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it became apparent to him that 
the Baroness was disposed to lay 
no tax upon such a monopoly. 

One day (he was sitting there 
again and playing with a fan) she 
asked him to apologize, should the 
occasion present itself, to certain 
people in Boston for her not hav- 
ing returned their calls. “There 
are half a dozen places,” she said; 
“a formidable list. Charlotte Went- 
worth has written it out for me, 
in a terrifically distinct’ hand. 
There is no ambiguity on the sub- 
ject; I know perfectly where I 
must go. Mr. Wentworth informs 
me that the carriage is always at 
my disposal, and Charlotte offers 
to go with me, in a pair of tight 
gloves and a very stiff petticoat. 
And yet for three days I have been 
putting it off. They must think me 
horribly vicious.” 

“You ask me to apologize,” said 
Acton, “but you don’t tell me what 
excuse I can offer.” 

“That is more,” the Baroness de- 
clared, “than I am held to. It 
would be like my asking you to 
buy me a bouquet and giving you 
the money. I have ‘no reason 
except that — somehow — it’s too 
violent an effort. It is not inspiring. 
Wouldn’t that serve as an excuse, 
in Boston? I am told they are very 
sincere; they don’t tell fibs. And 
then Felix ought to go with me, 
and he is never in readiness. I 
don’t see him. He is always roam- 
ing about the fields and sketching 
old barns, or taking ten-mile walks, 
or painting some one’s portrait, or 
rowing on the pond, or flirting 
with Gertrude Wentworth.” 
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“TI should think it would amuse 
you to go and see a few people,” 
said Acton. “You are having a 
very quiet time of it here. It’s a 
dull life for you.” 

“Ah, the quiet, — the quiet!” the 
Baroness exclaimed. “That’s what 
I like. It’s rest. That’s what I 
came here for. Amusement? I have 
had amusement. And as for seeing 
people—I have already seen a 
great many in my life. If it didn’t 
sound ungracious I should say 
that I wish very humbly your 
people here would leave me 
alone!” 

Acton looked at her a moment, 
and she looked at him. She was a 
woman who took being looked at 
remarkably well. “So you have 
come here for rest?” he asked. 

“So I may say. I came for many 
of those reasons that are no rea- 
sons — don’t you know? —and yet 
that are really the best: to come 
away, to change, to break with 
everything. When once one comes 
away one must arrive somewhere, 
and I asked myself why I should- 
n't arrive here.” 

“You certainly had time on the 
way!” said Acton, laughing. 

Madame Miinster looked at him 
again; and then, smiling: “And I 
have certainly had time, since I 
got here, to ask myself why I 
came. However, I never ask my- 
self idle questions. Here I am, and 
it seems to me you ought only to 
thank me.” 

“When you go away you will 
see the difficulties I shall put in 
your path.” 

“You mean to put difficulties in 
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my path?” she asked, rearranging 
the rosebud in her corsage. 

“The greatest of all—that of 
having been so agreeable” — “ 

“That I shall be unable to de- 
part? Don’t be too sure. I have 
left some very agreeable people 
over there.” 

“Ah,” said Acton, “but it was 
to come here, where I am!” 

“I didn’t know of your exist- 
ence. Excuse me -for saying any- 
thing so rude; but, honestly speak- 
ing, I did not. No,” the Baroness 
pursued, “it was ‘precisely not to 
see you—such people as you— 
that I came.” 

“Such people as me?” cried 
Acton. 

“T had a sort of longing to come 
into those natural relations which 
I knew I should find here. Over 
there I had only, as I may say, 
artificial relations. Don’t you see 
the difference?” 

“The difference tells against me,” 
said Acton. “I suppose I am an 
artificial relation.” 

“Conventional,” declared 
Baroness; “very conventional.” 

“Well, there is one way in which 
the relation of a lady and a gen- 
tleman may always become nat- 
ural,” said Acton. 

“You mean by their becoming 
lovers? That may be natural or 
not. And at any rate,” rejoined 
Eugenia, “nous nen sommes pas 
la!” 

They were not, as yet; but a lit- 
tle later, when she began to go 
with him to drive, it might almost 
have seemed that they were. He 
came for her several times, alone, 
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in his high “wagon,” drawn by a 
pair of charming _light-limbed 
horses. It was different, her hav- 
ing gone with Clifford Wentworth, 
who was her cousin, and so much 
younger. It was not to be imagined 
that she should have a flirtation 
with Clifford, who was a mere 
shame-faced boy, and whom a 
large section of Boston society 
supposed to be “engaged” to Liz- 
zie Acton. Not, indeed, that it 
was to be conceived that the Bar- 
oness was a possible party to any 
flirtation whatever; for she was 
undoubtedly a married lady. It 
was generally known that her mat- 
rimonial condition was of the 
“morganatic” order; but in its nat- 
ural aversion to suppose that this 
meant anything less than absolute 
wedlock, the conscience of the 
community took refuge in the be- 
lief that it implied something even 
more, 

Acton wished her to think highly 
of American scenery, and he drove 
her to great distances, picking out 
the prettiest roads and the largest 
points of view. If we are good 
when we are contented, Eugenia’s 
virtues should now certainly have 
been uppermost; for she found a 
charm in the rapid movement 
through a wild country, and in a 
companion who from time to time 
made the vehicle dip, with a mo- 
tion like a swallow’s flight, over 
roads of primitive construction, 
and who, as she felt, would do a 
great many things that she might 
ask him. Sometimes, for a couple 
of hours together, there were al- 
most no houses; there were noth- 
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ing but woods and rivers and lakes 
and horizons adorned with bright- 
looking mountains. It seemed to 
the Baroness very wild, as I have 
said, and lovely; but the impres- 
sion added something to that sense 
of the enlargement of opportunity 
which had been born of her arrival 
in the New World. 

One day—it was late in the 
afternoon— Acton pulled up his 
horses on the crest of a hill which 
commanded a beautiful prospect. 
He let them stand a long time to 
rest, while he sat there and talked 
with Madame Miinster. The pros- 
pect was beautiful in spite of there 
being nothing human within sight. 
There was a wilderness of woods, 
and the gleam of a distant river, 
and a glimpse of half the hill-tops 
in Massachusetts. The road had a 
wide, grassy margin, on the fur- 
ther side of which there flowed a 
deep, clear brook; there were wild 
flowers in the grass, and beside 
the brook lay the trunk of a fallen 
tree. Acton waited a while; at last 
a rustic wayfarer came trudging 
along the road. Acton asked him 
to hold the horses—a service he 
consented to render, as a friendly 
turn to a fellow-citizen. Then he 
invited the Baroness to descend, 
and the two wandered away, 
across the grass, and sat down on 
the log beside the brook. 

“T imagine it doesn’t remind you 
of Silberstadt,” said Acton. It was 
the first time that he had men- 
tioned Silberstadt to her, for par- 
ticular reasons. He knew she had 
a husband there, and this was dis- 
agreeable to him; and, further- 
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more, it had been repeated. to him 
that this husband wished to put 
her away—a state of affairs to 
which even indirect reference was 
to be deprecated. It was true, 
nevertheless, that the Baroness 
herself had often alluded to Silber- 
stadt; and Acton had often won- 
dered why her husband wished to 
get rid of her. It was a curious 
position for a lady—this being 
known as a repudiated wife; and 
it is worthy of observation that the 
Baroness carried it off with ex- 
ceeding grace and dignity. She 
had made it felt, from the first, 
that there were two sides to the 
question, and that her own side, 
when she should choose to present 
it, would be replete with touching 
interest, 

“It does not remind me of the 
town, of course,” she said, “of the 
sculptured gables and the Gothic 
churches, of the wonderful Schloss, 
with its moat and its clustering 
towers. But it has a little look of 
some other parts.of the principal- 
ity. One might fancy one’s self 
among those grand old German 
forests, those legendary mountains; 
the sort of country one sees from 
the windows at Schreckenstein.” 

“What is Schreckenstein?” asked 
Acton. 

“It is a great castle, —the sum- 
mer residence of the Reigning 
Prince.” 

“Have you ever lived there?” 

“I have stayed there,” said the 
Baroness. Acton was silent; he 
looked a while at the uncastled 
landscape before him. “It is the 
first time you have ever asked me 
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about Silberstadt,” she said. “I 
should think you would want to 
know about my marriage; it must 
seem to you very strange.” 

Acton looked at her a moment. 
“Now you wouldn’t like me to say 
that!” 

“You Americans have such odd 
ways!” the Baroness declared. 
“You never ask anything outright; 
there seem to be so many things 
you can’t talk about.” 

“We Americans are very polite,” 
said Acton, whose national con- 
sciousness had been complicated 
by a residence in foreign lands, 
and who yet disliked to hear 
Americans abused. “We don’t like 
to tread upon people’s toes,” he 
said. “But I should like very much 
to hear about your marriage. Now 
tell me how it came about.” 

“The Prince fell in love with 
me,” replied the Baroness simply. 
“He pressed his suit very hard. At 
first he didn’t wish me to marry 
him; on the contrary. But on that 
basis I refused to listen to him. 
So he offered me marriage — in so 
far as he might. I was young, and 
I confess I was rather flattered. 
But if it were to be done again 
now, I certainly should not accept 
him.” 

“How long ago was this?” asked 
Acton. 

“Oh — several years,” said Eu- 
genia. “You should never ask a 
woman for dates.” 

“Why, I should think that when 
a woman was relating history” 

. . . Acton answered. “And now 
he wants to break it off?” 

“They want him to make a po- 
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litical marriage. It is his brother’s 
idea. His brother is very clever.” 

“They must be a precious pair!” 
cried Robert Acton. 

The Baroness gave a little phil- 
osophic shrug. “Que voulez-vous? 
They are princes. They think they 
are treating me very well. Silber- 
stadt is a perfectly despotic little 
state, and the Reigning Prince may 
annul the marriage by a stroke of 
his pen. But he has promised me, 
nevertheless, not to do so without 
my formal consent.” 

“And this you have refused?” 

“Hitherto. It is an indignity, and 
I have wished at least to make it 
difficult for them. But I have a 
little document in my writing-desk 
which I have only to sign and 
send back to the Prince.” 

“Then it will be all over?” 

The Baroness lifted her hand, 
and dropped it again. “Of course 
I shall keep my title; at least, I 
shall be at liberty to keep it if I 
choose. And I suppose I shall keep 
it. One must have a name. And I 
shall keep my pension. It ds very 
small — it is wretchedly small; but 
it is what I live on.” 

“And you have only to sign that 
paper?” Acton asked. 

The Baroness looked at him a 
moment. “Do you urge it?” 

He got up slowly, and stood 
with his hands in his pockets. 
“What do you gain by not doing 
it?” 

“I am supposed to gain this ad- 
vantage — that if I delay, or tem- 
porize, the Prince may come back 
to me, may make a stand against 
his brother. He is very fond of 
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me, and his brother has pushed 
him only little by little.” 

“If he were to come back to 
you,” said Acton, “would you— 
would you take him back?” 

The Baroness met his eyes; she 
colored just a little. Then she rose. 
“I should have the satisfaction of 
saying, ‘Now it is my turn. I break 
with your serene highness!’ ” 

They began to walk toward the 
carriage. “Well,” said Robert Ac- 
ton, “it’s a curious story! How did 
you make his acquaintance?” 

“TI was staying with an old lady 
—an old Countess—in Dresden. 
She had been a friend of my fa- 
ther’s. My father was dead; I was 
very much alone. My brother was 
wandering about the world in a 
theatrical troupe.” 

“Your brother ought to have 
stayed with you,” Acton observed, 
“and kept you from putting your 
trust in princes.” 

The Baroness was silent a mo- 
ment, and then, “He did what he 
could,” she said. “He sent me 
money. The old Countess encour- 
aged the Prince; she was even 
pressing. It seems to me,” Mad- 
ame Miinster added, gently, “that 
—under the circumstances —I be- 
haved very well.” 

Acton glanced at her, and made 
the observation—he had made it 
before — that a woman looks the 
prettier for having unfolded her 
wrongs or her sufferings. “Well,” 
he reflected, audibly, “I should 
like to see you send his serene 
highness — somewhere!” 

Madame Miinster stooped and 
plucked a daisy from the grass. 
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“And not sign my renunciation?” 

“Well, I don’t know—I don’t 
know,” said Acton. 

“In one case I should have my 
revenge; in another case I should 
have my liberty.” 

Acton gave a little laugh as he 
helped her into the carriage. “At 
any rate,” he said, “take good care 
of that paper.” 

A couple of days afterward he 
asked her to come and see his 
house. The visit had already been 
proposed, but it had been put off 
in consequence of his mother’s ill- 
ness. She was a constant invalid, 
and she had passed these recent 
years, very patiently, in a great 
flowered arm-chair at her bedroom 
window. Lately, for some days, she 
had been unable to see any one; 
but now she was better, and she 
sent the Baroness a very civil mes- 
sage. Acton had wished their vis- 
itor to come to dinner; but Mad- 
ame Miinster preferred to begin 
with a simple call. She had re- 
flected that if she should go to 
dinner Mr. Wentworth and _ his 
daughters would also be asked, 
and it had seemed to her that the 
peculiar character of the occasion 
would be best preserved in a téte- 
a-téte with her host. Why the oc- 
casion should have a peculiar char- 
acter she explained to no one. As 
far as any one could see, it was 
simply very pleasant. Acton came 
for her and drove her to his door, 
an operation which was rapidly 
performed. His house the Baroness 
mentally pronounced a very good 
one; more articulately, she de- 
clared that it was enchanting. It 
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was large and square and painted 
brown; it stood in a well-kept 
shrubbery, and was approached, 
from the gate, by a short drive. 
It was, moreover, a much more 
modern dwelling than Mr. Went- 
worth’s, and was more redun- 
dantly upholstered and expensively 
ornamented. The Baroness _per- 
ceived that her entertainer had 
analyzed material comfort to a 
sufficiently fine point. And then 
he possessed the most delightful 
chinoiseries — trophies of his so- 
journ in the Celestial Empire: pa- 
godas of ebony and cabinets of 
ivory; sculptured monsters, grin- 
ning and leering on chimney- 
pieces, in front of beautifully 
figured hand-screens; porcelain 
dinner-sets, gleaming behind the 
glass doors of mahogany buffets; 
large screens, in corners, covered 
with tense silk and embroidered 
with mandarins and _ dragons. 
These things were scattered all 
over the house, and they gave Eu- 
genia a pretext for a complete 
domiciliary visit. She liked it, she 
enjoyed it; she thought it a very 
nice place. It had a mixture of the 
homely and the liberal, and though 
it was almost a museum, the large, 
little-used rooms were as fresh and 
clean as a well-kept dairy. Lizzie 
Acton told her that she dusted all 
the pagodas and other curiosities 
every day with her own hands; 
and the Baroness answered that 
she was evidently a household 
fairy. Lizzie had not at all the 
look of a young lady who dusted 
things; she wore such pretty 
dresses and had such delicate fin- 
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gers that it was difficult to imagine 
her immersed in sordid cares. She 
came to meet Madame Miinster 
on her arrival, but she said noth- 
ing, or almost nothing, and the 
Baroness again reflected — she had 
had occasion to do so before — 
that American girls had no man- 
ners. She disliked this little Ameri- 
can girl, and she was quite pre- 
pared to learn that she had failed 
to commend herself to Miss Ac- 
ton. Lizzie struck her as positive 
and explicit almost to pertness; and 
the idea of her combining the ap- 
parent incongruities of a taste for 
housework and the wearing of 
fresh, Parisian-looking dresses sug- 
gested the possession of a danger- 
ous energy. It was a source of ir- 
ritation to the Baroness that in 
this country it should seem to 
matter whether a little girl were 
a trifle less or a trifle more of a 
nonentity; for Eugenia had hither- 
to been conscious of no moral 
pressure as regards the apprecia- 
tion of diminutive virgins. It was 
perhaps an indication of Lizzie’s 
pertness that she very soon retired 
and left the Baroness on her 
brother’s hands. Acton talked a 
great deal about his chinoiseries; 
he knew a good deal about porce- 
lain and bric-a-brac. The Baron- 
ess, in her progress through the 
house, made, as it were, a great 
many stations. She sat down every- 
where, confessed to being a little 
tired, and asked about the various 
objects with a curious mixture of 
alertness and inattention. If there 
had been any one to say it to she 
would have declared that she was 
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positively in love with her host; 
but she could hardly make this 
declaration — even in the strictest 
confidence —to Acton himself. It 
gave her, nevertheless, a pleasure 
that had some of the charm of un- 
wontedness to feel, with that ad- 
mirable keenness with which she 
was capable of feeling things, that 
he had a disposition without any 
edges; that even his humorous 
irony always expanded toward the 
point. One’s impression of his hon- 
esty was almost like carrying a 
bunch of flowers; the perfume was 
most agreeable, but they were oc- 
casionally an inconvenience. One 
could trust him, at any rate, round 
all the corners of the world; and, 
withal, he was not absolutely sim- 
ple, which would have been ex- 
cess; he was only relatively simple, 
which was quite enough for the 
Baroness. 

Lizzie reappeared to say that 
her mother would now be happy 
to receive Madame Miinster; and 
the Baroness followed her to Mrs. 
Acton’s apartment. Eugenia re- 
flected, as she went, that it was 
not the affectation of impertinence 
that made her dislike this young 
lady, for on that ground she could 
easily have beaten her. It was not 
an aspiration on the girl’s part to 
rivalry, but a kind of laughing, 
childishly-mocking indifference to 
the results of comparison. Mrs. 
Acton was an emaciated, sweet- 
faced woman of five and fifty, sit- 
ting with pillows behind her, and 
looking out on a clump of hem- 
locks. She was very modest, very 
timid, and very ill; she made Eu- 
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genia feel grateful that she herself 
was not like that — neither so ill, 
nor, possibly, so modest. On a 
chair, beside her, lay a volume of 
Emerson’s Essays. It was a great 
occasion for poor Mrs. Acton, in 
her helpless condition, to be con- 
fronted with a clever foreign lady, 
who had more manner than any 
lady — any dozen ladies — that she 
had ever seen. 

“I have heard a great deal about 
you,” she said, softly, to the Bar- 
oness. 

“From your son, eh?” Eugenia 
asked. “He has talked to me im- 
mensely of you. Oh, he talks of 
you as you would like,” the Bar- 
oness declared; “as such a son 
must talk of such a mother!” 

Mrs. Acton sat gazing; this was 
part of Madame Miinster’s “man- 
ner.” But Robert Acton was gaz- 
ing too, in vivid consciousness that 
he had barely mentioned his 
mother to their brilliant guest. He 
never talked of this still maternal 
presence,—a presence refined to 
such delicacy that it had almost 
resolved itself, with him, simply 
into the subjective emotion of 
gratitude. And Acton rarely talked 
of his emotions. The Baroness 
turned her smile toward him, and 
she instantly felt that she had been 
observed to be fibbing. She had 
struck a false note. But who were 
these people to whom such fib- 
bing was not pleasing? If they 
were annoyed, the Baroness was 
equally so; and after the exchange 
of a few civil inquiries and low- 
voiced responses she took leave of 
Mrs. Acton. She begged Robert 
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not to come home with her; she 
would get into the carriage alone; 
she preferred that. This was im- 
perious, and she thought he lodked 
disappointed. While she stood be- 
fore the door with him—the car- 
riage was turning in the gravel- 
walk—this thought restored her 
serenity. 

When she had given him her 
hand in farewell she looked at him 
a moment. “I have almost decided 
to dispatch that paper,” she said. 

He knew that she alluded to the 
document that she had called her 
renunciation; and he assisted her 
into the carriage without saying 
anything. But just before the vehi- 
cle began to move he said, “Well, 
when you have in fact dispatched 
it, I hope you will let me know!” 
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Fe.ix Younc finished Gertrude’s 
portrait, and he afterwards trans- 
ferred to canvas the features of 
many members of that circle of 
which it may be said that he had 
become for the time the pivot and 
the centre. I am afraid it must be 
confessed that he was a decidedly 
flattering painter, and that he im- 
parted to his models a romantic 
grace which seemed easily and 
cheaply acquired by the payment 
of a hundred dollars to a young 
man who made “sitting” so enter- 
taining. For Felix was paid for his 
pictures, making, as he did, no 
secret of the fact that in guiding 
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his steps to the Western world af- 
fectionate curiosity had gone hand 
in hand with a desire to better 
his condition. He took his uncle’s 
portrait quite as if Mr. Went- 
worth had never averted himself 
from the experiment; and as he 
compassed his end only by the 
exercise of gentle violence, it is 
but fair to add that he allowed the 
old man to give him nothing but 
his time. He passed his arm into 
Mr. Wentworth’s one summer 
morning — very few arms indeed 
had ever passed into Mr. Went- 
worth’s—and led him across the 
garden and along the road, into 
the studio which he had extem- 
porized in the little house among 
the apple-trees. The grave gentle- 
man felt himself more and more 
fascinated by his clever nephew, 
whose fresh, demonstrative youth 
seemed a compendium of experi- 
ences so strangely numerous. It 
appeared to him that Felix must 
know a great deal; he would like 
to learn what he thought about 
some of those things as regards 
which his own conversation had 
always been formal, but his knowl- 
edge vague. Felix had a confident, 
gayly trenchant way of judging 
human actions which Mr. Went- 
worth grew little by little to envy; 
it seemed like criticism made easy. 
Forming an opinion—say on a 
person’s conduct — was, with Mr. 
Wentworth, a good deal like fum- 
bling in a lock with a key chosen 
at hazard. He seemed to himself 
to go about the world with a big 
bunch of these ineffectual instru- 
ments at his girdle. His nephew, 
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on the other hand, with a single 
turn of the wrist, opened any door 
as adroitly as a horse-thief. He felt 
obliged to keep up the convention 
that an uncle is always wiser than 
a nephew, even if he could keep 
it up no otherwise than by listen- 
ing in serious silence to Felix’s 
quick, light, constant discourse. 
But there came a day when he 
lapsed from consistency and _ al- 
most asked his nephew’s advice. 

“Have you ever entertained the 
idea of settling in the United 
States?” he asked one morning, 
while Felix brilliantly plied his 
brush. 

“My dear uncle,” said Felix, 
“excuse me if your question makes 
me smile a little. To begin with, 
I have never entertained an idea. 
Ideas often entertain me; but I 
am afraid I have never seriously 
made a plan. I know what you 
are going to say; or rather, I know 
what you think, for I don’t think 
you will say it—that this is very 
frivolous and loose-minded on my 
part. So it is; but I am made like 
that; I take things as they come, 
and somehow there is always some 
new thing to follow the last. In the 
second place, I should never pro- 
pose to settle. I can’t settle, my 
_ dear uncle; I’m not a settler. I 
know that is what strangers are 
supposed to do here; they always 
settle. But I haven’t—to answer 
your question — entertained that 
idea.” 

“You intend to return to Europe 
and resume your irregular man- 
ner of life?’ Mr. Wentworth in- 
quired, 
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“I can’t say I intend. But it’s 
very likely I shall go back to 
Europe. After all, I am a Euro- 
pean. I feel that, you know. It will 
depend a good deal upon my sis- 
ter. She’s even more of a European 
than I; here, you know, she’s a 
picture out of her setting. And as 
for ‘resuming,’ dear uncle, I really 
have never given up my irregular 
manner of life. What, for me, could 
be more irregular than this?” 

“Than what?” asked Mr. Went- 
worth, with his pale gravity. 

“Well, than everything! Living 
in the midst of you, this way; this 
charming, quiet, serious family life; 
fraternizing with Charlotte and 
Gertrude; calling upon twenty 
young ladies and going out to 
walk with them; sitting with you 
in the evening on the piazza and 
listening to the crickets, and going 
to bed at ten o'clock.” 

“Your description is very ani- 
mated,” said Mr. Wentworth; “but 
I see nothing improper in what 
you describe.” 

“Neither do I, dear uncle. It is 
extremely delightful; I shouldn’t 
like it if it were improper. I as- 
sure you I don’t like improper 
things; though I dare say you 
think I do,” Felix went on, paint- 
ing away. 

“I have never accused you of 
that.? 

“Pray don’t,” said Felix, “be- 
cause, you see, at bottom I am a 
terrible Philistine.” 

“A Philistine?” repeated Mr. 
Wentworth. 

“I mean, as one may say, a plain, 
God-fearing man.” Mr. Wentworth 
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looked at him reservedly, like a 
mystified sage, and Felix contin- 
ued, “I trust I shall enjoy a ven- 
erable and venerated old age? I 
mean to live long. I can hardly 
call that a plan, perhaps; but it’s 
a keen desire—a rosy vision. I 
shall be a lively, perhaps even a 
frivolous old man!” 

“It is natural,” said his uncle, 
sententiously, “that one should de- 
sire to prolong an agreeable life. 
We have perhaps a selfish indis- 
position to bring our pleasure to a 
close. But I presume,” he added, 
“that you expect to marry.” 

“That too, dear uncle, is a hope, 
a desire, a vision,” said Felix. It 
occurred to him for an instant that 
this was possibly a preface to the 
offer of the hand of one of Mr. 
Wentworth’s admirable daughters. 
But in the name of decent mod- 
esty and a proper sense of the 
hard realities of this world, Felix 
banished the thought. His uncle 
was the incarnation of benevo- 
lence, certainly; but from that to 
accepting —much more postulat- 
ing — the idea of a union between 
a young lady with a dowry pre- 
sumptively brilliant and a penni- 
less artist with no prospect of fame, 
there was a very long way. Felix 
had lately become conscious of a 
luxurious preference for the so- 
ciety —if possible unshared with 
others — of Gertrude Wentworth; 
but he had relegated this young 
lady, for the moment, to the coldly 
brilliant category of unattainable 
possessions. She was not the first 
woman for whom he had enter- 
tained an unpractical admiration. 
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He had been in love with duch- 
esses and countesses, and he had 
made, once or twice, a perilously 
near approach to cynicism in de- 
claring that the disinterestedness 
of women had been overrated. On 
the whole, he had tempered au- 
dacity with modesty; and it is but 
fair to him now to say explicitly 
that he would have been inca- 
pable of taking advantage of his 
present large allowance of famili- 
arity to make love to the younger 
of his handsome cousins. Felix had 
grown up among traditions in the ° 
light of which such a proceeding 
looked like a grievous breach of 
hospitality. I have said that he was 
always happy, and it may be 
counted among the present sources 
of his happiness that he had as 
regards this matter of his relations 
with Gertrude a deliciously good 
conscience. His own deportment 
seemed to him suffused with the 
beauty of virtue — a form of beauty 
that he admired with the same 
vivacity with which he admired all 
other forms. 

“T think that if you marry,” said 
Mr. Wentworth presently, “it will 
conduce to your happiness.” 

“Sicurissimo!” Felix exclaimed; 
and then, arresting his brush, he 
looked at his uncle with a smile. 
“There is something I feel tempted 
to say to you. May I risk it?” 

Mr. Wentworth drew himself 
up a little. “I am very safe; I don’t 
repeat things.” But he hoped Fe- 
lix would not risk too much. 

Felix was laughing at his an- 
swer. 

“Tt’s odd to hear you telling me 
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how to be happy. I don’t think 
you know yourself, dear uncle. 
Now, does that sound brutal?” 

The old man was silent a mo- 
ment, and then, with a dry dignity 
that suddenly touched his nephew: 
“We may sometimes point out a 
road we are unable to follow.” 

“Ah, don’t tell me you have had 
any sorrows,” Felix rejoined. “I 
didn’t suppose it, and I didn’t 
mean to allude to them. I simply 
meant that you all don’t amuse 
yourselves.” 

“Amuse ourselves? We are’ not 
children.” 

“Precisely not! You have reached 
the proper age. I was saying that 
the other day to Gertrude,” Felix 
added. “I hope it was not indis- 
creet.” 

“If it was,” said Mr. Wentworth, 
with a keener irony than Felix 
would have thought him capable 
of, “it was but your way of amus- 
ing yourself. I am afraid you have 
never had trouble.” 

“Oh, yes, I have!” Felix de- 
clared, with some spirit; “before 
I knew better. But you don’t catch 
me at it again.” 

Mr. Wentworth maintained for 
a while a silence more expressive 
than a deep-drawn sigh. “You have 
no children,” he said at last. 

“Don’t tell me,” Felix exclaimed, 
“that your charming young people 
are a source of grief to you!” 

“I don’t speak of Charlotte.” 
And then, after a pause, Mr. 
Wentworth continued, “I don’t 
speak of Gertrude. But I feel con- 
siderable anxiety about Clifford. I 
will tell you another time.” 


The next time he gave Felix a 
sitting his nephew reminded him 
that he had taken him into his 
confidence. “How is Clifford to- 
day?” Felix asked. “He has always 
seemed to me a young man of re- 
markable discretion. Indeed, he is 
only too discreet; he seems on 
his guard against me—as if he 
thought me rather light company. 
The other day he told his sister — 
Gertrude repeated it to me — that 
I was always laughing at him. If 
I laugh it is simply from the im- 
pulse to try and inspire him with 
confidence. That is the only way 
I. have.” 

“Clifford’s situation is no laugh- 
ing matter,” said Mr. Wentworth. 
“Tt is very peculiar, as I suppose 
you have guessed.” 

“Ah, you mean his love affair 
with his cousin?” 

Mr. Wentworth stared, blushing 
a little. “I mean his absence from 
college. He has been suspended. 
We have decided not to speak of 
it unless we are asked.” 

“Suspended?” Felix repeated. 

“He has been requested by the 
Harvard authorities to absent him- 
self for six months. Meanwhile he 
is studying with Mr. Brand. We 
think Mr. Brand will help him; at 
least we hope so.” 

“What befell him at college?” 
Felix asked. “He was too fond of 
pleasure? Mr. Brand certainly will 
not teach him any of those 
secrets!” 

“He was too fond of something 
of which he should not have been 
fond. I suppose it is considered a 
pleasure.” 
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Felix gave his light laugh. “My 
dear uncle, is there any doubt 
about its being a pleasure? C’est 
de son age, as they say in France.” 

“I should have said rather it 
was a vice of later life — of disap- 
pointed old age.” 

Felix glanced at his uncle, with 
his lifted eyebrows, and then, “Of 
what are you speaking?” he de- 
manded, smiling. 

“Of the situation in which Clif- 
ford was found.” 

“Ah, he was found—he was 
caught?” 

“Necessarily, he was caught. He 
couldn’t walk; he staggered.” 

“Oh,” said Felix, “he drinks! I 
rather suspected that, from some- 
thing I observed the first day I 
came here. I quite agree with you 
that it is a low taste. It’s not a 
vice for a gentleman. He ought to 
give it up.” 

“We hope for a good deal from 
Mr. Brand’s influence,” Mr. Went- 
worth went on. “He has talked to 
him from the first. And he never 
touches anything himself.” 

“T will talk to him—I will talk 
to him!” Felix declared, gayly. 

“What will you say to him?” 
asked his uncle, with some ap- 
prehension. 

Felix for some moments an- 
swered nothing. “Do you mean to 
marry him to his cousin?” he asked 
at last. 

“Marry him?” echoed Mr. Wen 
worth. “I shouldn’t think his cousin 
would want to marry him.” 

“You have no understanding, 
then, with Mrs. Acton?” 


Mr. Wentworth stared, almost 


blankly. “I have never discussed 
such subjects with her.” 

“IT should think it might be 
time,” said Felix. “Lizzie Acton is 
admirably pretty, and if Clifford 
is dangerous . " 

“They are not engaged,” said 
Mr. Wentworth. “I have no reason 
to suppose they are engaged.” 

“Par exemple!” cried Felix. “A 
clandestine engagement? Trust me, 
Clifford, as I say, is a charming 
boy. He is incapable of that. Liz- 
zie Acton, then, would not be jeal- 
ous of another woman.” 

“I certainly hope not,” said the 
old man, with a vague sense of 
jealousy being an even lower vice 
than a love of liquor. 

“The best thing for Clifford, 
then,” Felix propounded, “is to be- 
come interested in some clever, 
charming woman.” And he paused 
in his painting, and, with his el- 
bows on his knees, looked with 
bright communicativeness at his 
uncle. “You see, I believe greatly 
in the influence of women. Living 
with women helps to make a man 
a gentleman. It is very true Clif- 
ford has his sisters, who are so 
charming. But there should be a 
different sentiment in play from 
the fraternal, you know. He has 
Lizzie Acton; but she, preset is 
rather immature.” 

“I suspect Lizzie has talked to 
him, reasoned with him,” said Mr. 
Wentworth. 

“On the impropriety of getting 
tipsy —on the beauty of temper- 
ance? That is dreary work for a 
pretty young girl, No,” Felix con- 
tinued; “Clifford ought to fre- 
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quent some agreeable woman, 
who, without ever mentioning 
such unsavory subjects, would give 
him a sense of its being very ri- 
diculous to be fuddled. If he could 
fall in love with her a little, so 
much the better. The thing would 
operate as a cure.” 

“Well, now, what lady should 
you suggest?” asked Mr. Went- 
worth. 

“There is a clever woman under 
your hand. My sister.” 

“Your sister — under my hand?” 
Mr. Wentworth repeated. 

“Say a word to Clifford. Tell 
him to be bold. He is well dis- 
posed already; he has invited her 
two or three times to drive. But I 
don’t think he comes to see her. 
Give him a hint to come — to come 
often. He will sit there of an 
afternoon, and they will talk. It 
will do him good.” 

Mr. Wentworth meditated. “You 
think she will exercise a helpful 
influence?” 

“She will exercise a civilizing — 
I may call it a sobering — influ- 
ence. A charming, clever, witty 
woman always does — especially if 
she is a little of a coquette. My 
dear uncle, the society of such 
women has been half my educa- 
tion. If Clifford is suspended, as 
you say, from college, let Eugenia 
be his preceptress.” 

Mr. Wentworth continued 
thoughtful. “You think Eugenia is 
a coquette?” he asked. 

“What pretty woman is not?” 
Felix demanded in turn. But this, 
for Mr. Wentworth, could at the 
best have been no answer, for he 


did not think his niece pretty. 
“With Clifford,” the young man 
pursued, “Eugenia will simply be 
enough of a coquette to be a little 
ironical. That’s what he needs. 
So you recommend him to be 
nice with her, you know. The 
suggestion will come best from 
you.” 

“Do I understand,” asked the © 
old man, “that I am to suggest to 
my son to make a—a profession 
of — of affection to Madame Miin- 
ster?” 

“Yes, yes—a profession!” cried 
Felix sympathetically. 

“But, as I understand it, Madame 
Minster is a married woman.” 

“Ah,” said Felix, smiling, “of 
course she can’t marry him. But 
she will do what she can.” 

Mr. Wentworth sat for some time 
with his eyes on the floor; at last 
he got up. “I don’t think,” he said, 
“that I can undertake to recom- 
mend my son any such course.” 
And without meeting Felix’s sur- 
prised glance he broke off his sit- 
ting, which was not resumed for a 
fortnight. 

Felix was very fond of the lit- 
tle lake which occupied so many 
of Mr. Wentworth’s numerous 
acres, and of a remarkable pine 
grove which lay upon the further 
side of it, planted upon a steep 
embankment and haunted by the 
summer breeze. The murmur of 
the air in the far off tree-tops had 
a strange distinctness; it was al- 
most articulate. One afternoon 
the young man came out of his 
painting-room and passed the 
open door of Eugenia’s little sa- 
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lon. Within, in the cool dimness, 
he saw his sister, dressed in white, 
buried in her arm-chair, and hold- 
ing to her face an immense bou- 
quet. Opposite to her sat Clifford 
Wentworth, twirling his hat. He 
had evidently just presented the 
bouquet to the Baroness, whose 
fine eyes, as she glanced at him 
over the big roses and geraniums, 
wore a conversational smile. Fe- 
lix, standing on the threshold of 
the cottage, hesitated for a mo- 
ment as to whether he should re- 
trace his steps and enter the par- 
lor. Then he went his way and 
passed into Mr. Wentworth’s gar- 
den. That civilizing process to 
which he had suggested that Clif- 
ford should be subjected appeared 
to have come on of itself. Felix 
was very sure, at least, that Mr. 
Wentworth had not adopted his 
ingenious device for stimulating 
the young man’s esthetic con- 
sciousness. “Doubtless he  sup- 
poses,” he said to himself, after 
the conversation that has been 
narrated, “that I desire, out of 
fraternal benevolence, to procure 
for Eugenia the amusement of a 
flirtation — or, as he probably calls 
it, an intrigue — with the too sus- 
ceptible Clifford. It must be ad- 
mitted — and I have noticed it be- 
fore — that nothing exceeds the li- 
cense occasionally taken by the 
imagination of very rigid people.” 
Felix, on his own side, had of 
course said nothing to Clifford; 
but he had observed to Eugenia 
that Mr. Wentworth was much 
mortified at his son’s low tastes. 
“We ought to do something to 


help them, after all their kindness 
to us,” he had added. “Encourage 
Clifford to come and see you, and 
inspire him with a taste for con- 
versation. That will supplant the 
other, which only comes from his 
puerility, from his not taking his 
position in the world—that of a 
rich young man of ancient stock 
— seriously enough. Make him a 
little more serious. Even if he 
makes love to you it is no great 
matter.” 

“I am to offer myself as a su- 
perior form of intoxication — a sub- 
stitute for a brandy bottle, eh?” 
asked the Baroness. “Truly, in 
this country one comes to strange 
uses.” 

But she had not positively de- 
clined to undertake Clifford’s 
higher education, and Felix, who 
had not thought of the matter 
again, being haunted with visions 
of more personal profit, now re- 
flected that the work of redemp- 
tion had fairly begun. The idea in 
prospect had seemed of the hap- 
piest, but in operation it made 
him a trifle uneasy.“ What if Euge- 
nia — what if Eugenia” — he asked 
himself softly; the question dying 
away in his sense of Eugenia’s 
undetermined capacity. But be- 
fore Felix had time either to ac- 
cept or to reject its admonition, 
even in this vague form, he saw 
Robert Acton turn out of Mr. 
Wentworth’s inclosure, by a dis- 
tant gate, and come toward the 
cottage in the orchard. Acton had 
evidently walked from his own 
house along a shady by-way and 
was intending to pay a visit to 
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Madame Minster. Felix watched 
him a moment; then he turned 
away. Acton could be left to play 
the part of Providence and inter- 
rupt — if interruption were needed 
— Clifford’s entanglement with Eu- 
genia. 

Felix passed through the gar- 
den toward the house and toward 
a postern gate which opened upon 
a path leading across the fields, 
beside a little wood, to the lake.’ 
He stopped and looked up at the 
house; his eyes rested more par- 
ticularly upon a certain open win- 


dow, on the shady side. Presently © 


Gertrude appeared there, looking 
out into the summer light. He took 
off his hat to her and bade her 
good-day; he remarked that he 
was going to row across the pond, 
and begged that she would do 
him the honor to accompany him. 
She looked at him a moment; 
then, without saying anything, she 
turned away. But she soon reap- 
peared below in one of those 
quaint and charming Leghorn 
hats, tied with white satin bows, 
that were worn at that period; she 
also carried a green parasol. She 
went with him to the edge of the 
lake, where a couple of boats were 
always moored; they got into one 
of them, and Felix, with gentle 
strokes, propelled it to the oppo- 
site shore. The day was the per- 
fection of summer weather; the 
little lake was the color of sun- 
shine; the plash of the oars was 
the only sound, and they found 
themselves listening to it. They 
disembarked, and, by a winding 


path, ascended the pine-crested 
mound which overlooked the wa- 
ter, whose white expanse glittered 
between the trees. The place was 
delightfully cool, and had the 
added charm that—in the softly 
sounding pine boughs—you 
seemed to hear the coolness as 
well as feel it. Felix and Gertrude 
sat down on the rust-colored car- 
pet of pine-needles and talked of 
many things. Felix spoke at last, 
in the course of talk, of his going 
away; it was the first time he had 
alluded to it. 

“You are going away?” said Ger- 
trude, looking at him. 

“Some day,—when the leaves 
begin to fall. You know I can’t 
stay forever.” 

Gertrude transferred her eyes 
to the outer prospect, and then, 
after a pause, she said, “I shall 
never see you again.” 

“Why not?” asked Felix. “We 
shall probably both survive my 
departure.” 

But Gertrude only repeated, “I 
shall never see you again. I shall 
never hear of you,” she went on. 
“I shall know nothing about you. 
I knew nothing about you before, 
and it will be the same again.” 

“I knew nothing about you 
then, unfortunately,” said Felix. 
“But now I shall write to you.” 

“Don’t write to me. I shall not 
answer you,” Gertrude declared. 

“I should of course burn your 
letters,” said Felix. 

Gertrude looked at him again. 
“Burn my letters? You sometimes 
say strange things.” 
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“They are not strange in 
themselves,” the young man an- 
swered. “They are only strange as 
said to you. You will come to 
Europe.” 

“With whom shall I come?” She 
asked this question simply; she 
was very much in earnest. Felix 
was interested in her earnestness; 
for some moments he _ hesitated. 
“You can’t tell me that,” she pur- 
sued. “You can’t say that I shall 
go with my father and my sister; 
you don’t believe that.” 

“T shall keep your letters,” said 
Felix, presently, for all answer. 

“I never write. I don’t know 
how to write.” Gertrude, for some 
time, said nothing more; and her 
companion, as he looked at her, 
wished it had not been “disloyal” 
to make love to the daughter of 
an old gentleman who had offered 
one hospitality. The afternoon 
waned; the shadows _ stretched 
themselves; and the light grew 
deeper in the western sky. Two 
persons appeared on the opposite 
side of the lake, coming from the 
house and crossing the meadow. 
“It is Charlotte and Mr. Brand,” 
said Gertrude. “They are coming 
over here.” But Charlotte and Mr. 
Brand only came down to the 
edge of the water, and stood 
there, looking across; they made 
no motion to enter the boat that 
Felix had left at the mooring- 
place. Felix waved his hat to 
them; it was too far to call. They 
made no visible response, and 
they presently turned away and 
walked along the shore. 


“Mr. Brand is not demonstra- 
tive,” said Felix. “He is never de- 
monstrative to me. He sits silent, 
with his chin in his hand, looking 
at me. Sometimes he looks away. 
Your father tells me he is so elo- 
quent; and I should like to hear 
him talk. He looks like such a no- 
ble young man. But with me he 
will never talk. And yet I am so 
fond of listening to brilliant im- 
agery!” 

“He is very eloquent,” said Ger- 
trude; “but he has no brilliant 
imagery. I have heard him talk a 
great deal. I knew that when they 
saw us they would not come over 
here.” 

“Ah, he is making la cour, as 
they say, to your sister? They de- 
sire to be alone.” 

“No,” said Gertrude, gravely, 
“they have no such reason as that 
for being alone.” 

“But why doesn’t he make la 
cour to Charlotte?” Felix in- 
quired. “She is so pretty, so gen- 
tle, so good.” 

Gertrude glanced at him, and 
then she looked at the distantly- 
seen couple they were discussing. 
Mr. Brand and Charlotte ‘were 
walking side by side. They might 
have been a pair of lovers, and yet 
they might not. “They think I 
should not be here,” said Ger- 
trude. 

“With me? I thought you didn’t 
have those ideas.” 

“You don’t understand. There 
are a great many things you don't 
understand.” 

“T understand my stupidity. But 
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why, then, do not Charlotte and 
Mr. Brand, who, as an elder sis- 
ter and a clergyman, are free to 
walk about together, come over 
and make me wiser by breaking 
up the unlawful interview into 
which I have lured you?” 

“That is the last thing they 
would do,” said Gertrude. 

Felix stared at her a moment, 
with his lifted eyebrows. “Je n’y 
comprends rien!” he exclaimed; 
then his eyes followed for a while 
the retreating figures of this criti- 
cal pair. “You may say what you 
please,” he declared; “it is evident 
to me that your sister is not indif- 
ferent to her clever companion. It 
is agreeable to her to be walking 
there with him. I can see that 
from here.” And in the excitement 
of observation Felix rose to his 
feet. 

Gertrude rose also, but she 
made no attempt to emulate her 
companion’s discovery; she looked 
rather in another direction. Fe- 
lix’s words had struck her; but a 
certain delicacy checked her. “She 
is certainly not indifferent to Mr. 
Brand; she has the highest opin- 
ion of him.” 

“One can see it—one can see 
it,” said Felix, in a tone of amused 
contemplation, with his head on 
one side. 
back to the opposite shore; it was 
disagreeable to her to look, but 
she hoped Felix would say some- 
thing more. “Ah, they have wan- 
dered away into the wood,” he 
added. 

Gertrude turned round again. 
“She is not in love with him,” she 


Gertrude turned her . 


said; it seemed her duty to say 
that. 

“Then he is in love with her; or 
if he is not, he ought to be. She is 
such a perfect little woman of her 
kind. She reminds me of a pair of 
old-fashioned silver sugar-tongs; 
you know I am very fond of sug- 
ar. And she is very nice with Mr. 
Brand; I have noticed that; very 
gentle and gracious.” 

Gertrude reflected a moment. 
Then she took a great resolution. 
“She wants him to marry me,” she 
said. “So of course she is nice.” 

Felix’s eyebrows rose higher 
than ever. “To marry you! Ah, ah, 
this is interesting. And you think 
one must be very nice with a man 
to induce him to do that?” 

Gertrude had turned a little 
pale, but she went on, “Mr. Brand 
wants it himself.” 

Felix folded his arms and stood 
looking at her. “I see—I see,” he 
said quickly. “Why did you never 
tell me this before?” 

“It is disagreeable to me to 
speak of it even now. I wished 
simply to explain to you about 
Charlotte.” 

“You don’t wish to marry Mr. 
Brand, then?” 

“No,” said Gertrude, gravely. 

“And does your father wish it?” 

“Very much.” 

“And you don’t like him — you 
have refused him?” 

“I don’t wish to marry him.” 

“Your father and sister think 
you ought to, eh?” 

. “Tt is a long story,” said Ger- 
trude. “They think there are good 
reasons. I can’t explain it. They 


106 


The Europeans 


think I have obligations, and that 
I have encouraged him.” 

Felix smiled at her, as if she 
had been telling him an amusing 
story about some one else. “I can’t 
tell you how this interests me,” he 
said. “Now you don’t recognize 
these reasons — these obligations?” 

“I am not sure; it is not easy.” 
And she picked up her parasol 
and turned away, as if to descend 
the slope. 

“Tell me this,” Felix went on, 
going with her: “are you likely to 
give in—to let them persuade 
you?” 

Gertrude looked at him with 
the serious face that she had con- 


stantly worn, in opposition to his, 


almost eager smile. “I shall never 
marry Mr. Brand,” she said. 

“I see!” Felix rejoined. And 
they slowly descended the hill to- 
gether, saying nothing till they 
reached the margin of the pond. 
“It is your own affair,” he then 
resumed; “but do you know, I am 
not altogether glad? If it were set- 
tled that you were to marry Mr. 
Brand I should take a certain com- 
fort in the arrangement. I should 
feel more free. I have no right to 
make love to you myself, eh?” 
And he paused, lightly pressing 
his argument upon her. 

“None whatever,” replied Ger- 
trude quickly — too quickly. 

“Your father would never hear 
of it; I haven’t a penny. Mr. 
Brand, of course, has property of 
his own, eh?” 

“I believe he has some prop- 
erty; but that has nothing to do 
with it.” 


“With you, of course not; but 
with your father and sister it must 
have. So, as I say, if this were 
settled, I should feel more at lib- 


erty.” 

“More at liberty?” Gertrude 
repeated. “Please unfasten the 
boat.” 


Felix untwisted the rope and 
stood holding it. “I should be able 
to say things to you that I can’t 
give myself the pleasure of saying 
now, he went on. “I could tell 
you how much I admire you, with- 
out seeming to pretend to that 
which I have no right to pretend 
to. I should make violent love to 
you,” he added, laughing, “if I 
thought you were so placed as not 
to be offended by it.” 

“You mean if I were engaged 
to another man? That is strange 
reasoning!” Gertrude exclaimed. 

“In that case you would not 
take me seriously.” 

“I take every one seriously,” 
said Gertrude. And without his 
help she stepped lightly into the 
boat. 

Felix took up the oars and sent 
it forward. “Ah, this is what you 
have been thinking. about? It 
seemed to me you had something 
on your mind. I wish very much,” 
he added, “that you would tell me 
some of these so-called reasons — 
these obligations.” 

“They are not real reasons — 
good reasons,” said Gertrude, look- 
ing at the pink and yellow gleams 
in the water. 

“I can understand that! Because 
a handsome girl has had a spark 
of coquetry, that is no reason.” 
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“If you mean me, it’s not that. 
I have not done that.” 

“It is something that troubles 
you, at any rate,” said Felix. 

“Not so much as it used to,” 
Gertrude rejoined. 

He looked at her, smiling al- 
ways. “That is not saying much, 
eh?” But she only rested her eyes, 
very gravely, on the lighted water. 
She seemed to him to be trying to 
hide the signs of the trouble of 
which she had just told him. Felix 
felt, at all times, much the same 
impulse to dissipate visible melan- 
choly that a good housewife feels 
to brush away dust. There was 
something he wished to brush 
away now; suddenly he stopped 
rowing and poised his oars. “Why 
should Mr. Brand have addressed 
himself to you, and not to your 
sister?” he asked. “I am sure she 
would listen to him.” 

Gertrude, in her family, was 
thought capable of a good deal of 
levity; but her levity had never 
gone so far as this. It moved her 
greatly, however, to hear Felix say 
that he was sure of something; 
so that, raising her eyes toward 
him, she tried intently, for some 
moments, to conjure up this won- 
derful image of a love-affair be- 
tween her own sister and her own 
suitor. We know that Gertrude 
had an imaginative mind; so that 
it is not impossible that this effort 
should have been partially suc- 
cessful. But she only murmured, 
“Ah, Felix! ah, Felix!” 

“Why shouldn’t they marry? 
Try and make them marry!” cried 
Felix. 


“Try and make them?” 

“Turn the tables on them. Then 
they will leave you alone. I will 
help you as far as I can.” 

Gertrude’s heart began: to beat; 
she was greatly excited; she had 
never had anything so interesting 
proposed to her before. Felix had 
begun to row again, and he now 
sent the boat home with long 
strokes. “I believe she does care 
for him!” said Gertrude, after they 
had. disembarked. 

“Of course she does, and we 
will marry them off. It will make 
them happy; it will make every. 
one happy. We shall have a wed- 
ding and I will write an epithala- 
mium.” 

“It seems as if it would make 
me happy,” said Gertrude. 

“To get rid of Mr. Brand, eh? 
To recover your liberty?” 

Gertrude walked on. “To see 
my sister married to so good. a 
man.” 

Felix gave his light laugh. “You 
always put things on _ those 
grounds; you will never say any- 
thing for yourself. You are all so 
afraid, here, of being selfish. I 
don’t. think you know how,” he 
went on. “Let me show you! It 
will make me happy for myself, 
and for just the reverse of what I 
told you a while ago. After that, 
when I make love to you, you will 
have to think I mean it.” 

“T shall never think you mean 
anything,” said Gertrude. “You 
are too fantastic.” 

“Ah,” cried Felix, “that’s a li- 
cense to say everything! Gertrude, 
I adore you!” 
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CHARLOTTE and Mr. Brand had 
not returned when they reached 
the house; but the Baroness had 
come to tea, and Robert Acton 
also, who now regularly asked for 
a place at this generous repast or 
made his appearance later in the 
evening. Clifford Wentworth, with 
his juvenile growl, remarked upon 
it. 

“You are always coming to tea 
nowadays, Robert,” he said. “I 
should think you had drunk 
enough tea in China.” 

“Since when is Mr. Acton more 
frequent?” asked the Baroness. 

“Since you came,” said Clifford. 
“It seems as if you were a kind of 
attraction.” 

“I suppose I am a curiosity,” 
said the Baroness. “Give me time 
and I will make you a salon.” 

“Tt would fall to pieces after 
you go!” exclaimed Acton. 

“Don’t talk about her going, in 
that familiar way,” Clifford said. 
“Tt makes me feel gloomy.” 

Mr. Wentworth glanced at his 
son, and taking note of these 
words, wondered if Felix had been 
teaching him, according to the 
programme he had sketched out, 
to make love to the wife of a Ger- 
man prince. 

Charlotte came in late with 
Mr. Brand; but Gertrude, to 
whom, at least, Felix had taught 
something, looked in vain, in her 


face, for the traces of a guilty 
passion. Mr. Brand sat down by 
Gertrude, and she presently asked 
him why they had not crossed the 
pond to join Felix and herself. 

“It is cruel of you to ask me 
that,” he answered, very softly. 
He had a large morsel of cake be- 
fore him; but he fingered it 
without eating it. “I sometimes 
think you are growing cruel,” he 
added. 

Gertrude said nothing; she was 
afraid to speak. There was a kind 
of rage in her heart; she felt as if 
she could easily persuade herself 
that she was persecuted. She said 
to herself that it was quite right 
that she should not allow him to 
make her believe she was wrong. 
She thought of what Felix had 
said to her; she wished indeed 
Mr. Brand would marry Charlotte. 
She looked away from him and. 
spoke no more. Mr. Brand ended. 
by eating his cake, while Felix sat 
opposite, describing to Mr. Went- 
worth the students’ duels at Hei- 
delberg. After tea they all dis- 
persed themselves, as usual, upon 
the piazza and in the garden; and 
Mr. Brand drew near to Gertrude 
again. 

“T didn’t come to you this after-- 
noon because you were not alone,” 
he began; “because you were with 
a newer friend.” 

“Felix? He is an old friend by 
this time.” 

Mr. Brand looked at the ground 
for some moments. “I thought I 
was prepared to hear you speak 
in that way,” he resumed. “But I 
find it very painful.” 
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“I don’t see what else I can 
say,” said Gertrude. 

Mr. Brand walked beside her 
for a while in silence; Gertrude 
wished he would go away. “He is 
certainly very accomplished. But I 
think I ought to advise you.” 

“To advise me?” 

“T think I know your nature.” 

“J think you don’t,” said Ger- 
trude, with a soft laugh. 

“You make yourself out worse 
than you are —to please him,” Mr. 
Brand said, gently. 

“Worse —to please him? What 
do you mean?” asked Gertrude, 
stopping. 

Mr. Brand stopped also, and 
with the same soft  straightfor- 
wardness, “He doesn’t care for the 
things you care for—the great 
questions of life.” 

Gertrude, with her eyes on his, 
shook her head. “I don’t care for 
the great questions of life. They 
are much beyond me.” 

“There was a time when you 
didn’t say that,” said Mr. Brand. 

“Oh,” rejoined Gertrude, “I 
think you made me talk a great 
deal of nonsense. And it depends,” 
she added, “upon what you call 
the great questions of life. There 
are some things I care for.” 

“Are they the things you talk 
about with your cousin?” 

“You should not say things to 
me against my cousin, \ir. Brand,” 
said Gertrude. “That is dishonor- 
able.” 

He listened to this respectfully; 
then he answered, with a little vi- 
bration of the voice, “I should be 
very sorry to do anything dishon- 


orable. But I don’t see why it 
is dishonorable to say that your 
cousin is frivolous.” 

“Go and say it to himself!” 

“I think he would admit it,” 
said Mr. Brand. “That is the tone 
he would take. He would not be 
ashamed of it.” 

“Then I am not ashamed of it!” 
Gertrude declared. “That is prob- - 
ably what I like him for. I am 
frivolous myself.” 

“You are trying, as I said just 
now, to lower yourself.” 

“T am trying for once to be nat- 
ural!” cried Gertrude passionately. 
“I have been pretending, all my 
life; I have been dishonest; it is 
you that have made me so!” Mr. 
Brand stood gazing at her, and 
she went on, “Why shouldn’t I be 
frivolous, if I want? One has a 
right to be frivolous, if it’s one’s 
nature. No, I don’t care for the 
great questions. I care for pleas- 
ure —for amusement. Perhaps I 
am fond of wicked things; it is 
very possible!” 

Mr. Brand remained staring; he 
was even a little pale, as if he 
had been frightened. “I don’t 
think you know what you are say- 
ing!” he exclaimed. 

“Perhaps not. Perhaps I am 
talking nonsense. But it is only 
with you that I talk nonsense. I 
never do so with my cousin.” 

“T will speak to you again, when 
you are less excited,” said Mr. 
Brand. 

“T am always excited when you 
speak to me. I must tell you that 
—even if it prevents you alto- 
gether, in future. Your speaking to 
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me irritates me. With my cousin 
it is very different. That seems 
quiet and natural.” 

He looked at her, and then he 
looked away, with a kind of help- 
less distress, at the dusky garden 
and the faint summer stars. After 
which, suddenly turning back, 
“Gertrude, Gertrude!” he softly 
groaned. “Am I really losing 
you?” 

She was touched—she was 
pained; but it had already oc- 
curred to her that she might do 
something better than say so. It 
would not have alleviated her 
companion’s distress to perceive, 
just then, whence she had sympa- 
thetically borrowed this ingenuity. 
“I am not sorry for you,” Ger- 
trude said; “for in paying so much 
attention to me you are following 
a shadow — you are wasting some- 
thing precious. There is something 
else you might have that you 
don’t look at—something better 
than I am. That is a reality!” And 
then, with intention, she looked 
at him and tried to smile a little. 
He thought this smile of hers very 
strange; but she turned away and 
left him. 

She wandered about alone in 
the garden wondering what Mr. 
Brand would make of her words, 
which it had been a singular pleas- 
ure for her to utter. Shortly after, 
passing in front of the house, she 
saw at a distance two persons 
standing near the garden gate. It 
was Mr. Brand going away and 
bidding good-night to Charlotte, 
who had walked down with him 
from the house. Gertrude saw that 


the parting was prolonged. Then 
she turned her back upon it. She 
had not gone very far, however, 
when she heard her sister slowly 
following her. She neither turned 
round nor waited for her; she 
knew what Charlotte was going to 
say. Charlotte, who at last over- 
took her, in fact presently began; 
she had passed her arm into Ger- 
trude’s. 

“Will you listen to me, dear, if 
I say something very particular?” 

“I know what you are going to 
say,” said Gertrude. “Mr. Brand 
feels very badly.” 

“Oh, Gertrude, how can you 
treat him so?” Charlotte de- 
manded. And as her sister made 
no answer she added, “After all 
he has done for you!” 

“What has he done for me?” 

“I wonder you can ask, Ger- 
trude. He has helped you so. You 
told me so yourself, a great many 
times. You told me that he helped 
you to struggle with your— your 
peculiarities. You told me that he 
had taught you how to govern 
your temper.” 

For a moment Gertrude said 
nothing. Then, “Was my temper 
very bad?” she asked. 

“I am not accusing you, Ger- 
trude,” said Charlotte. 

“What are you doing, then?” 
her sister demanded, with a short 
laugh. 

“IT am pleading for Mr. Brand 
—reminding you of all you owe 
him.” 

“T have given it all back,” said 
Gertrude, still with her little 
laugh. “He can take back the vir- 
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tue he imparted! I want to be 
wicked again.” 

Her sister made her stop in the 
path, and fixed upon her, in the 
darkness, a sweet, reproachful 
gaze. “If you talk this way I shall 
almost believe it. Think of all we 
owe Mr. Brand. Think of how he 
has always expected something of 
you. Think how much he has been 
to us. Think of his beautiful influ- 
ence upon Clifford.” 

“He is very good,” said Ger- 
trude, looking at her sister. “I 
know he is very good. But he 
shouldn’t speak against Felix.” 

“Felix is good,” Charlotte an- 
swered, softly but promptly. “Fe- 
lix is very wonderful. Only he is 
so different. Mr. Brand is much 
nearer to us. I should never think 
of going to Felix with a trouble — 
with a question. Mr. Brand is 
much more to us, Gertrude.” 

“He is very—very good,” Ger- 
trude repeated. “He is more to 
you; yes, much more. Charlotte,” 
she added suddenly, “you are in 
love with him!” 

“Oh, Gertrude!” cried poor 
Charlotte; and her sister saw her 
blushing in the darkness. 

Gertrude put her arm round 
her. “I wish he would marry you!” 
she went on. 

Charlotte shook herself free. 
“You must not say such things!” 
- she exclaimed, beneath her breath. 

“You like him more than you 
say, and he likes you more than he 
knows.” 

“This is very cruel of you!” 
Charlotte Wentworth murmured. 


But if it was cruel Gertrude 
continued pitiless. “Not if it’s 
true,” she answered. “I wish he 
would marry you.” 

“Please don’t say that.” 

“I mean to tell him so!” said 
Gertrude. 

“Oh, Gertrude, Gertrude!” her 
sister almost moaned. 

“Yes, if he speaks to me again 
about myself. I will say, “Why 
don’t you marry Charlotte? She’s 
a thousand times better than I.’” 

“You are wicked; you are 
changed!” cried her sister. 

“If you don’t like it you can 
prevent it,” said Gertrude. “You 
can prevent it by keeping him 
from speaking to me!” And with 
this she walked away, very con- 
scious of what she had done; 
measuring it and finding a certain 
joy and a quickened sense of free- 
dom in it. 

Mr. Wentworth was rather wide 
of the mark in suspecting that 
Clifford had begun to pay unscru- 
pulous compliments to his _bril- 
liant cousin; for the young man 
had really more scruples than he 
received credit for in his family. 
He had a certain transparent 
shamefacedness which was in it- 
self a proof that he was not at his 
ease in dissipation. His collegiate 
peccadilloes had aroused a domes- 
tic murmur as disagreeable to the 
young man as the creaking of his 
boots would have been to a house- 
breaker. Only, as the house- 
breaker would have simplified 
matters by removing his chaus- 
sures, it had seemed to Clifford 
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that the shortest cut to comfort- 
able relations with people — rela- 
tions which should make him cease 
to think that when they spoke to 
him they meant something im- 
proving — was to renounce all am- 
bition toward a nefarious develop- 
ment. And, in fact, Clifford’s am- 
bition took the most commend- 
able form. He thought of himself 
in the future as the well-known 
and much-liked Mr. Wentworth, 
of Boston, who should, in the nat- 
ural course of prosperity, have 
married his pretty cousin, Lizzie 
Acton; should live in a_ wide- 
fronted house, in view of the 
Common; and ‘should drive, be- 
hind a light wagon, over the damp 
autumn roads, a pair of beauti- 
fully matched sorrel horses. Clif- 
ford’s vision of the coming years 
was very simple; its most definite 
features were this element of fa- 
miliar matrimony and the dupli- 
cation of his resources for trotting. 
He had not yet asked his cousin 
to marry him; but he meant to do 
so as soon as he had taken his de- 
gree. Lizzie was serenely con- 
scious of his intention, and she 
had made up her mind that he 
would improve. Her brother, who 
was very fond of this light, quick, 
competent little Lizzie, saw on 
his side no reason to interpose. It 
seemed to him a graceful social 
law that Clifford and his sister 
should become engaged; he him- 
self was not engaged, but every 
one else, fortunately, was not such 
a fool as he. He was fond of Clif- 
ford, as well, and had his own 


way — of which it must be con- 
fessed he was a little ashamed — 
of looking at those aberrations 
which had led to the young man’s 
compulsory retirement from the 
neighboring seat of learning. Ac- 
ton had seen the world, as he said 
to himself; he had been to China 
and had knocked about among 
men. He had learned the essential 
difference between a nice. young 
fellow and a mean young fellow, 
and was satisfied that there was no 
harm in Clifford. He believed — al- 
though it must be added that he 
had not quite the courage to de- 
clare it—in the doctrine of wild 
oats, and thought it a useful pre- 
ventive of superfluous fears. If Mr. 
Wentworth and Charlotte and 
Mr. Brand would only apply it in 
Clifford’s case, they would be hap- 
pier; and Acton thought it a pity 
they should not be happier. They 
took the boy’s misdemeanors too 
much to heart; they talked to him 
too solemnly; they frightened and 
bewildered him. Of course there 
was the great standard of moral- 
ity, which forbade that a man 
should get tipsy, play at billiards 
for money, or cultivate his sensual 
consciousness; but what fear was 
there that poor Clifford was going 
to run a tilt at any great stand- 
ard? It had, however, never oc- 
curred to Acton to dedicate the 
Baroness Miinster to the redemp- 
tion of a refractory collegian. The 
instrument, here, would have 
seemed to him quite too complex 
for the operation. Felix, on the 
other hand, had spoken in obedi- 
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ence to the belief that the more 
charming a woman is the more nu- 
merous, literally, are her definite 
social uses. 

Eugenia herself, as we know, 
had plenty of leisure to enumer- 
ate her uses. As I have had the 
honor of intimating, she had come 
four thousand miles to seek her 
fortune; and it is not to be sup- 
posed that after this great effort 
she could neglect any apparent 
aid to advancement. It is my mis- 
fortune that in attempting to de- 
scribe in a short compass the 
deportment of this remarkable 
woman I am obliged to express 
things rather brutally. I feel this 
to be the case, for instance, when 
I say that she had primarily de- 
tected such an aid to advance- 
ment in the person of Robert Ac- 
ton, but that she had afterwards 
remembered that a prudent archer 
has always a second bowstring. 
Eugenia was a woman of finely- 
mingled motive, and her inten- 
tions were never sensibly gross. 
She had a sort of ezsthetic ideal 
for Clifford which seemed to her 
a disinterested reason for taking 
him in hand. It was very well for 
a fresh-colored young gentleman 
to be ingenuous; but Clifford, re- 
ally, was crude. With such a pretty 
face he ought to have prettier 
manners. She would teach him 
that, with a beautiful name, the 
expectation of a large property, 
and, as they said in Europe, a so- 
cial position, an only son should 
know how to carry himself. 

Once Clifford had begun to 
come and see her by himself and 


for himself, he came very often. 
He hardly knew why he should 
come; he saw her almost every 
evening at his father’s house; he 
had nothing particular to say to 
her. She was not a young girl, and 
fellows of his age called only upon 
young girls. He exaggerated her 
age; she seemed to him an old 
woman; it was happy that the Bar- 
oness, with all her intelligence, 
was incapable of guessing this. 
But gradually it struck Clifford 
that visiting old women might be, 
if not a natural, at least, as they 
say of some articles of diet, an ac- 
quired taste. The Baroness was 
certainly a very amusing old 
woman; she talked to him as no 
lady —and indeed no gentleman 
—had ever talked to him before. 

“You should go to Europe and 
make the tour,” she said to him 
one afternoon. “Of course, on leav- 
ing college you will go.” 

“I don’t want to go,” Clifford 
declared. “I know some fellows 
who have been to Europe. They 
say you can have better fun here.” 

“That depends. It depends upon 
your idea of fun. Your friends 
probably were not introduced.” 

“Introduced?” Clifford = de- 
manded. 

“They had no opportunity of 
going into society; they formed 
no relations.” This. was one of a 
certain number of words that the 
Baroness often pronounced in the 
French manner. 

“They went to a ball, in Paris; 
I know that,” said Clifford. 

“Ah, there are balls and balls; 
especially in Paris. No, you must 
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go, you know; it is not a thing 
from which you can dispense your- 
self. You need it.” 

“Oh, I’m very well,” said Clif- 
ford. “I’m not sick.” 

“J don’t mean for your health, 
my poor child. I mean for your 
manners.” 

“J haven’t got any manners!” 
growled Clifford. 

“Precisely. You don’t mind my 
assenting to that, eh?” asked the 
Baroness with a smile. “You must 
go to Europe and get a few. You 
can get them better there. It is a 
pity you might not have come 
while I was living in—in Ger- 
many. I would have introduced 
you; I had a charming little circle. 
You would perhaps have been 
rather young; but the younger one 
begins, I think, the better. Now, 
at any rate, you have no time to 
lose, and when I return you must 
immediately come to me.” 

All this, to Clifford’s apprehen- 
sion, was a great mixture — his be- 
ginning young, Eugenia’s return 
to Europe, his being introduced to 
her charming little circle. What 
was he to begin, and what was 
her little circle? His ideas about 
her marriage had a good deal of 
vagueness; but they were in so 
far definite as that he felt it to be 
a matter not to be freely men- 
tioned. He 
round the room; he supposed she 
was alluding in some way to her 
marriage. 

“Oh, I don’t want to go to Ger- 
many,” he said; it seemed to him 
the most convenient thing to 
say. 


sat and looked all 


She looked at him a while, 
smiling with her lips, but not with 
her eyes. 

“You have scruples?” she asked. 

“Scruples?” said Clifford. 

“You young people, here, are 
very singular; one doesn’t know 
where to expect you. When you 
are not extremely improper you 
are so terribly proper. I dare say 
you think that, owing to my ir- 
regular marriage, I live with loose 
people. You were never more mis- 
taken. I have been all the more 
particular.” 

“Oh, no,” said Clifford, hon- 
estly distressed. “I never thought 
such a thing as that.” 

““Are you very sure? I am con- 
vinced that your father does, and 
your sisters. They say to each 
other that here I am on my good 
behavior, but that over there — 
married by the left hand—I as- 
sociate with light women.” 

“Oh, no,” cried Clifford, ener- 
getically, “they don’t say such 
things as that to each other!” 

“If they think them they had 
better say them,” the Baroness re- 
joined. “Then they can be contra- 
dicted. Please contradict that 
whenever you hear it, and don’t 
be afraid of coming to see me on 
account of the company I keep. I 
have the honor of knowing more 
distinguished men, my poor child, 
than you are likely to see in a life- 
time. I see very few women; but 
those are women of rank. So, my 
dear young Puritan, you needn't 
be afraid. I am not in the least 
one of those who think that the 
society of women who have lost 
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their place in the vrai monde is 
necessary to form a young man. I 
have never taken that tone. I have 
kept my place myself, and I think 
we are a much better school than 
the others. Trust me, Clifford, and 
I will prove that to you,” the Bar- 
oness continued, while she made 
the agreeable reflection that she 
could not, at least, be accused of 
perverting her young kinsman. “So 
if you ever fall among thieves 
don’t go about saying I sent you 
to them.” 

Clifford thought it so comical 
that he should know — in spite of 
her figurative language — what she 
meant, and that she should mean 
what he knew, that he could 
hardly help laughing a little, al- 
though he tried hard. “Oh, no! oh, 
no!” he murmured. 

“Laugh out, laugh out, if I 
amuse you!” cried the Baroness. 
“T am here for that!” And Clif- 
ford thought her a very amusing 
person indeed. “But remember,” 
she said on this occasion, “that 
you are coming—next year—to 
pay me a visit over there.” 

About a week afterwards she 
said to him, point-blank, “Are you 
seriously making love to your lit- 
tle cousin?” 

“Seriously making love” — these 
words, on Madame Miinster’s lips, 
had to Clifford’s sense a porten- 
tous and embarrassing sound; he 
hesitated about assenting, lest he 
should commit himself to more 
than he understood. “Well, I 
shouldn’t say it if I was!” he ex- 
claimed. 

“Why wouldn’t you say it?” the 


Baroness demanded. “Those things 
ought to be known.” 

“I don’t care whether it is 
known or not,” Clifford rejoined. 
“But I don’t want people looking 
at me.” 

“A young man of your impor- 
tance ought to learn to bear obser- 
vation —to carry himself as if he 
were quite indifferent to it. I won’t 
say, exactly, unconscious,” the Bar- 
oness explained. “No, he must 
seem to know he is observed, and 
to think it natural he should be; 
but he must appear perfectly used 
to it. Now you haven’t that, Clif- 
ford; you haven’t that at all. You 
must have that, you know. Don’t 
tell me you are not a young man 
of importance,” Eugenia added. 
“Don’t say anything so flat as that.” 

“Oh, no, you don’t catch me say- 
ing that!” cried Clifford. 

“Yes, you must come to Ger- 
many,” Madame Miinster contin- 
ued. “I will show you how people 
can be talked about, and yet not 
seem to know it. You will be talked 
about, of course, with me; it will be 
said you are my lover. I will show 
you how little one may mind that 
— how little I shall mind it.” 

Clifford sat staring, blushing and 
laughing. “I shall mind it a good. 
deal!” he declared. 

“Ah, not too much, you know; 
that would be uncivil. But I give 
you leave to mind it a little; es- 
pecially if you have a passion for 
Miss Acton. Voyons; as regards 
that, you either have or you have 
not. It is very simple to say it.” 

“I don’t see why you want to. 
know,” said Clifford. 
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“You ought to want me to 
know. If one is arranging a mar- 
riage, one tells one’s friends.” . 

“Oh, I’m not arranging any- 
thing,” said Clifford. 

“You don’t intend to marry 
your cousin?” 

“Well, I expect I shall do as I 
choose!” 

The Baroness leaned her head 
upon the back of her chair and 
closed her eyes, as if she were 
tired. Then opening them again, 
“Your cousin is very charming!” 
she said. 

“She is the prettiest girl in this 
place,” Clifford rejoined. 

“‘In this place’ is saying little; 
she would be charming anywhere. 
I am afraid you are entangled.” 

“Oh, no, I’m not entangled.” 

“Are you engaged? At your age 
that is the same thing.” 

Clifford looked at the Baroness 
with some audacity. “Will you tell 
no one?” 

“Tf it’s as sacred as that —no.” 

“Well, then—we are not!” said 
Clifford. 

“That’s the great secret — that 
‘you are not, eh?” asked the Bar- 
ioness, with a quick laugh. “I am 
very glad to hear it. You are alto- 
gether too young. A young man in 
your position must choose and 
compare; he must see the world 
first. Depend upon it,” she added, 
“you should not settle that matter 
‘before you have come abroad and 
paid me that visit. There are sev- 
eral things I should like to call 
your attention to first.” { 

“Well, I am rather afraid of 
that visit,” said Clifford. “It seems 


to me it will be rather like going 
to school again.” 

The Baroness looked at him a 
moment. 

“My dear child,” she said, “there 
is no agreeable man who has not, 
at some moment, been to school 
to a clever woman-— probably a 
little older than himself. And you 
must be thankful when you get 
your instructions gratis. With me 
you would get it gratis.” 

The next day Clifford told Liz- 
zie Acton that the Baroness 
thought her the most charming 
girl she had ever seen. 

Lizzie shook her head. “No, 
she doesn’t!” she said. 

“Do you think everything she 
says, asked Clifford, “is to be 
taken the opposite way?” 

“I think that is!” said Lizzie. 

Clifford was going to remark 
that in this case the Baroness must 
desire greatly to bring about a 
marriage between Mr. Clifford 
Wentworth and Miss Elizabeth 
Acton; but he resolved, on the 
whole, to suppress this observa- 
tion. . 
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Ir seemed to Robert Acton, after 
Eugenia had come to his house, 
that something had passed be- 
tween them which made them a 
good deal more intimate. It was 
hard to say exactly what, except 
her telling him that she had taken 
her resolution with regard to the 
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Prince Adolf; for Madame Miin- 
ster’s visit had made no difference 
in their relations. He came to see 
her very often; but he had come to 
see her very often before. It was 
agreeable to him to find himself 
in her little drawing-room; but this 
was not a new discovery. There 
was a change, however, in this 
sense: that if the Baroness had 
been a great deal in Acton’s 
thoughts before, she was now 
never out of them. From the first 
she had been personally fascinat- 
ing; but the fascination now had 
become intellectual as well. He 
was constantly pondering her 
words and motions; they were as 
interesting as the factors in an 
algebraic problem. This is saying 
a good deal; for Acton was ex- 
tremely fond of mathematics. He 
asked himself whether it could be 
that he was in love with her, and 
then hoped he was not; hoped it 
not so much for his own sake as 
for that of the amatory passion it- 
self. If this was love, love had 
been overrated. Love was a poetic 
impulse, and his own state of feel- 
ing with regard to the Baroness 
was largely characterized by that 
eminently prosaic sentiment — cu- 
riosity. It was true, as Acton with 
his quietly cogitative habit ob- 
served to himself, that curiosity, 
pushed to a given point, might 
become a romantic passion; and he 
certainly thought enough about 
this charming woman to make him 
restless and even a little melan- 
choly. It puzzled and vexed him 
at times to feel that he was not 
more ardent. He was not in the 


least bent upon remaining a bach- 
elor. In his younger years he had 
been — or he had tried to be — of 
the opinion that it would be a 
good deal “jollier” not to marry, 
and he had flattered himself that 
his single condition was something 
of a citadel. It was a citadel, at all 
events, of which he had long since 
leveled the outworks. He had re- 
moved the guns from the ram- 
parts; he had lowered the draw- 
bridge across the moat. The 
draw-bridge had swayed lightly un- 
der Madame Miinster’s step; why 
should he not cause it to be raised 
again, so that she might be kept 
prisoner? He had an idea that she 
would become —in time at least, 
and on learning the conveniences 
of the place for making a lady 
comfortable—a_ tolerably patient 
captive. But the draw-bridge was 
never raised, and Acton’s brilliant 
visitor was as free to depart as 
she had been to come. It was part 
of his curiosity to know why the 
deuce so susceptible a man was 
not in love with so charming a 
woman. If her various graces were, 
as I have said, the factors in an 
algebraic problem, the answer to 
this question was the indispensable 
unknown quantity. The pursuit of 
the unknown quantity was ex- 
tremely absorbing; for the present 
it taxed all Acton’s faculties. 
Toward the middle of August 
he was obliged to leave home for 
some days; an old friend, with 
whom he had been associated in 
China, had begged him to come to 
Newport, where he lay extremely 
ill. His friend got better, and at 
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the end of a week Acton was re- 
leased. I use the word “released” 
advisedly; for in spite of his at- 
tachment to his Chinese comrade 
he had been but a half-hearted 
visitor. He felt as if he had been 
called away from the theatre dur- 
ing the progress of a remarkably 
interesting drama. The curtain was 
up all this time, and he was losing 
the fourth act; that fourth act 
which would have been so essen- 
tial to a just appreciation of the 
fifth. In other words, he was 
thinking about the Baroness, who, 
seen at this distance, seemed a 
truly brilliant figure. He saw at 
Newport a great many pretty 
women, who certainly were figures 
as brilliant as beautiful light 
dresses could make them; but 
though they talked a great deal — 
and the Baroness’s strong point 
was perhaps also her conversation 
—Madame Miinster appeared to 
lose nothing by the comparison. 
He wished she had come to New- 
port too. Would it not be possible 
to make up, as they said, a party 
for visiting the famous watering- 
place and invite Eugenia to join 
it? It was true that the complete 
satisfaction would be to spend a 
fortnight at Newport with Euge- 
nia alone. It would be a great 
pleasure to see her, in society, 
carry everything before her, as he 
was sure she would do. When Ac- 
ton caught himself thinking these 
thoughts he began to walk up and 
down, with his hands in his pock- 
ets, frowning a little and looking 
at the floor. What did it prove — 
for it certainly proved something 


— this lively disposition to be “off” 
somewhere with Madame Minster, 
away from all the rest of them? 
Such a vision, certainly, seemed a 
refined implication of matrimony, 
after the Baroness should have for- 
mally got rid of her informal hus- 
band. At any rate, Acton, with his 
characteristic discretion, forbore to 
give expression to whatever else 
it might imply, and the narrator of 
these incidents is not obliged to 
be more definite. 

He returned home rapidly, and, 
arriving in the afternoon, lost as 
little time as possible in joining 
the familiar circle at Mr. Went- 
worth’s. On reaching the house, 
however, he found the piazzas 
empty. The doors and windows 
were open, and their emptiness 
was made clear by the shafts of 
lamp-light from the parlors. En- 
tering the house, he found Mr. 
Wentworth sitting alone in one of 
these apartments, engaged in the 
perusal of the “North American 
Review.” After they had exchanged 
greetings and his cousin had made 
discreet inquiry about his journey, 
Acton asked what had become of 
Mr. Wentworth’s companions. 

“They are scattered about, 
amusing themselves as usual,” said 
the old man. “I saw Charlotte, a 
short time since, seated, with Mr. 
Brand, upon the piazza. They were 
conversing with their customary 
animation. I suppose they have 
joined her sister, who, for the 
hundredth time, was doing the 
honors of the garden to her foreign 
cousin.” 

“I suppose you mean Felix,” 
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said Acton. And on Mr. Went- 
worth’s assenting, he said, “And 
the others?” 

“Your sister has not come this 
evening. You must have seen her 
at home,” said Mr. Wentworth. 

“Yes. I proposed to her to come. 
She declined.” 

“Lizzie, I suppose, was expect- 
ing a visitor,” said the old man, 
with a kind of solemn slyness. 

“If she was expecting Clifford, 
he had not turned up.” 

Mr. Wentworth, at this intelli- 
gence, closed the “North American 
Review” and remarked that he 
had understood Clifford to say 
that he was going to see his cousin. 
Privately, he reflected that if Liz- 
zie Acton had had no news of his 
son, Clifford must have gone to 
Boston for the evening: an unnat- 
ural course of a summer night, es- 
pecially when accompanied with 
disingenuous representations. 

“You must remember that he has 
two cousins,” said Acton, laugh- 
ing. And then, coming to the point, 
“If Lizzie is not here,” he added, 
“neither apparently is the Baron- 
ss... 

Mr. Wentworth stared a mo- 
ment, and remembered that queer 
proposition of Felix’s. For a mo- 
ment he did not know whether it 
was not to be wished that Clifford, 
after all, might have gone to Bos- 
ton. “The Baroness has not hon- 
ored us tonight,” he said. “She has 
not come over for three days.” 

“Is she ill?” Acton asked. 

“No; I have been to see her.” 

“What is the matter with her?” 


“Well,” said Mr. Wentworth, “I 
infer she has tired of us.” 

Acton pretended to sit down, 
but he was restless; he found it 
impossible to talk with Mr. Went- 
worth. At the end of ten minutes. 
he took up his hat and said that 
he thought he would “go off.” It 
was very late; it was ten o'clock. 

His quiet-faced kinsman looked 
at him a moment. “Are you going 
home?” he asked. 

Acton hesitated, and then an- 
swered that he had proposed to go 
over and take a look at the Bar- 
oness. 

“Well, you are honest, at least,” 
said Mr. Wentworth, sadly. 

“So are you, if you come to 
that!” cried Acton, laughing. “Why 
shouldn’t I be honest?” 

The old man opened the “North 
American” again, and read a few 
lines. “If we have ever had any 
virtue among us, we had better 
keep hold of it now,” he said. He 
was not quoting. 

“We have a Baroness among 
us,” said Acton. “That’s what we 
must keep hold of!” He was too 
impatient to see Madame Miin- 
ster again to wonder what Mr. 
Wentworth was talking about. 
Nevertheless, after he had passed 
out of the house and traversed the 
garden and the little piece of road 
that separated him from Eugenia’s 
provisional residence, he stopped 
a moment outside. He stood in her 
little garden; the long window of 
her parlor was open, and he could 
see the white curtains, with the 


lamp-light shining through them, 
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swaying softly to and fro in the 
warm night wind. There was a sort 
of excitement in the idea of seeing 
Madame Minster again; he be- 
came aware that his heart was 
beating rather faster than usual. It 
was this that made him stop, with 
a half-amused surprise. But in a 
moment he went along the piazza, 
and, approaching the open win- 
dow, tapped upon its lintel with 
his stick. He could see the Baron- 
ess within; she was standing in 
the middle of the room. She came 
to the window and pulled aside 
the curtain; then she stood look- 
ing at him a moment. She was not 
smiling; she seemed serious. 

“Mais entrez donc!” she said at 
last. Acton passed in across the 
window-sill; he wondered, for an 
instant, what was the matter with 
her. But the next moment she had 
begun to smile and had put out 
her hand. “Better late than never,” 
she said. “It is very kind of you to 
come at this hour.” 

“J have just returned from my 
journey,” said Acton. 

“Ah, very kind, very kind,” she 
repeated, looking about her where 
to sit. v 

“I went first to the other house,” 
Acton continued. “I expected to 
find you there.” 

She had sunk into her usual 
chair; but she got up again, and 
_ began to move about the room. 
Acton had laid down his hat and 
stick; he was looking at her, con- 
scious that there was in fact a 
great charm in seeing her again. 
“JT don’t know whether I ought to 


tell you to sit down,” she said. “It 
is too late to begin a visit.” 

“It’s too early to end one,” Ac- 
ton declared; “and we needn’t 
mind the beginning.” 

She looked at him again, and, 
after a moment, dropped once 
more into her low chair, while he 
took a place near her. “We are in 
the middle, then?” she asked. 
“Was that where we were when 
you went away? No, I haven't 
been to the other house.” 

“Not yesterday, nor the day be- 
fore, eh?” 

“J don’t know how many days 
it is.” 

“You are tired of it,” said Acton. 

She leaned back in her chair; 
her arms were folded. “That is a 
terrible accusation, but I have not 
the courage to defend myself.” 

“I am not attacking you,” said 
Acton. “I expected something of 
this kind.” 

“It’s a proof of extreme intelli- 
gence. I hope you enjoyed your 
journey.” 

“Not at all,” Acton declared. “I 
would much rather have been 
here with you.” 

“Now you are attacking me,” 
said the Baroness. “You are con- 
trasting my inconstancy with your 
own. fidelity.” 

“I confess I never get tired of 
people I like.” 

“Ah, you are not a poor wicked 
foreign woman, with irritable 
nerves and a sophisticated mind!” 

“Something has happened to you 
since I went away,” said Acton, 
changing his place. 
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“Your going away — that is what 
has happened to me.” 

“Do you mean to say that you 
have missed me?” he asked. 

“If I had meant to say it, it 
would not be worth your making 
a note of. I am very dishonest and 
my compliments are worthless.” 

Acton was silent for some mo- 
ments. “You have broken down,” 
he said at last. 

Madame Miinster left her chair, 
and began to move about. 

“Only for a moment. I shall pull 
myself together again.” 

“You had better not take it too 
hard. If you are bored, you needn’t 
be afraid to say so—to me at 
least.” 

“You shouldn’t say such things 
as that,” the Baroness answered. 
“You should encourage me.” 

“I admire your patience; that is 
encouraging.” 

“You shouldn’t even say that. 
When you talk of my patience you 
are disloyal to your own people. 
Patience implies suffering; and 
what have I had to suffer?” 

“Oh, not hunger, not unkind- 
ness, certainly,” said Acton, laugh- 
ing. “Nevertheless, we all admire 
your patience.” 

“You all detest me!” cried the 
Baroness, with a sudden vehe- 
mence, turning her back toward 
him. 

“You make it hard,” said Acton, 
getting up, “for a man to say 
something tender to you.” This 
evening there was something par- 
ticularly striking and_ touching 
about her; an unwonted softness 
and a look of suppressed emotion. 


He felt himself suddenly appreciat- 
ing the fact that she had behaved 
very well. She had come to this 
quiet corner of the world under 
the weight of a cruel indignity, 
and she had been so gracefully, 
modestly thankful for the rest she 
found there. She had joined that 
simple circle over the way; she 
had mingled in its plain, provin- 
cial talk; she had shared its meagre 
and savorless pleasures. She had 
set herself a task, and she had 
rigidly performed it. She had con- 
formed to the angular conditions 
of New England life, and she had 
had the tact and pluck to carry 
it off as if she liked them. Acton 
felt a more downright need than 
he had ever felt before to tell her 
that he admired her and that she 
struck him as a very superior 
woman. All along, hitherto, he had 
been on his guard with her; he 
had been cautious, observant, sus- 
picious. But now a certain light 
tumult in his blood seemed to tell 
him that a finer degree of confi- 
dence in this charming woman 
would be its own reward. “We 
don’t detest you,” he went on. “I 
don’t know what you mean. At 
any rate, I speak for myself; I 
don’t know anything about the 
others. Very likely, you detest 
them for the dull life they make 
you lead. Really, it would give me 
a sort of pleasure to hear you say 
sO. 

Eugenia had been looking at the 
door on the other side of the room; 
now she slowly turned her eyes 
toward Robert Acton. “What can 
be the motive,” she asked, “of a 


122 


The Europeans 


man like you—an honest man, a 
galant homme —in saying so base 
a thing as that?” 

“Does it sound very base?” asked 
Acton, candidly. “I suppose it 
does, and I thank you for telling 
me so. Of course, I don’t mean it 
literally.” 

The Baroness stood looking at 
him. “How do you mean it?” she 
asked. 

This question was difficult to 
answer, and Acton, feeling the 
least bit foolish, walked to the 
open window and looked out. He 
stood there, thinking a moment, 
and then he turned back. “You 
know that document that you 
were to send to Germany,” he 
said. “You called it your ‘renun- 
ciation.” Did you ever send it?” 

Madame Miinster’s eyes ex- 
panded; she looked very grave. 
“What a singular answer to my 
question!” 

“Oh, it isn’t an answer,” said 
Acton. “I have wished to ask you, 
many times. I thought it probable 
you. would tell me yourself. The 
question, on my part, seems ab- 
rupt now; but it would be abrupt 
at any time.” 

The Baroness was silent a mo- 
ment; and then, “I think I have 
told you too much!” she said. 

This declaration appeared to 
Acton to have a certain force; he 
had indeed a sense of asking more 
of her than he offered her. He re- 
turned to the window, and 
watched, for a moment, a little 
star that twinkled through the lat- 
tice of the piazza. There were at 
any rate offers enough he could 


make; perhaps he had hitherto not 
been sufficiently explicit in doing 
so. “I wish you would ask some- 
thing of me,” he presently said. 
“Is there nothing I can do for 
youP If you can’t stand this dull 
life any more, let me amuse 
you!” 

The Baroness had sunk once 
more into a chair, and she had 
taken up a fan which she held, 
with both hands, to her mouth. 
Over the top of the fan her eyes 
were fixed on him. “You are very 
strange to-night,” she said, with 
a little laugh. 

“I will do anything in the 
world,” he rejoined, standing in 
front of her. “Shouldn’t you like 
to travel about and see something 
of the country? Won't you go to 
Niagara? You ought to see Niag- 
ara, you know.” 

“With you, do you mean?” 

“T should be delighted to take 
you.” 

“You alone?” 

Acton looked at her, smiling, 
and yet with a serious air. “Well, 
yes; we might go alone,” he said. 

“If you were not what you are,” 
she answered, “I should feel in- 
sulted.” 

“How do you mean—what I 
am?” 

“If you were one of the gentle- 
men I have been used to all my 
life. If you were not a queer Bos- 
tonian.” 

“If the gentlemen you have been 
used to have taught you to expect 
insults,” said Acton, “I am glad I 
am what I am. You had much bet- 
ter come to Niagara.” 


123 


The Europeans 


“If you wish to ‘amuse’ me,” 
the Baroness declared, “you need 
go to no further expense. You 
amuse me very effectually.” 

He sat down opposite to her; 
she still held her fan up to her 
face, with her eyes only showing 
above it. There was a moment’s 
silence, and then he said, return- 
ing to his former question, “Have 
you sent that document to Ger- 
many?” 

Again there was a moment’s 
silence. The expressive eyes of 
Madame Muiinster seemed, how- 
ever, half to break it. 

“T will tell you—at Niagara!” 
she said. 

She had hardly spoken when 
the door at the further end of the 
room opened—the door upon 
which, some minutes previous, Eu- 
genia had fixed her gaze. Clifford 
Wentworth stood there, blushing 
and looking rather awkward. The 
Baroness rose, quickly, and Acton, 
more slowly, did the same. Clif- 
ford gave him no greeting; he was 
looking at Eugenia. 

“Ah, you were here?” exclaimed 
Acton. 

“He was in Felix’s studio,” said 
Madame Minster. “He wanted to 
see his sketches.” 

Clifford looked at Robert Acton, 
but said nothing; he only fanned 
himself with his hat. “You chose 
a bad moment,” said Acton; “you 
hadn’t much light.” 

“T hadn’t any!” said Clifford, 
laughing. 

“Your candle went out?” Euge- 
nia asked. “You should have come 
back here and lighted it again.” 


Clifford looked at her a moment. 
“So I have—come back. But I 
have left the candle!” 

Eugenia turned away. “You are 
very stupid, my poor boy. You 
had better go home.” 

“Well,” said Clifford, 
night!” 

“Haven't you a word to throw 
to a man when he has safely re- 
turned from a dangerous journey?” 
Acton asked. 

“How do you do?” said Clif- 
ford. “I thought—I thought you 
were” — and he paused, looking at 
the Baroness again. 

“You thought I was at New- 
port, ehP So I was—this morn- 
ing.” 

“Good night, clever child!” said 
Madame Miinster, over her shoul- 
der. 

Clifford stared at her—not at 
all like a clever child; and. then, 
with one of his little facetious 
growls, took his departure. 

“What is the matter with him?” 
asked Acton, when he was gone. 
“He seemed rather in a muddle.” 

Eugenia, who was near the 
window, glanced out, listening a 
moment. “The matter—the mat- 
ter’—she answered. “But you 
don’t say such things here.” 

“If you mean that he had been 
drinking a little, you can say that.” 

“He doesn’t drink any more. I 
have cured him. And in return— 
he’s in love with me.” 

It was Acton’s turn to stare. He 
instantly thought of his sister; but 
he said nothing about her. He be- 
gan to laugh. “I don’t wonder at 
his passion! But I wonder at his 


“good 
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forsaking your society for that of 
your brother’s paint-brushes.” 

Eugenia was silent a little. “He 
had not been in the studio. I in- 
vented that at the moment.” 

“Invented itP For what pur- 
pose?” 

“He has an idea of being ro- 
mantic. He has adopted the habit 
of coming to see me at midnight 
— passing only through the orchard 
and through Felix’s _ painting- 
room, which has a door opening 
that way. It seems to amuse him,” 
added Eugenia, with a little laugh. 

Acton felt more surprise than 
he confessed to, for this was a 
new view of Clifford, whose irreg- 
ularities had hitherto been quite 
without the romantic element. He 
tried to laugh again, but he felt 
rather too serious, and after a mo- 
ment’s hesitation his seriousness 
explained itself. “I hope you don't 
encourage him,” he said. “He 
must not be inconstant to poor 
Lizzie.” 

“To your sister?” 

“You know they are decidedly 
intimate,” said Acton. 

“Ah,” cried Eugenia, smiling, 
“has she—has she” — 

“T don’t know,” Acton inter- 
rupted, “what she has. But I al- 
ways supposed that Clifford had 
a desire to make himself agree- 
able to her.” 

“Ah, par exemple!” the Baron- 
ess went on. “The little monster! 
The next time he becomes senti- 
mental I will tell him that he 
ought to be ashamed of himself.” 

Acton was silent a moment. “You 
had better say nothing about it.” 


“T had told him as much al- 
ready, on general grounds,” said 
the Baroness. “But in this country, 
you know, the relations of young 
people are so extraordinary that 
one is quite at sea. They are not 
engaged when you would quite 
say they ought to be. Take Char- 
lotte Wentworth, for instance, and 
that young ecclesiastic. If I were 
her father I should insist upon his 
marrying her; but it appears to be 
thought there is no urgency. On 
the other hand, you suddenly learn 
that a boy of twenty and a little 


- girl who is still with her govern- 


ess — your sister has no governess? 
Well, then, who is never away 
from her mamma — a young couple, 
in short, between whom you have 
noticed nothing beyond an ex- 
change of the childish pleasantries 
characteristic of their age, are on 
the point of setting up as man and 
wife.” The Baroness spoke with 
a certain exaggerated volubility 
which was in contrast with the 


“languid grace that had character- 


ized her manner before Clifford 
made his appearance. It seemed 
to Acton that there was a spark of 
irritation in her eye—a note of 
irony (as when she spoke of Liz- 
zie being never away from her 
mother) in her voice. If Madame 
Minster was irritated, Robert Ac- 
ton was vaguely mystified; she 
began to move about the room 
again, and he looked at her with- 
out saying anything. Presently she 
took out her watch, and, glancing 
at it, declared that it was three 
o'clock in the morning and that he 
must go. 
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“I have not been here an hour,” 
he said, “and they are still sitting 
up at the other house. You can 
see the lights. Your brother has 
not come in.” 

“Oh, at the other house,” cried 
Eugenia, “they are terrible peo- 
ple! I don’t know what they may 
do over there. I am a quiet little 
humdrum woman; I have rigid 
rules and I keep them. One of 
them is not to have visitors in the 
small hours — especially clever men 
like you. So good night!” 

Decidedly, the Baroness was in- 
cisive; and though Acton bade her 
good night and departed, he was 
still a good deal mystified. 

The next day Clifford Went- 
worth came to see Lizzie, and Ac- 
ton, who was at home and saw 
him pass through the garden, took 
note of the circumstance. He had 
a natural desire to make it tally 
with Madame Minster’s account 
of Clifford’s disaffection; but his 
ingenuity, finding itself unequal to 


the task, resolved at last to ask ° 


help of the young man’s candor. 
He waited till he saw him going 
away, and then he went out and 
overtook him in the grounds. 

“I wish very much you would 
answer me a question,” Acton said. 
“What were you doing, last night, 
at Madame Miinster’s?” 

Clifford began to laugh and to 
blush, by no means like a young 
man with a romantic — secret. 
“What did she tell you?” he 
asked. 

“That is exactly what I don’t 
want to say.” 

“Well, I want to tell you the 


same,” said Clifford; “and unless 
I know it perhaps I can’t.” 

They had stopped in a garden 
path; Acton looked hard at his 
rosy young kinsman. “She said 
she couldn’t fancy what had got 
into you; you appeared to have 
taken a violent dislike to her.” 

Clifford stared, looking a little 
alarmed. “Oh, come,” he growled, 
“you don’t mean that!” 

“And that when —for common 
civility’s sake — you came occasion- 
ally to the house you left her 
alone and spent your time in Fe- 
lix’s studio, under pretext of look- 
ing at his sketches.” 

“Oh, come!” growled Clifford, 
again. 

“Did you ever know me to tell 
an untruth?” 

“Yes, lots of them!” said Clif- 
ford, seeing an opening, out of the 
discussion, for his sarcastic pow- 
ers. “Well,” he presently added, 
“I thought you were my father.” 

“You knew some one was there?” 

“We heard you coming in.” 

Acton meditated. “You had been 
with the Baroness, then?” 

“I was in the parlor. We heard 
your step outside. I thought it 
was my father.” 

“And on_ that,” 
“you ran away?” 

“She told me to go—to go out 
by the studio.” 

Acton meditated more intensely; 
if there had been a chair at hand 
he would have sat down. “Why 
should she wish you not to meet 
your father?” 

“Well,” said Clifford, “father 
doesn’t like to see me there.” 


asked Acton, 
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Acton looked askance at his 
companion and forbore to make any 
comment upon this assertion. “Has 
he said so,” he asked, “to the Bar- 
oness?” 

“Well, I hope not,” said Clif- 
ford. “He hasn’t said so—in so 
many words—to me. But I know 
it worries him; and I want to stop 
worrying him. The Baroness knows 
it, and she wants me to stop, too.” 

“To stop coming to see her?” 

“I don’t know about that; but 
to stop worrying father. Eugenia 
knows everything,” Clifford added, 
with an air of knowingness of his 
own. 

“Ah,” said Acton, interroga- 
tively, “Eugenia knows every- 
thing?” 

“She knew it was not father 
coming in.” 

“Then why did you go?” 

Clifford blushed and laughed 
afresh. “Well, I was afraid it was. 
And besides, she told me to go, at 
any rate.” 

“Did she think it was IP” Ac- 
ton asked. 

“She didn’t say so.” 

Again Robert Acton reflected. 
“But you didn’t go,” he presently 
said; “you came back.” 

“T couldn’t get out of the stu- 
dio,” Clifford rejoined. “The door 
was locked, and Felix has nailed 
some planks across the lower half 
of the confounded windows to 
make the light come in from above. 
So they were no use. I waited 
there a good while, and then, sud- 
denly, I felt ashamed. I didn't 
want to be hiding away from my 
own father. I couldn’t stand it any 


longer. I bolted out, and when I 
found it was you I was a little 
flurried. But Eugenia carried it off, 
didn’t she?” Clifford added, in the 
tone of a young humorist whose 
perception had not been perma- 
nently clouded by the sense of his 
own discomfort. 

“Beautifully!” said Acton. “Es- 
pecially,” he continued, “when one 
remembers that you were very im- 
prudent and that she must have 
been a good deal annoyed.” 

“Oh,” cried Clifford, with the 
indifference of a young man who 
feels that however he may have 
failed of felicity in behavior he is 
extremely just in his impressions, 
“Eugenia doesn’t care for any- 
thing!” 

Acton hesitated a moment. 
“Thank you for telling me this,” 
he said at last. And then, laying 
his hand on Clifford’s shoulder, he 
added, “Tell me one thing more: 
are you by chance a little in love 
with the Baroness?” 

“No, sir!” said Clifford, almost 
shaking off his hand. 
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Tue First Sunday that followed 
Robert Acton’s return from New- 
port witnessed a change in the 
brilliant weather that had long 
prevailed. The rain began to fall 
and the day was cold and dreary. 
Mr. Wentworth and his daughters 
put on overshoes and went to 
church, and Felix Young, without 
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overshoes, went also, holding an 
umbrella over Gertrude. It is to be 
feared that, in the whole observ- 
ance, this was the privilege he 
most highly valued. The Baron- 
ess remained at home; she was in 
neither a cheerful nor a devotional 
mood. She had, however, never 
been, during her residence in the 
United States, what is called a 
regular attendant at divine service; 
and on this particular Sunday 
morning of which I began with 
speaking she stood at the window 
of her little drawing-room, watch- 
ing the long arm of a rose-tree 
that was attached to her piazza, 
but a portion of which had disen- 
gaged itself, sway to and fro, 
shake and gesticulate, against the 
dusky drizzle of the sky. Every 
now and then, in a gust of wind, 
the rose-tree scattered a shower of 
water-drops against the window- 
pane; it appeared to have a kind 
of human movement—a menac- 
ing, warning intention. The room 
was very cold; Madame Miinster 
put on a shawl and walked about. 
Then she determined to have some 
fire; and summoning her ancient 
negress, the contrast of whose 
polished ebony and whose crim- 
son turban had been at first a 
source of satisfaction to her, she 
made arrangements for the pro- 
duction of a crackling flame. This 
old woman’s name was Azarina. 
The Baroness had begun by think- 
ing that here would be a savory 
wildness in her talk, and, for 
amusement, she had encouraged 
her to chatter. But Azarina was 
dry and prim; her conversation 


was anything but African; she re- 
minded Eugenia of the tiresome 
old ladies she met in society. She 
knew, however, how to make a 
fire; so that after she had laid the 
logs, Eugenia, who was terribly 
bored, found a quarter of an hour’s 
entertainment in sitting and watch- 
ing them blaze and sputter. She 
had thought it very likely Robert 
Acton would come and see her; 
she had not met him since that 
infelicitous evening. But the morn- 
ing waned without his coming; 
several times she thought she heard 
his step on the piazza; but it was 
only a window-shutter shaking in 
a rain-gust. The Baroness, since 
the beginning of that episode in 
her career of which a slight sketch 
has been attempted in these pages, 
had had many moments of irrita- 
tion. But to-day her irritation had 
a peculiar keenness; it appeared 
to feed upon itself. It urged her 
to do something; but it suggested 
no particularly profitable line of 
action. If she could have done 
something at the moment, on the 
spot, she would have stepped upon 
a European steamer and tured 
her back, with a kind of rapture, 
upon that profoundly mortifying 
failure, her visit to her American 
relations. It is not exactly apparent 
why she should have termed this 
enterprise a failure, inasmuch as 
she had been treated with the 
highest distinction for which al- 
lowance had been made in Ameri- 
can institutions. Her irritation 
came, at bottom, from the sense, 
which, always present, had sud- 
denly grown acute, that the so- 
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cial soil on this big, vague conti- 
nent was somehow not adapted 
for growing those plants whose 
fragrance she especially inclinéd 
to inhale and by which she liked 
to see herself surrounded — a spe- 
cies of vegetation for which she 
carried a collection of seedlings, 
as we may say, in her pocket. She 
found her chief happiness in the 
sense of exerting a certain power 
and making a certain impression; 
and now she felt the annoyance of 
a rather wearied swimmer who, on 
nearing shore, to land, finds a 
smooth straight wall of rock when 
he had counted upon. a clean firm 
beach. Her power, in the Ameri- 
can air, seemed to have lost its 
prehensile attributes; the smooth 
wall of rock was insurmountable. 
“Surely je n’en suis pas 1a,” she 
said to herself, “that I let it make 
me uncomfortable that a Mr. Rob- 
ert Acton shouldn’t honor me with 
a visit!” Yet she was vexed that 
he had not come; and she was 
vexed at her vexation. 

Her brother, at least, came in, 
stamping in the hall and shaking 
the wet from his coat. In a mo- 
ment he entered the room, with 
a glow in his cheek and half-a- 
dozen rain-drops glistening on his 
mustache. “Ah, you have a fire,” 
he said. 

“Les beaux jours sont passés,” 
replied the Baroness. 

“Never, never! They have only 
begun,” Felix declared, planting 
himself before the hearth. He 
turned his back to the fire, placed 
his hands behind him, extended 
his legs and looked away through 


the window with an expression of 
face which seemed to denote the 
perception of rose-color even in 
the tints of a wet Sunday. 

His sister, from her chair, looked 
up at him, watching him; and 
what she saw in his face was not 
grateful to her present mood. She - 
was puzzled by many things, but 
her brother’s disposition was a 
frequent source of wonder to her. 
I say frequent and not constant, 
for there were long periods during 
which she gave her attention to 
other problems. Sometimes she had 
said to herself that his happy tem- 
per, his eternal gayety, was an 
affection, a pose; but she was 
vaguely conscious that during the 
present summer he had been a 
highly successful comedian. They 
had never yet had an explanation; 
she had not known the need of 
one. Felix was presumably follow- 
ing the bent of his disinterested 
genius, and she felt that she had 
no advice to give him that he 
would understand. With this, there 


“was always a certain element of 


comfort about Felix—the assur- 
ance that he would not interfere. 
He was very delicate, this pure- 
minded Felix; in effect, he was 
her brother, and Madame Min- 
ster felt that there was a great 
propriety, every way, in that. It 
is true that Felix was delicate; he 
was not fond of explanations with 
his sister; this was one of the very 
few things in the world about 
which he was uncomfortable. But 
now he was not thinking of any- 
thing uncomfortable. 

“Dear brother,” said EKugenia at 
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last, “do stop making les yeux 
doux at the rain.” 

“With pleasure. I will make 
them at you!” answered Felix. 

“How much longer,” asked Eu- 
genia, in a moment, “do you pro- 
pose to remain in this lovely spot?” 

Felix stared. “Do you want to 
go away — already?” 

“*Already’ is delicious. I am not 
so happy as you.” 

Felix dropped into a chair, look- 
ing at the fire. “The fact is I am 
happy,” he said in his light, clear 
tone. 

“And do you propose to spend 
your life in making love to Ger- 
trude Wentworth?” 

“Yes,” said Felix, smiling side- 
wise at his sister. 

The Baroness returned his 
glance, much more gravely; and 
then, “Do you like her?” she asked. 

“Don’t you?” Felix demanded. 

The Baroness was silent a mo- 
ment. “I will answer you in the 
words of the gentleman who was 
asked if he liked music: ‘Je ne la 
crains pas!’” 

“She admires you immensely,” 
said Felix. 

“I don’t care for that. Other 
women should not admire one.” 

“They should dislike you?” 

Again Madame Miinster_hesi- 
tated. “They should hate me! It’s 
a measure of the time I have been 
losing here that they don’t.” 

“No time is lost in which one 
has been happy!” said Felix, with 
a bright sententiousness which may 
well have been a little irritating. 

“And in which,” rejoined his 
sister, with a harsher laugh, “one 


has secured the affections of a 
young lady with a fortune!” 

Felix explained, very candidly 
and seriously. “I have secured 
Gertrude’s affection, but I am by 
no means sure that I have secured 
her fortune. That may come — or 
it may not.” 

“Ah, well, it may! That’s the 
great point.” . 

“It depends upon her father. He 
doesn’t smile upon our union. You 
know he wants her to marry Mr. 
Brand.” 

“I know nothing about it!” cried 
the Baroness. “Please to put on a 
log.” Felix complied with her re- 
quest and sat watching the quick- 
ening of the flames. Presently his 
sister added, “And you propose to 
elope with mademoiselle?” 

“By no means. I don’t wish to 
do anything that’s disagreeable to 
Mr. Wentworth. He has been far 
too kind to us.” 

“But you must choose between 
pleasing yourself and pleasing 
him.” 

“I want to please every one!” 
exclaimed Felix, joyously. “I have 
a good conscience. I made up my 
mind at the outset that it was not 
my place to make love to Ger- 
trude.” 

“So, to simplify matters, she 
made love to you!” 

Felix looked at his sister with 
sudden gravity. “You say you are 
not afraid of her,” he said. “But 
perhaps you ought to be—a lit- 
tle. She’s a very clever person.” 

“IT begin to see it!” cried the 
Baroness. Her brother, making no 
rejoinder, leaned back in his chair, 


130 


The Europeans 


and there was a long silence. At 
last, with an altered accent, Mad- 
ame Miinster put another ques- 
tion. “You expect, at any rate, to 
marry?” 

“I shall be greatly disappointed 
if we don’t.” 

“A disappointment or two will 
do you good!” the Baroness de- 
clared. “And, afterwards, do you 
mean to turn American?” 

“It seems to me I am a very 
good American already. But we 
shall go to Europe. Gertrude wants 
extremely to see the world.” 

“Ah, like me, when I came 
here!” said the Baroness, with a 
little laugh. 

“No, not like you,” Felix re- 
joined, looking at his sister with a 
certain gentle seriousness. While 
he looked at her she rose from her 
chair, and he also got up. “Ger- 
trude is not at all like you,” he 
went on; “but in her own way she 
is almost as clever.” He paused a 
moment; his soul was full of an 
agreeable feeling and of a lively 
disposition to express it. His sis- 
ter, to his spiritual vision, was al- 
ways like the lunar disk when only 
a part of it is lighted. The shadow 
on this bright surface seemed to 
him to expand and to contract; 
but whatever its proportions, he 
always appreciated the moonlight. 
He looked at the Baroness, and 
then he kissed her. “I am very 
much in love with Gertrude,” he 
said. Eugenia turned away and 
walked about the room, and Felix 
continued. “She is very interesting, 
and very different from what she 
seems. She has never had a chance. 


She is very brilliant. We will go 
to Europe and amuse ourselves.” 

The Baroness had gone to the 
window, where she stood looking 
out. The day was drearier than 
ever; the rain was doggedly fall- 
ing. “Yes, to amuse yourselves,” 
she said at last, “you had de- 
cidedly better go to Europe!” 
Then she turned round, looking at 
her brother. A chair stood near 
her; she leaned her hands upon 
the back of it. “Don’t you think 
it is very good of me,” she asked, 
“to come all this way with you 
simply to see you properly mar- 
ried — if properly it is?” 

“Oh, it will be properly!” cried 
Felix, with light eagerness. 

The Baroness gave a _ little 
laugh. “You are thinking only of 
yourself, and you don’t answer my 
question. While you are amusing 
yourself — with the brilliant Ger- 
trude — what shall I be doing?” 
“Vous serez de la partie!” cried 
Felix. ; 

“Thank you: I should spoil it.” 
The Baroness dropped her eyes 
for some moments. “Do you pro- 
pose, however, to leave me here?” 
she inquired. 

Felix smiled at her. “My dear- 
est sister, where you are con- 
cerned I never propose. I execute 
your commands.” 

“I believe,” said Eugenia, slowly, 
“that you are the most heartless 
person living. Don’t you see that 
I am in trouble?” 

“I saw that you were not cheer- 
ful, and I gave you some good 
news.” 

“Well, let me give you some 
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news,” said the Baroness. “You 
probably will not have discovered 
it for yourself. Robert Acton wants 
to marry me.” 

“No, I had not discovered that. 
But I quite understand it. Why 
does it make you unhappy?” 

“Because I can’t decide.” 

“Accept him, accept him!” cried 
Felix, joyously. “He is the best 
fellow in the world.” 

“He is immensely in love with 
me,” said the Baroness. 

“And he has a large fortune. 
Permit me in turn to remind you 
of that.” 

“Oh, I am perfectly aware of it,” 
said Eugenia. “That’s a great item 
in his favor. I am terribly candid.” 
‘ And she left her place and came 
nearer her brother, looking at him 
hard. He was turning over several 
things; she was wondering in what 
manner he really understood her. 

There were several ways of un- 
derstanding her: there was what 
she ‘said, and there was what she 
meant, and there was something, 
between the two, that was neither. 
It is probable that, in the last anal- 
ysis, what she meant was that 
Felix should spare her the neces- 
sity of stating the case more ex- 
actly and should hold himself 
commissioned to assist her by all 
honorable means to marry the best 
fellow in the world. But in all 
this it was never discovered what 
Felix understood. / 

“Once you have your liberty, 
what are your objections?” he 
asked. 

“Well, I don’t particularly like 
him.” 


“Oh, try a little.” 

“J am trying now,” said Euge- 
nia. “I should succeed better if he 
didn’t live here. I could never live 
here.” 

“Make him go to Europe,” Fe- 
lix suggested. 

“Ah, there you speak of happi- 
ness based upon violent effort,” 
the Baroness rejoined. “That is not 
what I am looking for. He would 
never live in Europe.” 

“He would live anywhere, with 
you!” said Felix, gallantly. 

His sister looked at him still, 
with a ray of penetration in her 
charming eyes; then she turned 
away again. “You see, at all 
events,” she presently went on, 
“that if it had been said of me that 
I had come over here to seek my 
fortune it would have to be added 
that I have found it!” 

“Don’t leave it lying!” urged 
Felix, with smiling solemnity. 

“I. am much obliged to you for 
your interest,” his sister declared, 
after a moment. “But promise me 
one thing: pas de zéle! If Mr. Ac- 
ton should ask you to plead his 
cause, excuse yourself.” 

“J shall certainly have the ex- 
cuse,” said Felix, “that I have a 
cause of my own to plead.” 

“If he should talk of me— 
favorably,” Eugenia continued, 
“warn him against dangerous illu- 
sions.! I detest importunities; I 
want to decide at my leisure, with 
my eyes open.” 

“I shall be discreet,” said Felix, 
“except to you. To you I will say, 
Accept him outright.” 

She had advanced to the open 
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door-way, and she stood looking 
at him. “I will go and dress and 
think of it,’ she said; and he 
heard her moving slowly to her 
apartments. 

Late in the afternoon the rain 
stopped, and just afterwards there 
was a great flaming, flickering, 
trickling sunset. Felix sat in his 
painting-room and did some work; 
but at last, as the light, which had 
not been brilliant, began to fade, 
he laid down his brushes and 
came out to the little piazza of the 
cottage. Here he walked up and 
down for some time, looking at 
the splendid blaze of the western 
sky and saying, as he had often 
said before, that this was certainly 
the country of sunsets. There was 
something in these glorious deeps 
of fire that quickened his imagina- 
tion; he always found images and 
promises in the western sky. He 
thought of a good many things — 
of roaming about the world with 
Gertrude Wentworth; he seemed 
to see their possible adventures, 
in a glowing frieze, between the 
cloud-bars; then of what Eugenia 
had just been telling him. He 
wished very much that Madame 
Miinster would make a comfort- 
able and honorable marriage. Pres- 
ently, as the sunset expanded and 
deepened, the fancy took him of 
making a note of so magnificent a 
piece of coloring. He returned to 
his studio and fetched out a small 
panel, with his palette and 
brushes, and, placing the panel 
against a window-sill, he began to 
daub with great gusto. While he 
was so occupied he saw Mr. Brand, 


in the distance, slowly come down 
from Mr. Wentworth’s house, nurs- 
ing a large folded umbrella. He 
walked with a joyless, meditative 
tread, and his eyes were bent upon 
the ground. Felix poised his brush 
for a moment, watching him; then, 
by a sudden impulse, as he drew 
nearer, advanced to the garden- 
gate and signaled to him—the 
palette and bunch of brushes con- 
tributing to this effect. 

Mr. Brand stopped and started; 
then he appeared to decide to ac- 
cept Felix’s invitation. He came 
out of Mr. Wentworth’s gate and 
passed along the road; after which 
he entered the little garden of 
the cottage. Felix had gone back 
to his sunset; but he made his 
visitor welcome while he rapidly 
brushed it in. 

“I wanted so much to speak to 
you that I thought I would call 
you,” he said, in the friendliest 
tone. “All the more that you have 
been to see me so little. You have 
come to see my sister; I know 
that. But you haven’t come to see 
me—the celebrated artist. Artists 
are very sensitive, you know; they 
notice those things.” And Felix 
turned round, smiling, with a 
brush in his mouth. 

Mr. Brand stood there with a 
certain blank, candid majesty, pull- 
ing together the large flaps of his 
umbrella. “Why should I come to 
see you?” he asked. “I know noth- 
ing of Art.” 

“Tt would sound very conceited, 
I suppose,” said Felix, “if I were 
to say that it would be a good 
little chance for you to learn some- 


138 


The Europeans 


thing. You would ask me why you 
should learn; and I should have 
no answer to that. I suppose a 
minister has no need for Art, eh?” 

“He has need for good temper, 
sir,” said Mr. Brand, with. deci- 
sion. 

Felix jumped up, with his pal- 
ette on his thumb and a move- 
ment of the liveliest deprecation. 
“That’s because I keep you stand- 
ing there while I splash my red 
paint! I beg a thousand pardons! 
You see what bad manners Art 
gives a man; and how right you 
are to let it alone. I didn’t mean 
you should stand, either. The pi- 
azza, as you see, is ornamented 
with rustic chairs; though indeed 
I ought to warn you that they 
haye nails in the wrong places. I 
was just making a note of that 
sunset. I never saw such a blaze 
of different reds. It looks as if the 
Celestial City were in flames, eh? 
If that were really the case I sup- 
pose it would be the business of 
you theologians to put out the 
fire. Fancy me — an ungodly artist 
— quietly sitting down to paint it!” 

Mr. Brand had always credited 
Felix Young with a certain im- 
pudence, but it appeared to him 
that on this occasion his impu- 
dence was so great as to make a 
special explanation—or even an 
apology — necessary. And the im- 
pression, it must be added, was 
sufficiently natural. Felix had at all 
times a brilliant assurance of man- 
ner which was simply the vehicle 
of his good spirits and his good 
will; but at present he had a spe- 
cial design, and as he would have 


admitted that the design was au- 
dacious, so he was conscious of 
having summoned all the arts of 
conversation to his aid. But he 
was so far from desiring to offend 
his visitor that he was rapidly ask- 
ing himself what personal com- 
pliment he could pay the young 
clergyman that would gratify him 
most. If he could think of it, he 
was prepared to pay it down. 
“Have you been preaching one of 
your beautiful sermons to-day?” 
he suddenly asked, laying down 
his palette. This was not what Fe- 
lix had been trying to think of, 
but it was a tolerable stop-gap. 

Mr. Brand frowned —as much 
as a man can frown who has very 
fair, soft eyebrows, and, beneath 
them, very gentle, tranquil eyes. 
“No, I have not preached any 
sermon to-day. Did you bring me 
over here for the purpose of mak- 
ing that inquiry?” 

Felix saw that he was irritated, 
and he regretted it immensely; 
but he had no fear of not being, 
in the end, agreeable to Mr. Brand. 
He looked at him, smiling and 
laying his hand on his arm. “No, 
no, not for that—not for that. I 
wanted to ask you something; I 
wanted to tell you something. I am 
sure it will interest you very much. 
Only —as it is something rather 
private — we had better come into 
my little studio. I have a western 
window; we can still see the sun- 
set. Andiamo!” And he gave a lit- 
tle pat to his companion’s arm. 
' He led the way in; Mr. Brand 
stiffly and softly followed. The 
twilight had thickened in the lit- 
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tle studio; but the wall opposite 
the western window was covered 
with a deep pink flush. There 
were a great many sketches and 
half-finished canvasses suspended 
in this rosy glow, and the corners 
of the room were vague and 
dusky. Felix begged Mr. Brand to 
sit down; then glancing round 
him, “By Jove, how pretty it 
looks!” he cried. But Mr. Brand 
would not sit down; he went and 
leaned against the window; he 
wondered what Felix wanted of 
him. In the shadow, on the darker 
parts of the wall, he saw the 
gleam of three or four pictures 
that looked fantastic and surpris- 
ing. They seemed to represent 
naked figures. Felix stood there, 
with his head a little bent and his 


eyes fixed upon his visitor, smil-_ 


ing intensely, pulling his mustache. 
Mr. Brand felt vaguely uneasy. “It 
is very delicate — what I want to 
say,” Felix began. “But I have 
been thinking of it for some time.” 

“Please to say it as quickly as 
possible,” said Mr. Brand. 

“Tt’s because you are a clergy- 
man, you know,” Felix went on. 
“I don’t think I should venture to 
say it to a common man.” 

Mr. Brand was silent a moment. 
“If it is a question of yielding to 
a weakness, of resenting an injury, 
IT am afraid I am a very common 
man.” 

“My dearest friend,” cried Fe- 
lix, “this is not an injury; it’s a 
benefit — a great service! You, will 
like it extremely. Only it’s so deli- 
cate!” And, in the dim light, he 
continued to smile intensely. “You 


know I take a great interest in my 
cousins —in Charlotte and Ger- 
trude Wentworth. That’s very evi- 
dent from my having traveled 
some five thousand miles to see 
them.” Mr. Brand said nothing 
and Felix proceeded. “Coming 
into their society as a_ perfect 
stranger I received of course a 
great many new impressions, and 
my impressions had a great fresh- 
ness, a great keenness. Do you 
know what I mean?” 

“T am not sure that I do; but I 
should like you to continue.” 

“J think my impressions have 
always a good deal of freshness,” 
said Mr. Brand’s entertainer; “but 
on this occasion it was perhaps 
particularly natural that — coming 
in, as I say, from outside—I 
should be struck with things that 
passed unnoticed among-~ your- 
selves. And then I had my sister 
to help me; and she is simply the 
most observant woman in the 
world.” 

“I am not surprised,” said Mr. 
Brand, “that in our little circle 
two intelligent persons should have 
found food for observation. I am 
sure that, of late, I have found it 
myself!” 

“Ah, but I shall surprise you 
yet!” cried Felix, laughing. “Both 
my sister and I took a great fancy 
to my cousin Charlotte.” 

“Your cousin Charlotte?” re- 
peated Mr. Brand. 

“We fell in love with her from 
the first!” 

“You fell in love with Char- 
lotte?” Mr. Brand murmured. 

“Dame!” exclaimed Felix, “she’s 
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a very charming person; and Eu- 
genia was especially smitten.” Mr. 
Brand stood staring, and he pur- 
sued, “Affection, you know, opens 
one’s eyes, and we noticed some- 
thing. Charlotte is not happy! 
Charlotte is in love.” And Felix, 
drawing nearer, laid his hand upon 
his companion’s arm. 

There was something akin to an 
acknowledgment of fascination in 
the way Mr. Brand looked at him; 
but the young clergyman retained 
as yet quite enough self-possession 
to be able to say, with a good deal 
of solemnity, “She is not in love 
with you.” 

Felix gave a light laugh, and 
rejoined with the alacrity of a 
maritime adventurer who feels a 
puff of wind in his sail. “Ah, no; 
if she were in love with me I 
should: know it! I am not so blind 
as you.” 

TAs AP™ 

“My dear sir, you are stone 
blind. Poor Charlotte is dead in 
love with you!” 

Mr. Brand’ said nothing for a 
moment; he breathed a little heav- 
ily. “Is that what you wanted to 
say to me?” he asked. 

“I have wanted to say it these 
three weeks. Because of late she 
has been worse. I told you,” 
added Felix, “it was very deli- 
cate.” ‘ 

“Well, sir’—Mr. Brand began; 
“well, sir” — 

“I was sure you didn’t know 
it,” Felix continued. “But don’t 
you see —as. soon as I mention it 
—how everything is explained?” 


Mr. Brand answered nothing; he 
looked for a chair and softly sat 
down. Felix could see that he was 
blushing; he had looked straight 
at his host hitherto, but now he 
looked away. The foremost effect 
of what he had heard had been a 
sort of irritation of his modesty. 
“Of course,” said Felix, “I suggest 
nothing; it would be very pre- 
sumptuous in me to advise you. 
But I think there is no doubt about 
the fact.” 

Mr. Brand looked hard at the 
floor for,some moments; he was 
oppressed with a mixture of sen- 
sations. Felix, standing there, was 
very sure that one of them was 
profound surprise. The innocent 
young man had been completely 
unsuspicious of poor Charlotte’s 
hidden flame. This gave Felix 


‘great hope; he was sure that Mr. 


Brand would be flattered. Felix 
thought him very transparent, and 
indeed he was so; he could nei- 
ther simulate nor dissimulate. “I 
scarcely know what to make of 
this,” he said at last, without look- 
ing up; and Felix was struck with 
the fact that he offered no protest 
or contradiction. Evidently Felix 
had kindled a train of memories 
—a retrospective illumination. It 
was making, to Mr. Brand’s aston- 
ished eyes, a very pretty blaze; his 
second emotion had been a grati- 
fication of vanity. 

“Thank me for telling you,” Fe- 
lix rejoined. “It’s a good thing to 
know.” 

“T am not sure of that,” said Mr. 
Brand, 
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“Ah, don’t let her languish!” Fe- 
lix murmured, lightly and softly. 

“You do advise me, then?” And 
Mr. Brand looked up. i 

“I congratulate you!” said Felix, 
smiling. He had thought at first his 
visitor was simply appealing; but 
he saw he was a little ironical. 

“It is in your interest; you have 
interfered with me,” the young 
clergyman went on. 

Felix still stood and smiled. The 
little room had grown darker, and 
the crimson glow had faded; but 
Mr. Brand could see the brilliant 
expression of his face. “I won't pre- 
tend not to know what you mean,” 
said Felix at last. “But I have not 
really interfered with you. Of what 
you had to lose — with another per- 
son — you have lost nothing. And 
think what you have gained!” 

“It seems to me I am the proper 
judge, on each side,” Mr. Brand 
declared. He got up, holding the 
brim of his hat against his mouth 
and staring at Felix through the 
dusk. 

“You have lost an illusion!” said 
Felix. 

“What do you call an illusion?” 

“The belief that you really know 
—that you have ever really known 
—Gertrude Wentworth. Depend 
upon that,” pursued Felix. “I don’t 
know her yet; but I have no illu- 
sions; I don’t pretend to.” 

Mr. Brand kept gazing, over his 
hat. “She has always been a lu- 
cid, limpid nature,” he said, sol- 
emnly. 

“She has always been a dor- 
mant nature. She was waiting for 


a touchstone. But now she is be- 
ginning to awaken.” 

“Don’t praise her to me!” said 
Mr. Brand, with a little quaver 
in his voice. “If you have the 
advantage of me that is not gen- 
erous.” 

“My dear sir, I am melting with 
generosity!” exclaimed Felix. “And 
I am not praising my cousin. I am 
simply attempting a scientific defi- 
nition of her. She doesn’t care for 
abstractions. Now I think the con- 
trary is what you have always 
fancied —is the basis on which 
you have been building. She is ex- 
tremely preoccupied with the con- 
crete. I care for the concrete, too. 
But Gertrude is stronger than I; 
she whirls me along!” 

Mr. Brand looked for a moment 
into the crown of his hat. “It’s a . 
most interesting nature.” 

“So it is,’ said Felix. “But it 
pulls—it pulls—like a runaway 
horse. Now I like the feeling of a 
runaway horse; and if I am 
thrown out of the vehicle it is no 
great matter. But if you should be 
thrown, Mr. Brand”—and Felix 
paused a moment — “another: per- 
son also would suffer from the ac- 
cident.” 

“What other person?” 

“Charlotte Wentworth!” 

Mr. Brand looked at Felix for 
a moment sidewise, mistrustfully; 
then his eyes slowly wandered 
over the ceiling. Felix was sure he 
was secretly struck with the ro- 
mance of the situation. “I think 
this is none of our business,” the 
young minister murmured. 
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“None of mine, perhaps; but 
surely yours!” 

Mr. Brand lingered still, look- 
ing at the ceiling; there was evi- 
dently something he wanted to 
say. “What do you mean by Miss 
Gertrude being strong?” he asked 
abruptly. 

“Well,” said Felix meditatively, 
“TJ mean that she has had a great 
deal of self-possession. She was 
waiting —for years; even when 
she seemed, perhaps, to be liv- 
ing in the present. She knew 
how to wait; she had a purpose. 
That’s what I mean by her being 
strong.” 

“But what do you mean by her 
purpose?” 

“Well—the purpose to see the 

world!” 

' Mr. Brand eyed his strange in- 
formant askance again; but he 
said nothing. At last he turned 
away, as if to take leave. He 
seemed bewildered, however; for 
instead of going to the door he 
moved toward the opposite cor- 
ner of the room. Felix stood and 
watched him for a moment — al- 
most’ groping about in the dusk; 
then he led him to the door, with 
a tender, almost fraternal move- 
ment. “Is that all you have to 
say?” asked Mr. Brand. 

“Yes, its all—but it will bear 
a good deal of thinking of.” 

Felix went with him to the gar- 
den-gate, and watched him slowly 
walk away into the thickening twi- 
light with a relaxed rigidity that 
tried to rectify itself. “He is of- 
fended, excited, bewildered, per- 
plexed—and enchanted!” Felix 


said to himself. “That’s a capital 
mixture.” 
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SincE that visit paid by the Bar- 
oness Miinster to Mrs. Acton, of 
which some account was given at 
an earlier stage of this narrative, 
the intercourse between these two 
ladies had been neither frequent 
nor intimate. It was not that Mrs. 
Acton had failed to appreciate 
Madame Miinster’s charms; on the 
contrary, her perception of the 
graces of manner and conversa- 
tion of her brilliant visitor had 
been only too acute. Mrs. Acton 
was, as they said in Boston, very 
“imtense,” and her impressions 
were apt to be too many for her. 
The state of her health required 
the restriction of emotion; and this 
is why, receiving, as she sat in 
her eternal arm-chair, very few 
visitors, even of the soberest local 
type, she had been obliged to 
limit the number of her inter- 
views with a lady whose costume 
and manner recalled to her imag- 
ination — Mrs. Acton’s imagination 
was a marvel—all that she had 
ever read of the most stirring his- 
torical periods. But she had sent 
the Baroness a _ great many 
quaintly-worded messages and a 
great many nosegays from her gar- 
den and baskets of beautiful fruit. 
Felix had eaten the fruit, and the 
Baroness had arranged the flow- 
ers and returned the baskets and 
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the messages. On the day that fol- 
lowed that rainy Sunday of which 
mention has been made, Eugenia 
determined to go and pay the be- 
neficent invalid a “visite dadieux”; 
so it was that, to herself, she qual- 
ified her enterprise. It may be 
noted that neither on the Sunday 
evening nor on the Monday morn- 
ing had she received that expected 
visit from Robert Acton. To his 
own consciousness, evidently he 
was “keeping away;” and as the 
Baroness, on her side, was keep- 
ing away from her _ uncle’s, 
whither, for several days, Felix 
had been the unembarrassed 
bearer of apologies and regrets for 
absence, chance had not taken the 
cards from the hands of design. 
Mr. Wentworth and his daughters 
had respected Eugenia’s seclusion; 
certain intervals of mysterious re- 
tirement appeared to_ them, 
vaguely, a natural part of the 
graceful, rhythmic movement of so 
remarkable a life. Gertrude espe- 
cially held these periods in honor; 
she wondered what Madame Miin- 
ster did at such times, but she 
would not have permitted herself 
to inquire too curiously. 

The long rain had freshened the 
air, and twelve hours’ brilliant 
sunshine had dried the roads; so 
that the Baroness, in the late aft- 
ernoon, proposing to walk to Mrs. 
Acton’s, exposed herself to no 
great discomfort. As with her 
charming undulating step she 
moved along the clean, grassy 
margin of the road, beneath the 
thickly-hanging boughs of the or- 
chards, through the quiet of the 


hour and place and the rich ma- 
turity of the summer, she was 
even conscious of a sort of luxuri- 
ous melancholy. The Baroness had 
the amiable weakness of attaching 
herself to places —even when she 
had begun with a little aversion; 
and now, with the prospect of de- 
parture, she felt tenderly toward 
this well-wooded corner of the 
Western world, where the sunsets 
were so beautiful and one’s am- 
bitions were so pure. Mrs. Acton 
was able to receive her; but on 
entering this lady’s large, freshly- 
scented room the Baroness saw 
that she was looking very ill. She 
was wonderfully white and trans- 
parent, and, in her flowered arm- 
chair, she made no attempt to 
move. But she flushed a little — 
like a young girl, the Baroness 
thought—and she rested her 
clear, smiling eyes upon those of 
her visitor. Her voice was low and 
monotonous, like a voice that had 
never expressed any human pas- 
sions. 

“I have come to bid you good- 
by,” said Eugenia. “I shall soon be 
going away.” 

“When are you going away?” 

“Very soon—any day.” 

“I am very sorry,” said Mrs. Ac- 
ton. “I hoped you would stay — 
always.” 

“Always?” Eugenia demanded. 

“Well, I mean a long time,” said 
Mrs. Acton, in her sweet, feeble 
tone. “They tell me you are so 
comfortable —that you have got 
such a beautiful little house.” 

Eugenia stared—that is, she 
smiled; she thought of her poor 
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little chalet and she wondered 
whether her hostess were jesting. 
“Yes, my house is exquisite,” she 
said; “though not to be compared 
to yours.” 

“And my son is so fond of go- 
ing to see you,” Mrs. Acton added. 
“T am afraid my son will miss 
you.” 

“Ah, dear madame,” said Eu- 
genia, with a little laugh, “I can’t 
stay in America for your son!” 

“Don’t you like America?” 

The Baroness looked at the front 
of her dress. “If I liked it — that 
would not be staying for your 
son!” 

Mrs. Acton gazed at her with 
her grave, tender eyes, as if she 
had not quite understood. The 
Baroness at last found something 
irritating in the sweet, soft stare 
of her hostess; and if one were 
not bound to be merciful to great 
invalids she would almost have 
taken the liberty of pronouncing 
her, mentally, a fool. “I am afraid, 
then, I shall never see you again,” 
said Mrs. Acton. “You know I am 
dying.” 

“Ah, dear madame,” murmured 
Eugenia. 

“T want to leave my children 
cheerful and happy. My daughter 
will probably marry her cousin.” 

“Two such interesting young 
people,” said the Baroness, 
vaguely. She was not thinking of 
Clifford Wentworth. 

“I feel so tranquil about my 
end,” Mrs. Acton went on. “It is 
coming so easily, so surely.” And 
she paused, with her mild gaze al- 
ways on Eugenia’s. 


The Baroness hated to be re- 
minded of death; but even in its 
imminence, so far as Mrs. Acton 
was concerned, she preserved her 
good manners. “Ah, madame, you 
are too charming an invalid,” she 
rejoined. 

But the delicacy of this rejoin- 
der was apparently lost upon her 
hostess, who went on in her low, 
reasonable voice. “I want to leave 
my children bright and comfort- 
able. You seem to me all so happy 
here — just as you are. So I wish 
you could stay. It would be so 
pleasant for Robert.” 

Eugenia wondered what she 
meant by its being pleasant for 
Robert; but she felt that she would 
never know what such a woman 
as that meant. She got up; she was 
afraid Mrs. Acton would tell her 
again that she was dying. “Good- 
by, dear madame,” she said. “I 
must remember that your strength 
is precious.” 

Mrs. Acton took her hand and 
held it a moment. “Well, you have 
been happy here, haven’t you? 
And you like us all, don’t you? I 
wish you would stay,” she added, 
“in your beautiful little house.” 

She had told Eugenia that her 
waiting-woman would be in the 
hall, to show her down-stairs; but 
the large landing outside her door 
was empty, and Eugenia stood 
there looking about. She felt irri- 
tated; the dying lady had not “la 
main heureuse.” She passed slowly 
down-stairs, still looking about. 
The broad staircase made a great 
bend, and in the angle was a high 
window, looking westward, with 
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a deep bench, covered with a row 
of flowering plants in curious old 
pots of blue china-ware. The yel- 
low afternoon light came in 
through the flowers and flickered 
a little on the white wainscots. 
Eugenia paused a moment; the 
_ house was perfectly still, save for 
the ticking, somewhere, of a great 
clock. The lower hall stretched 
away at the foot of the stairs, half 
covered over with a large Orien- 
tal rug. Eugenia lingered a little, 
noticing a great many things. 
“Comme cest bien!” she said to 
herself; such a large, solid, irre- 
proachable basis of existence the 
place seemed to her to indicate. 
And then she reflected that Mrs. 
Acton was soon to withdraw from 
it. The reflection accompanied her 
the rest of the way down-stairs, 
where she paused again, making 
more observations. The hall was 
‘extremely broad, and on either 
side of the front door was a wide, 
deeply-set window, which threw 
the shadows of everything back 
into the house. There were high- 
backed chairs along the wall and 
big Eastern vases upon tables, 
and, on either side, a large cabi- 
net with a glass front and little 
curiosities within, dimly gleaming. 
The doors were open—into the 
darkened parlor, the library, the 
dining-room. All these rooms 
seemed empty. Eugenia passed 
along, and stopped a moment on 
the threshold of each. “Comme 
cest bien!” she murmured again; 
she had thought of just such a 
house as this when she decided 
to come to America. She opened 


_ she 


the front door for herself —her 
light tread had summoned none of 
the servants—and on the thresh- 
old she gave a last look. Outside, 
she was still in the humor for 
curious contemplation; so instead 
of going directly down the little 
drive, to the gate, she wandered 
away towards the garden, which 
lay to the right of the house. She 
had not gone many yards over the 
grass before she paused quickly; 
perceived a gentleman 
stretched upon the level verdure, 
beneath a tree. He had not heard 
her coming, and he lay motionless, 
flat on his back, with his hands 
clasped under his head, staring 
up at the sky; so that the Baroness 
was able to reflect, at her leisure, 
upon the question of his identity. 
It was that of a person who had 
lately been much in her thoughts; 
but her first impulse, nevertheless, 
was to turn away; the last thing 
she desired was to have the air of 
coming in quest of Robert Acton. 
The gentleman on the grass, how- 
ever, gave her no time to decide; 
he could not long remain uncon- 
scious of so agreeable a presence. 
He rolled back his eyes, stared, 
gave an exclamation, and then 
jumped up. He stood an instant, 
looking at her. 

“Excuse my ridiculous position,” 
he said. 

“I have just now no sense of the 
ridiculous. But, in case you have, 
don’t imagine I came to see 
you.” 

“Take care,” rejoined Acton, 
“how you put it into my head! I 
was thinking of you.” 
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“The occupation of extreme lei- 
sure!” said the Baroness. “To 
think of a woman when you are 
in that position is no compliment.” 

“J didn’t say I was thinking 
well!” Acton affirmed, smiling. 

She looked at him, and then she 
turned away. “Though I didn’t 
come to see you,” she said, “re- 
member at least that I am within 
your gates.” 

“I am delighted—I am _ hon- 
ored! Won’t you come into the 
house?” 

“I have just come out of it. I 
have been calling upon your 
mother. I have been bidding her 
farewell.” 

“Farewell?” Acton demanded. 

“I am going away,” said the 
Baroness. And she turned away 
again, as if to illustrate her mean- 
ing. 

“When are you going?” asked 
Acton, standing a moment in his 
place. But the Baroness made no 
answer, and he followed her. 

“I came this way to look at 
your garden,” she said, walking 
back to the gate, over the grass. 
“But I must go.” 

“Let me at least go with you.” 
He went with her, and they said 
nothing till they reached the gate. 
It was open, and they looked down 
the road which was darkened over 
with long bosky shadows. “Must 
you go straight home?” Acton 
asked. 

But she made no answer. She 
said, after a moment, “Why have 
you not been to see me?” He said 
nothing and then she went on, 
“Why don’t you answer me?” 


“I am trying to invent an an- 
swer, Acton confessed. 

“Have you none ready?” 

“None that I can tell you,” he 
said. “But let me walk with you 
now.” 

“You may do as you like.” 

She moved slowly along the 
road, and Acton went with her. 
Presently he said, “If I had done 
as I liked I would have come to 
see you several times.” 

“Is that invented?” asked Eu- 
genia. 

“No, that is natural. I stayed 
away because” — 

“Ah, here comes the reason, 
then!” 

“Because I wanted to think 
about you.” 

“Because you wanted to lie 
down!” said the Baroness. “I have 
seen you lie down — almost —in 
my drawing-room.” 

Acton stopped in the road, with 
a movement which seemed to beg 
her to linger a little. She paused, 
and he looked at her awhile; he 
thought her very charming. “You 
are jesting,” he said; “but if you 
are really going away it is very 
serious.” 

“Tf I stay,” and she gave a lit- 
tle laugh, “it is more serious still!” 

“When shall you go?” 

“As soon as possible.” 

“And why?” 

“Why should I stay?” 

“Because we all admire you so.” 

“That is not a reason. I am ad- 
mired also in Europe.” And she 
began to walk homeward again. 

“What could I say to keep 
you?” asked Acton. He wanted to 
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keep her, and it was a fact that he 
had been thinking of her for a 
week. He was in love with her 
now; he was conscious of that, “or 
he thought he was; and the only 
question with him was whether he 
could trust her. 

“What you can say to keep 
me?” she repeated. “As I want 
very much to go it is not in my 
interest to tell you. Besides, I can’t 
imagine.” 

He went on with her in silence; 
he was much more affected by 
what she had told him than ap- 
peared. Ever since that evening of 
his return from Newport her im- 
age had had a terrible power to 
trouble him. What Clifford Went- 
worth had told him — that had af- 
fected him, too, in an adverse 
sense; but it had not liberated him 
from the discomfort of a charm of 
which his intelligence was impa- 
tient. “She is not honest, she is not 
honest,” he kept murmuring to 
himself. That is what he had been 
saying to the summer sky, ten min- 
utes before. Unfortunately, he was 
unable to say it finally, defini- 
tively; and now that he was near 
her it seemed to matter wonder- 
fully little. “She is a woman who 
will lie,’ he had said to himself. 
Now, as he went along, he re- 
minded himself of this observa- 
tion; but it failed to frighten him 
as it had done before. He almost 
wished he could make her lie and 
then convict her of it, so that he 
might see how he should like that. 
He kept thinking of this as he 
walked by her side, while she 
moved forward with her light, 


graceful dignity. He had sat with 
her before; he had driven with 
her; but he had never walked with 
her. 

“By Jove, how comme il faut 
she is!” he said, as he observed 
her sidewise. When they reached 
the cottage in the orchard she 
passed into the gate without ask- 
ing him to follow; but she turned 
round, as. he stood there, to bid 
him good-night. 

“I asked you a question the 
other night which you never an- 
swered,” he said. “Have you sent 
off that document — liberating 
yourself?” 

She hesitated for a single mo- 
ment—very naturally. Then, 
“Yes,” she said, simply. 

He turned away; he wondered 
whether that would do for his lie. 
But he saw her again that eve- 
ning, for the Baroness reappeared 
at her uncle’s. He had little talk 
with her, however; two gentle- 
men had driven out from Boston, 
in a buggy, to call upon Mr. 
Wentworth and his daughters, and 
Madame Miinster was an object of 
absorbing interest to both of the 
visitors. One of them, indeed, said 
nothing to her; he only sat and 
watched with intense gravity, and 
leaned forward solemnly, present- 
ing his ear (a very large one), as 
if he were deaf, whenever she 
dropped an observation. He had 
evidently been impressed with the 
idea of her misfortunes and re- 
verses: he never smiled. His com- 
panion adopted a lighter, easier 
style; sat as near as possible to 
Madame Miinster; attempted to 
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draw her out, and proposed every 
few moments a new topic of con- 
versation. Eugenia was less vividly 
responsive than usual and had less 
to say than, from her brilliant rep- 
utation, her interlocutor expected, 
upon the relative merits of Euro- 
pean and American institutions; 
but she was inaccessible to Robert 
Acton, who roamed about the pi- 
azza with his hands in his pock- 
ets, listening for the grating sound 
of the buggy from Boston, as it 
should be brought round to the 
‘side-door. But he listened in vain, 
and at last he lost patience. His 
sister came to him and begged 
him to take her home, and he 
presently went off with her. Eu- 
genia observed him leaving the 
house with Lizzie; in her present 
mood the fact seemed a contribu- 
tion to her irritated conviction that 
he had several precious qualities. 
“Even that mal-élevée little girl,” 
she reflected, “makes him do what 
she wishes.” 

She had been sitting just within 
one of the long windows that 
opened upon the piazza; but very 
soon after Acton had gone away 
she got up abruptly, just when the 
talkative gentleman from Boston 
was asking her what she thought 
of the “moral tone” of that city. 
On the piazza she encountered 
Clifford Wentworth, coming round 
from the other side of the house. 
She stopped him; she told him 
she wished to speak to him. 

“Why didn’t you go home with 
your cousin?” she asked. 

Clifford stared. “Why, Robert 
has taken her,” he said. 


“Exactly so. But you don’t usu- 
ally leave that to him.” 

“Oh,” said Clifford, “I want to 
see those fellows start off. They 
don’t know how to drive.” 

“It is not, then, that you have 
quarreled with your cousin?” 

Clifford reflected a moment, and 
then with a simplicity which had, 
for the Baroness, a singularly baf- 
fling quality, “Oh, no; we have 
made up!” he said. 

She looked at him for some mo- 
ments; but Clifford had begun to 
be afraid of the Baroness’s looks, 
and he endeavored, now, to shift 
himself out of their range. “Why 
do you never come to see me any 
more?” she asked. “Have I dis- 
pleased you?” 

“Displeased me? Well, I guess 
not!” said Clifford, with a laugh. 

“Why havén’t you come, then?” 

“Well, because I am afraid of 
getting shut up in that back room.” 

Eugenia kept looking at him. “T 
should think you would like that.” 

“Like it!” cried Clifford. 

“I should, if I were a young 
man calling upon a_ charming 
woman.” 

“A charming woman isn’t much 
use to me when I am shut up in 
that back room!” 

“I am afraid I am not of much 
use to you anywhere!” said Ma- 
dame Miinster. “And yet you 
know how I have offered to be.” 

“Well,” observed Clifford, by 
way of response, “there comes the 
buggy.” 

_“Never mind the buggy. Do you 
know I am going away?” 

“Do you mean now?” 
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“I mean in a few days. I leave 
this place.” 

“You are going back to Eu- 
rope?” € 

“To Europe, where you are to 
come and see me.” 

“Oh, yes, I'll come out there,” 
said Clifford. 

“But before that,” Eugenia de- 
clared, “you must come and see 
me here.” 

“Well, I shall keep clear of that 
back room!” rejoined her simple 
young kinsman. 

The Baroness was silent a mo- 
ment. “Yes, you must come frankly 
— boldly. That will be very much 
better. I see that now.” 

“I see it!” said Clifford. And 
then, in an instant, “What’s the 
matter with that buggy?” His 
practiced ear had apparently de- 
tected an unnatural creak in the 
wheels of the light vehicle which 
had been brought to the portico, 
and he hurried away to investi- 
gate so grave an anomaly. 

The Baroness walked home- 
ward, alone, in the starlight, ask- 
ing herself a question. Was she to 
have gained nothing —was she to 
have gained nothing? 

Gertrude Wentworth had held 


a silent place in the little circle 


gathered about the two gentle- 
men from Boston. She was not 
interested in the visitors; she was 
watching Madame Miinster, as 
she constantly watched her. She 
knew that Eugenia also was not 
interested —that she was bored; 
- and Gertrude was absorbed in 
study of the problem how, in spite 
of her indifference and her absent 


attention, she managed to have 
such a charming manner. That 
was the manner Gertrude would 
have liked to have; she deter- 
mined to cultivate it, and she 
wished that—to give her the 
charm — she might in future very 
often be bored. While she was en- 
gaged in these researches, Felix 
Young was looking for Charlotte, 
to whom he had something to say. 
For some time, now, he had had 
something to say to Charlotte, and 
this evening his sense of the pro- 
priety of holding some special con- 
versation with her had reached 
the motive-point — resolved itself 
into acute and delightful desire. 
He wandered through the empty 
rooms on the large ground-floor of 
the house, and found her at last 
in a small apartment denominated, 
for reasons not immediately appar- 
ent, Mr. Wentworth’s “office:” an 
extremely neat and well-dusted 
room, with an array of law-books, 
in time-darkened sheep-skin, on 
one of the walls; a large map of 
the United States on the other, 
flanked on either side by an old 
steel engraving of one of Rapha- 
el’s Madonnas; and on the third 
several glass cases containing spec- 
imens of butterflies and beetles. 
Charlotte was sitting by a lamp, 
embroidering a slipper. Felix did 
not ask for whom the slipper was 
destined; he saw it was very large. 

He moved a chair toward her 
and sat down, smiling as usual, 
but, at first, not speaking. She 
watched him, with her needle 
poised, and with a certain shy, 
fluttered look which she always 
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wore when he approached her. 
There was something in Felix’s 
manner that quickened her mod- 
esty, her self-consciousness; if ab- 
solute choice had been given her 
she would have preferred never 
to find herself alone with him; and 
in fact, though she thought him a 
most brilliant, distinguished, and 
well-meaning person, she had ex- 
ercised a much larger amount of 
tremulous tact than he had ever 
suspected, to circumvent the ac- 
cident of téte-d-téte. Poor Char- 
lotte could have given no account 
of the matter that would not have 
seemed unjust both to herself and 
to her foreign kinsman; she could 
only have said—or rather, she 
would never have said it — that 
she did not like so much gentle- 
man’s society at once. She was not 
reassured, accordingly, when he 
began, emphasizing his words 
with a kind of admiring radiance, 
“My dear cousin, I am enchanted 
at finding you alone.” 

“I-am very often alone,” Char- 
lotte observed. Then she quickly 
added, “I don’t mean I am lonely!” 

“So clever a woman as you is 
never lonely,” said Felix. “You 
have company in your beautiful 
work.” And he glanced at the big 
slipper. 

“T like to work,” declared Char- 
lotte, simply. 

“So do I!” said her companion. 
“And I like to idle too. But it is 
not to idle that I have come in 
search of you. I want to tell you 
something very particular.” 

“Well,” murmured Charlotte; 
“of course, if you must” — 


“My dear cousin,” said Felix, 
“it’s nothing that a young lady 
may not listen to. At least I sup- 
pose it isn’t. But voyons; you shall 
judge. I am terribly in love.” 

“Well, Felix,” began Miss Went- 
worth, gravely. But her very grav- 
ity appeared to check the devel- 
opment of her phrase. 

“I am in love with your sister; 
but in love, Charlotte —in love!” 
the young man pursued. Charlotte 
had laid her work in her lap; her 
hands were tightly folded on top 
of it; she was staring at the car- 
pet. “In short, ’m in love, dear 
lady,” said Felix. “Now I want 
you to help me.” 

“To help you?” asked Charlotte, 
with a tremor. 

“I don’t mean with Gertrude; 
she and I have a perfect under- 
standing; and oh, how well she 
understands one! I mean _ with 
your father and with the world in 
general, including Mr. Brand.” 

“Poor Mr. Brand!” said Char- 
lotte, slowly, but with a simplicity 
which made it evident to Felix 
that the young minister had not 
repeated to Miss Wentworth the 
talk that had lately occurred be- 
tween them. 


“Ah, now, don’t say ‘poor’ Mr. 


Brand! I don’t pity Mr. Brand at 


all. But I pity your father a little, 
and I don’t want to displease him. 
Therefore, you see, I want you to 
plead for me. You don’t think me 
very shabby, eh?” 

“Shabby?” exclaimed Charlotte 
softly, for whom Felix represented - 
the most polished and iridescent 
qualities of mankind. 
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“T don’t mean in my appear- 
ance,” rejoined Felix, laughing; 
for Charlotte was looking at his 
boots. “I mean in my conduct. You 
don’t think it’s an abuse of hos- 
pitality?” 

“To—to care for 
asked Charlotte. 

“To have really expressed one’s 
self. Because I have expressed my- 
self, Charlotte; I must tell you the 
whole truth —I have! Of course I 
want to marry her—and here is 
the difficulty. I held off as long as I 
could; but she is such a terribly 
fascinating person! She’s a strange 
creature, Charlotte; I don’t believe 
you really know her.” Charlotte took 
up her tapestry again, and again 
she laid it down. “I know your 
father has had higher views,” Felix 
continued; “and I think you have 
shared them. You have wanted to 
marry her to Mr. Brand.” 

“Oh, no,” said Charlotte, very 
earnestly. “Mr. Brand has always 
admired her. But we did not want 
anything of that kind.” 

Felix stared. “Surely, marriage 
‘was what you proposed.” 

“Yes; but we didn’t wish to force 
her.” 

“A la bonne heure! That’s very 
unsafe you know. With these ar- 
ranged marriages there is often the 
deuce to pay.” 

“Oh, Felix,” said Charlotte, “we 
didn’t want to ‘arrange.’” 

“I am delighted to hear that. Be- 
cause in such cases—even when 
the woman is a thoroughly good 
creature — she can’t help looking for 
a compensation. A charming fellow 
comes along—and voila!” Char- 


Gertrude?” 


lotte sat mutely staring at the floor, 
and Felix presently added, “Do go 
on with your slipper, I like to see 
you work.” 

Charlotte took up her variegated 
canvas, and began to draw vague 
blue stitches in a big round rose. 
“If Gertrude is so—so strange,” 
she said, “why do you want to 
marry her? ” 

“Ah, that’s it, dear Charlotte! I 
like strange women; I always have 
liked them. Ask Eugenia! And Ger- 
trude is wonderful; she says the 
most beautiful things!” 

Charlotte looked at him, almost 
for the first time, as if her meaning 
required to be severely pointed. 
“You have a great influence over 
her.” 

“Yes—and no!” said Felix. “I 
had at first, I think; but now it is 
six of one and half-a-dozen of the 
other; it is reciprocal. She affects 
me strongly — for she is so strong. 
I don’t believe you know her; it’s 
a beautiful nature.” 

“Oh, yes, Felix; I have always 
thought Gertrude’s nature beauti- 
ful.” 


“Well, if you think so now,” 


- cried the young man, “wait and see! 


She’s a folded flower. Let me pluck 
her from the parent tree and you 
will see her expand. I’m sure you 
will enjoy it.” 

“TJ don’t understand you,” mur- 
mured Charlotte. “I can’t, Felix.” 

“Well, you can understand this 
— that I beg you to say a good word 
for me to your father. He regards 
me, I naturally believe, as a very 
light fellow, a Bohemian, an irregu- 
lar character. Tell him I am not all 
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this; if I ever was, I have forgotten 
it. I am fond of pleasure — yes; but 
of innocent pleasure. Pain is all 
one; but in pleasure, you know, 
there are tremendous distinctions. 
Say to him that Gertrude is a folded 
flower and that I am a serious 
man!” 

Charlotte got up from her chair 
slowly rolling up her work. “We 
know you are very kind to every 
one, Felix,” she said. “But we are 
extremely sorry for Mr. Brand.” 

“Of course you are — you espe- 
cially! Because,” added Felix hast- 
ily, “you are a woman. But I don’t 
pity him. It ought to be enough for 
any man that you take an interest 
in him.” 

“It is not enough for Mr. Brand,” 
said Charlotte, simply. And she 
stood there a moment, as if waiting 
_ conscientiously for anything more 
that Felix might have to say. 

“Mr. Brand is not so keen about 
his marriage as he was,” he pres- 
ently said. “He is afraid of your 
sister.. He begins to think she is 
wicked.” 

Charlotte looked at him now 
with beautiful, appealing eyes — 
eyes into which he saw the tears 
rising. “Oh, Felix, Felix,” she cried, 
“what have you done to her?” 

“I think she was asleep; I have 
waked her up!” 

But Charlotte, apparently, was 
really crying, she walked straight 
out of the room. And Felix, stand- 
ing there and meditating, had the 
apparent brutality to take satisfac- 
tion in her tears. 

Late that night Gertrude, silent 


and serious, came to him in the gar- 
den; it was a kind of appointment. 
Gertrude seemed to like appoint- 
ments. She plucked a handful of 
heliotrope and stuck it into the 
front of her dress, but she said 
nothing. They walked together 
along one of the paths, and Felix 
looked at the great, square, hos- 
pitable house, massing _ itself 
vaguely in the starlight, with all 
its windows darkened. 

“T have a little of a bad con- 
science,” he said. “I oughtn’t to 
meet you this way till I have got 
your father’s consent.” 

Gertrude looked at him for some 
time. “I don’t understand you.” 

“You very often say that,” he 
said. “Considering how little we 
understand each other, it is a won- 
der how well we get on!” 

“We have done nothing but 
meet since you came here — but 
meet alone. The first time I ever 
saw you we were alone,” Gertrude 
went on. “ What is the difference 
now? Is it because it is at night?” 

“The difference, Gertrude,” said 
Felix, stopping in the path, “the 
difference is that I love you more 
—more than before!” And then 
they stood there, talking, in the 
warm stillness and in front of the 
closed dark house. “I have been 
talking to Charlotte — been trying 
to bespeak her interest with your 
father. She has a kind of sublime 
perversity; was ever a woman so 
bent upon cutting off her own 
head?” 

“You are too careful,” said Ger- 
trude; “you are too diplomatic.” 
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“Well,” cried the young man, “I 
didn’t come here to make any one 
unhappy!” 

Gertrude looked round “her 
awhile in the odorous darkness. “I 
will do anything you please,” she 
said. 

“For 
smiling. 

“I will go away. I will do any- 
thing you please.” 

Felix looked at her in solemn ad- 
miration. “Yes, we will go away,” 
he said. “But we will make peace 
first.” 

Gertrude looked about her again, 
and then she broke out, passion- 
ately, “Why do they try to make 
one feel guilty? Why do they make 
it so difficult? Why can’t they un- 
derstand?” 

“TI will make them understand!” 
said Felix. He drew her hand into 
his arm, and they wandered about 
in the garden, talking, for an hour. 


instance?” asked Felix, 
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Feuix allowed Charlotte time to 
plead his cause; and then, on the 
third day, he sought an interview 
with his uncle. It was in the morn- 
ing; Mr. Wentworth was in his of- 
fice; and, on going in, Felix found 
that Charlotte was at that moment 
in conference with her father. She 
had, in fact, been constantly near 
him since her interview with Felix; 
she had made up her mind that it 
was her duty to repeat very literally 


her cousin’s passionate plea. She 
had accordingly followed Mr. 
Wentworth about like a shadow, in 
order to find him at hand when she 
should have mustered sufficient 
composure to speak. For poor Char- 
lotte, in this matter, naturally 
lacked composure; especially when 
she meditated upon some of Felix’s 
intimations. It was not cheerful 
work, at the best, to keep giving 
small hammer-taps to the coffin in 
which one had laid away, for bur- 
ial, the poor little acknowledged 
offspring of one’s own misbehaving 
heart; and the occupation was not 
rendered more agreeable by the 
fact that the ghost of one’s stifled 
dream had been summoned from 
the shades by the strange, bold 
words of a talkative young for- 
eigner. What had Felix meant by 
saying that Mr. Brand was not so 
keen? To herself her sister’s justly 
depressed suitor had shown no sign 
of faltering. Charlotte trembled all 
over when she allowed herself to 
believe for an instant now and then 
that, privately, Mr. Brand might 
have faltered; and as it seemed to 
give more force to Felix’s words to 
repeat them to her father, she was 
waiting until she should have 
taught herself to be very calm. But 
she had now begun to tell Mr. 
Wentworth that she was extremely 
anxious. She was proceeding to de- 
velop this idea, to enumerate the 
objects of her anxiety, when Felix 
came in. 

Mr. Wentworth sat there, with 
his legs crossed, lifting his dry, pure 


countenance from the Boston “Ad- 
\ 
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vertiser.” Felix entered smiling, as 
if he had something particular to 
say, and his uncle looked at him as 
if he both expected and deprecated 
this event. Felix vividly expressing 
himself had come to be a formida- 
ble figure to his uncle, who had not 
yet arrived at definite views as to 
a proper tone. For the first time in 
his life, as I have said, Mr. Went- 
worth shirked a responsibility; he 
earnestly desired that it might not 
be laid upon him to determine how 
his nephew’s lighter propositions 
should be treated. He lived under 
an apprehension that Felix might 
yet beguile him into assent to 
doubtful inductions, and his con- 
science instructed him that the best 
form of vigilance was the avoid- 
ance of discussion. He hoped that 
the pleasant episode of his neph- 
ew’s visit would pass away without 
a further lapse of consistency. 

Felix looked at Charlotte with 
an air of understanding, and then 
at Mr. Wentworth, and then at 
Charlotte again. Mr. Wentworth 
bent his refined eyebrows upon his 
nephew and stroked down the first 
page of the “Advertiser.” “T ought 
to have brought a bouquet,” said 
Felix, laughing. “In France they al- 
ways do.” 

“We are not in France,” observed 
Mr. Wentworth, gravely, while 
Charlotte earnestly gazed at him. 

“No, luckily, we are not in 
France, where I am afraid I should 
have a harder time of it. My dear 
Charlotte, have you rendered me 
that delightful service?” And Felix 
bent toward her as if some one had 
been presenting him. 


Charlotte looked at him with al- 
most frightened eyes; and Mr. 
Wentworth thought this might be 
the beginning of a discussion. 
“What is the bouquet for?” he in- 
quired, by way of turning it off. 

Felix gazed at him, smiling. 
“Pour Ja demande!” And _ then, 
drawing up a chair, he seated him- 
self, hat in hand, with a kind of 
conscious solemnity. 

Presently he turned to Charlotte 
again. “My good Charlotte, my ad- 
mirable Charlotte,” he murmured, 
“you have not played me false — 
you have not sided against me?” 

Charlotte got up, trembling ex- 
tremely, though imperceptibly. 
“You must speak to my father your- 
self,” she said. “I think you are 
clever enough.” 

But Felix, rising too, begged her 
to remain. “I can speak better to 
an audience!” he declared. 

“I hope it is nothing disagree- 
able,” said Mr. Wentworth. 

“It’s something delightful, for 
me!” And Felix, laying down his 
hat, clasped his hands a little be- 
tween his knees. “My dear uncle,” 
he said, “I desire, very earnestly, to 
marry your daughter Gertrude.” 
Charlotte sank slowly into her chair 
again, and Mr. Wentworth sat star- 
ing, with a light in his face that 
might have been flashed back from 
an iceberg. He stared and stared; 
he said nothing. Felix fell back, 
with his hands still clasped. “Ah — 
you don’t like it. I was afraid!” He 
blushed deeply, and Charlotte no- 
ticed it — remarking to herself that 
it was the first time she had ever 


seen him blush. She began to blush 
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herself and to reflect that he might 
be much in love. 

“This is very abrupt,” said Mr. 
Wentworth, at last. 

“Have you never suspected it, 
dear uncle?” Felix inquired. “Well, 
that proves how discreet I have 
been. Yes, I thought you wouldn’t 
like it.” 

“It is very serious, Felix,” said 
Mr. Wentworth. 

“You think it’s an abuse of hos- 
pitality!” exclaimed Felix, smiling 
again. 

“Of hospitality? — an abuse?” his 
uncle repeated very slowly. 

“That is what Felix said to me,” 
said Charlotte, conscientiously. 

“Of course you think so; don’t 
defend yourself!” Felix pursued. 
“It is an abuse, obviously; the most 
I can claim is that it is perhaps a 
pardonable one. I simply fell head 
over heels in love; one can hardly 
help that. Though you are Ger- 
trude’s progenitor I don’t believe 
you know how attractive she is. 
Dear uncle, she contains the ele- 
ments of a singularly —I may say 
a strangely — charming woman!” 

“She has always been to me an 
object of extreme concern,” said 
Mr. Wentworth. “We have always 
desired her happiness.” 

“Well, here it is!” Felix declared. 
“J will make her happy. She be- 
lieves it, too. Now hadn't you no- 
ticed that?” 

“T had noticed that she was much 
changed,” Mr. Wentworth de- 
clared, in a tone whose unexpres- 
- sive, unimpassioned quality ap- 
peared to Felix to reveal a pro- 
fundity of opposition. “It may be 


that she is only becoming what you 
call a charming woman.” 

“Gertrude, at heart, is so ear- 
nest, so true,” said Charlotte, very 
softly, fastening her eyes upon her 
father. 

“I delight to hear you praise 
her!” cried Felix. 

“She has a very peculiar tem- 
perament,” said Mr. Wentworth. 

“Eh, even that is praise!” Felix 
rejoined. “I know I am not the man 
you might have looked for. I have 
no position and no fortune; I can 
give Gertrude no place in the 
world. A place in the world — that’s 
what she ought to have; that would 
bring her out.” 

“A place to do her duty!” re- 
marked Mr. Wentworth. 

“Ah, how charmingly she does 
it—her duty!” Felix exclaimed, 
with a radiant face. “What an ex- 
quisite conception she has of it! 
But she comes honestly by that, 
dear uncle.” Mr. Wentworth and 
Charlotte both looked at him as if 
they were watching a greyhound 
doubling. “Of course with me she 
will hide her light under a bushel,” 
he continued; “I being the bushel! 
Now I know you like me—you 
have certainly proved it. But you 
think I am frivolous and penniless 
and shabby! Granted — granted — 
a thousand times granted. I have 
been a loose fish—a fiddler, a 
painter, an actor. But there is this 
to be said: In the first place, I fancy 
you exaggerate; you lend me quali- 
ties I haven’t had. I have been a 
Bohemian — yes; but in Bohemia I 
always passed for a gentleman. I 
wish you could see some of my old 
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camarades — they would tell you! 
It was the liberty I liked, but not 
the opportunities! My sins were all 
peccadilloes; I always respected 
my neighbors property — my 
neighbor's wife. Do you see, dear 
uncle?” Mr. Wentworth ought to 
have seen; his cold blue eyes were 
intently fixed. “And then, c'est fini! 
It’s all over. Je me range. I have 
settled down to a jog-trot. I find 
I can earn my living —a very fair 
one—by going about the world 
and painting bad portraits. It’s not 


a glorious profession, but it is a - 


perfectly respectable one. You 
won't deny that, eh? Going about 
the world, I say? I must not deny 
that, for that I am afraid I shall al- 
ways do — in quest of agreeable sit- 
ters. When I say agreeable, I mean 
susceptible of delicate flattery and 
prompt of payment. Gertrude de- 
clares she is willing to share my 
wanderings and help to pose my 
models. She: even thinks it will be 
charming; and that brings me to 
my third point. Gertrude likes me. 
Encourage her a little and she will 
tell you so.” 

Felix’s tongue obviously moved 
much faster than the imagination of 
his auditors; his eloquence, like the 
rocking of a boat in a deep, smooth 
lake, made long eddies of silence. 
And he seemed to be pleading and 
chattering still, with his brightly 
eager smile, his uplifted eyebrows, 
his expressive mouth, after he had 
ceased speaking, and while, with 
his glance quickly turning from the 
father to the daughter, he sat wait- 
ing for the effect of his appeal. “It 
is not your want of means,” said 


Mr. Wentworth, after a period of 
severe reticence. 

“Now it’s delightful of you to say 
that! Only don’t say it’s my want of 
character. Because I have a char- 
acter — I assure you I have; a small 
one, a little slip of a thing, but still 
something tangible.” 

“Ought you not to tell Felix that 
it is Mr. Brand, father?” Charlotte 
asked, with infinite mildness. 

“It is not only Mr. Brand,” Mr. 
Wentworth solemnly declared. And 
he looked at his knee for a long 
time. “It is difficult to explain,” he 
said. He wished, evidently, to be 
very just. “It rests on moral 
grounds, as Mr. Brand says. It is 
the question whether it is the best 
thing for Gertrude.” 

“What is better — what is better, 
dear uncle?” Felix rejoined ur- 
gently, rising in his urgency and 
standing before Mr. Wentworth. 
His uncle had been looking at his 
knee; but when Felix moved he 
transferred his gaze to the handle 
of the door which faced him. “It is 
usually a fairly good thing for a 
girl to marry the man she loves!” 
cried Felix. 

While he spoke, Mr. Wentworth 
saw the handle of the door begin 
to turn; the door opened and re- 
mained slightly ajar, until Felix had 
delivered himself of the cheerful 
axiom just quoted. Then it opened 
altogether and Gertrude stood 
there. She looked excited; there 
was a spark in her sweet, dull eyes. 
She came in slowly, but with an air 
of resolution, and, closing the door 
softly, looked round at the three 
persons present. Felix went to her 
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with tender gallantry, holding out 
his hand, and Charlotte made a 
place for her on the sofa. But Ger- 
trude put her hands behind her and 
made no motion to sit down. 

“We are talking of you!” said 
Felix. 

“I know it,” she answered. 
“That’s why I came.” And she fas- 
tened her eyes on her father, who 
returned her gaze very fixedly. In 
his own cold blue eyes there was a 
kind of pleading, reasoning light. 

“It is better you should be pres- 
ent,” said Mr. Wentworth. “We are 
discussing your future.” 

“Why discuss it?” asked Ger- 
trude. “Leave it to me.” 

“That is, to me!” cried Felix. 

“T leave it, in the last resort, to a 
greater wisdom than ours,” said the 
old man. 

Felix rubbed his forehead gently. 
“But en attendant the last resort, 
your father lacks confidence,” he 
said to Gertrude. 

“Haven't you confidence in Fe- 
lix?” Gertrude was frowning; there 
was something about her that her 
father and Charlotte had never 
seen. Charlotte got up and came to 
her, as if to put her arm round her; 
but suddenly, she seemed afraid to 
touch her. 

Mr. Wentworth, however, was 
not afraid. “I have had more confi- 
dence in Felix than in you,” he 
said. 

“Yes, you have never had confi- 
dence in me — never, never! I don’t 
know why.” 

“Oh sister, 
Charlotte. 

“You have. always needed ad- 


sister!” murmured 


vice,” Mr. Wentworth declared. 
“You have had a difficult tempera- 
ment.” 

“Why do you call it difficult? It 
might have been easy, if you had | 
allowed it. You wouldn’t let me be 
natural. I don’t know what you 
wanted to make of me. Mr. Brand 
was the worst.” 

Charlotte at last took hold of her 
sister. She laid her two hands upon 
Gertrude’s arm. “He cares so much 
for you,” she almost whispered. 

Gertrude looked at her intently 
an instant; then kissed her. “No, he 
does not,” she said. 

“TJ have never seen you so pas- 
sionate,” observed Mr. Wentworth, 
with an air of indignation mitigated 
by high principles. 

“I am sorry if I offend you,” said 
Gertrude. 

“You offend me, but ‘I don’t 
think you are sorry.” 

“Yes, father, she is sorry,” said 
Charlotte. 

“I would even go further, dear 
uncle,” Felix interposed. “I would 
question whether she really offends 
you. How can she offend you?” 

To this Mr. Wentworth made no 
immediate answer. Then, in a mo- 
ment, “She has not profited as we 
hoped.” 

“Profited? Ah voild!” Felix ex- 
claimed. 

Gertrude was very pale; she 
stood looking down. “I have told 
Felix I would go away with him,” 
she presently said. 

“Ah, you have said some admi- 
rable things!” cried the young man. 

“Go away, sister?” asked Char- 
lotte. 
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“Away — away; to some strange 
country.” 

“That is to frighten you,” said 
Felix, smiling at Charlotte. 

“To — what do you call it?” asked 
Gertrude, turning an instant to Fe- 
lix. “To Bohemia.” 

“Do you propose to dispense 
with preliminaries?” asked Mr. 
Wentworth, getting up. 

“Dear uncle, vous plaisantez!” 
cried Felix. “It seems to me that 
these are preliminaries.” 

Gertrude turned to her father. 
“I have profited,” she said. “You 
wanted to form my character. Well, 
my character is formed — for my 
age. I know what I want; I have 
chosen. I am determined to marry 
this gentleman.” 

“You had better consent, sir,” 
said Felix very gently. 

“Yes, sir, you had better con- 
sent,” added a very different voice. 

Charlotte gave a little jump, and 
the others turned to the direction 
from which it had come. It was 
the voice of Mr. Brand, who had 
stepped through the long window 
which stood open to the piazza. He 
stood patting his forehead with his 
pocket-handkerchief; he was very 
much flushed; his face wore a sin- 
gular expression. 

“Yes, sir, you had better con- 
sent,” Mr. Brand repeated, coming 
forward. “I know what Miss Ger- 
trude means.” 

“My dear friend!” murmured Fe- 
lix, laying his hand caressingly on 
the young minister’s arm. 

Mr. Brand looked at him; then at 
Mr. Wentworth; lastly at Gertrude. 


He did not look at Charlotte. But 
Charlotte’s earnest eyes were fas- 
tened to his own countenance; they 
were asking an immense question 
of it. The answer to this question 
could not come all at once; but 
some of the elements of it were 
there. It was one of the elements 
of it that Mr. Brand was very red, 
that he held his head very high, 
that he had a bright, excited eye 
and an air of embarrassed boldness 
—the air of a man who has taken 
a resolve, in the execution of which 
he apprehends the failure, not of 
his moral, but of his personal, re- 
sources. Charlotte thought he 
looked very grand; and it is incon- 
testable that Mr. Brand felt very 
grand. This, in fact, was the grand- 
est moment of his life; and it was 
natural that such a moment should 
contain opportunities of awkward- 
ness for a large, stout, modest 
young man. 

“Come in, sir,” said Mr. Went- 
worth, with an angular wave of his 
hand. “It is very proper that you 
should be present.” 

“I know what you are talking 
about,” Mr. Brand rejoined. “I 
heard what your nephew said.” 

“And he heard what you said!” 
exclaimed Felix, patting him again 
on the arm. 

“I am not sure that I under- 
stood,” said Mr. Wentworth, who 
had angularity in his voice as well 
as in his gestures. 

Gertrude had been looking hard 
at her former suitor. She had been 
puzzled, like her sister; but her im- 
agination moved more quickly than 
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Charlotte’s. “Mr. Brand asked you 
to let Felix take me away,” she said 
to her father. 

The young minister gave her a 
strange look. “It is not because I 
don’t want to see you any more,” 
he declared, in a tone intended as 
it were for publicity. 

“I shouldn’t think you would 
want to see me any more,” Ger- 
trude answered, gently. 

Mr. Wentworth stood staring. 
“Isn’t this rather a change, sir?” he 
inquired. 

“Yes, sir.” And Mr. Brand looked 
anywhere; only still not at Char- 
lotte. “Yes, sir,” he repeated. And 
he held his handkerchief a few 
moments to his lips. 

“Where are our moral grounds?” 
demanded Mr. Wentworth, who 
had always thought Mr. Brand 
would be just the thing for a 
younger daughter with a peculiar 
temperament. 

“It is sometimes very moral to 
change, you know,” suggested Fe- 
lix. 

Charlotte had softly left her sis- 
ter’s side. She had edged gently to- 
ward her father, and now her hand 
found its way into his arm. Mr. 
Wentworth had folded up the “Ad- 
vertiser” into a surprisingly small 
compass, and, holding the roll with 
one hand, he earnestly clasped it 
with the other. Mr. Brand was look- 
ing at him; and yet, though Char- 
lotte was so near, his eyes failed to 
meet her own. Gertrude watched 
her sister. 

“It is better not to speak of 
change,” said Mr. Brand. “In one 


sense there is no change. There was 
something I desired — something I 
asked of you; I desire something 
still—I ask it of you.” And he 
paused a moment; Mr. Wentworth 
looked bewildered. “I should like, 
in my ministerial capacity, to unite 
this young couple.” 

Gertrude, watching her sister, 
saw Charlotte flushing intensely, 
and Mr. Wentworth felt her press- 
ing upon his arm. “Heavenly Pow- 
ers!” murmured Mr. Wentworth. 
And it was the nearest approach to 
profanity he had ever made. 

“That is very nice; that is very 
handsome!” Felix exclaimed. 

“I don’t understand,” said Mr. 
Wentworth; though it was plain 
that every one else did. 

“That is very beautiful, Mr. 
Brand,” said Gertrude, emulating 
Felix. 

“T should like to marry you. It 
will give me great pleasure.” 

“As Gertrude says, it’s a beauti- 
ful idea,” said Felix. 

Felix was smiling, but Mr. Brand 
was not even trying to. He himself 
treated his proposition very seri- 
ously. “I have thought of it, and I 
should like to do it,” he affirmed. 

Charlotte, meanwhile, was star- 
ing with expanded eyes. Her im- 
agination, as I have said, was not 
so rapid as her sister’s, but now it 
had taken several little jumps. 
“Father,” she murmured, “con- 
sent!” 

Mr. Brand heard her; he looked 
away. Mr. Wentworth, evidently, 
had no imagination at all. “I have 


always thought,” he began, slowly, 
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“that Gertrude’s character required 
a special line of development.” 

“Father,” repeated Charlotte, 
“consent.” 

Then, at last, Mr. Brand looked 
at her. Her father felt her leaning 
more heavily upon his folded arm 
than she had ever done before; and 
this, with a certain sweet faintness 
in her voice, made him wonder 
what was the matter. He looked 
down at her and saw the encounter 
of her gaze with the young theo- 
logian’s; but even this told him 
nothing, and he continued to be be- 
wildered. Nevertheless, “I  con- 
sent,” he said at last, “since Mr. 
Brand recommends it.” 

“I should like to perform the 
ceremony very soon,” observed Mr. 
Brand, with a sort of solemn sim- 
plicity. 

“Come, come, that’s charming!” 
cried Felix, profanely. 

Mr. Wentworth sank into his 
chair. “Doubtless, when you under- 
stand it,” he said, with a certain 
judicial asperity. 

Gertrude went to her sister and 
led her away, and Felix having 
passed his arm into Mr. Brand’s and 
stepped out of the long window 
with him, the old man was left sit- 
ting there in unillumined perplex- 
ity. 

Felix did no work that day. In 
the afternoon, with Gertrude, he 
got into one of the boats and 
floated about with idly-dipping 
oars. They talked a good deal of 
Mr. Brand—though not exclu- 
sively. 

“That was a fine stroke,” said 
Felix. “It was really heroic.” 


Gertrude sat musing, with her 
eyes upon the ripples. “That was 
what he wanted to be; he wanted 
to do something fine.” 

“He won't be comfortable till he 
has married us,” said Felix. “So 
much the better.” 

“He wanted to be magnanimous; 
he wanted to have a fine moral 
pleasure. I know him so well,” Ger- 
trude went on. Felix looked at her; 
she spoke slowly, gazing at the 
clear water. “He thought of it a 
great deal, night and day. He 
thought it would be beautiful. At 
last he made up his mind that it 
was his duty, his duty to do just 
that — nothing less than that. He 
felt exalted; he felt sublime. That’s 
how he likes to feel. It is better for 
him than if I had listened to him.” 

“It’s better for me,” smiled Fe- 
lix. “But do you know, as regards 
the sacrifice, that I don’t believe 
he admired you when this deci- 
sion was taken quite so much as 
he had done a fortnight before?” 

“He never admired me. He ad- 
mires Charlotte; he pitied me. I 
know him so well.” 

“Well, then, he didn’t pity you 
so much.” 

Gertrude looked at Felix a lit- 
tle, smiling. “You shouldn’t permit 
yourself,” she said, “to diminish the 
splendor of his action. He admires 
Charlotte,” she repeated. 

“That's capital!” said Felix 
laughingly, and dipping his oars. 
I cannot say exactly to which 
member of Gertrude’s phrase he 
alluded; but he dipped his oars 
again, and they kept floating 
about. 


156 


The Europeans 


Neither Felix nor his sister, on 
that day, was present at Mr. Went- 
worth’s at the evening repast. The 
two occupants of the chalet dined 
together, and the young man in- 
formed his companion that his 
marriage was now an assured fact. 
Eugenia congratulated him, and 
replied that if he were as reason- 
able a husband as he had been, 
on the whole, a brother, his wife 
would have nothing to complain 
of, 

Felix looked at her a moment, 
smiling. “I hope,” he said, “not to 
be thrown back on my reason.” 

“It is very true,” Eugenia re- 
joined, “that one’s reason is dis- 
mally flat. It’s a bed with the mat- 
tress removed.” 

But the brother and sister, later 
in the evening, crossed over to 
the larger house, the Baroness de- 
siring to compliment her prospec- 
tive sister-in-law. They found the 
usual circle upon the piazza, with 
the exception of Clifford Went- 
worth and Lizzie Acton; and as 
every one stood up as usual to 
welcome the Baroness, Eugenia 
had an admiring audience for her 
compliment to Gertrude. 

Robert Acton stood on the edge 
of the piazza, leaning against one 
of the white columns, so that he 
found himself next to Eugenia 
while she acquitted herself of a 
neat little discourse of congratula- 
tion. 

“T shall be so glad to know you 
better,” she said; “I have seen so 
much less of you than I should 
have liked. Naturally; now I see 
the reason why! You will love me 


a little, won’t you? I think I may 
say I gain on being known.” And 
terminating these observations with 
the softest cadence of her voice, 
the Baroness imprinted a sort of 
grand official kiss upon Gertrude’s 
forehead. 

Increased familiarity had not, to 
Gertrude’s imagination, diminished 
the mysterious impressiveness of 
Eugenia’s personality, and she felt 
flattered and transported by this 
little ceremony. Robert Acton also 
seemed to admire it, as he ad- 
mired so many of the gracious 
manifestations of Madame Miin- 
ster’s wit. 

They had the privilege of mak- 
ing him restless, and on this 6cca- 
sion he walked away, suddenly, 
with his hands in his pockets, and 
then came back and leaned against 
his column. Eugenia was now com- 
plimenting her uncle upon his 
daughter’s engagement, and Mr. 
Wentworth was listening with his 
usual plain yet refined politeness. 
It is to be supposed that by this 
time his perception of the mutual 
relations of the young people who 
surrounded him had become more 
acute; but he still took the matter 
very seriously, and he was not at 
all exhilarated. 

“Felix will make her a good hus- 
band,” said Eugenia. “He will be 
a charming companion; he has a 
great quality — indestructible gay- 
ety.” 
“You think that’s a great qual- 
ity?” asked the old man. 

Eugenia meditated, with her 
eyes upon his. “You think one gets 
tired of it, eh?” 
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“I don’t know that I am pre- 
pared to say that,” said Mr. Went- 
worth. 

“Well, we will say, then, that 
it is tiresome for others but de- 
lightful for one’s self. A woman’s 
husband, you know, is supposed 
to be her second self; so that, for 
Felix and Gertrude, gayety will be 
a common property.” 

“Gertrude was always very gay,” 
said Mr. Wentworth. He was try- 
ing to follow this argument. 

Robert Acton took his hands out 
of his pockets and came a little 
nearer to the Baroness. “You say 
you gain by being known,” he 
said. “One certainly gains by 
knowing you.” 

“What have you gained?” asked 
Eugenia. 

“An immense amount of wis- 
dom.” 

“That’s a questionable advan- 
tage for a man who was already 
so wise!” 

Acton shook his head. “No, I 
was a great fool before I knew 
you!” 

“And being a fool you made my 
acquaintance? You are very com- 
plimentary.” 

“Let me keep it up,” said Ac- 
ton, laughing. “I hope, for our 
pleasure, that your brother’s mar- 
riage will detain you.” 

“Why should I stop for my 
brother’s marriage when I would 
not stop for my own?” asked the 
Baroness. 

“Why shouldn’t you stop in 
either case, now that, as you say, 
you have dissolved that mechan- 
ical tie that bound you to Europe?” 


The Baroness looked at him a 
moment. “As I say? You look as if 
you doubted it.” 

“Ah,” said Acton, returning her 
glance, “that is a remnant of my 
old folly! We have other attrac- 
tions,” he added. “We are to have 
another marriage.” 

But she seemed not to hear him; 
she was looking at him still. “My 
word was never doubted before,” 
she said. 

“We are to have another mar- 
riage,” Acton repeated, smiling. 

Then she appeared to under- 
stand. “Another marriage?” And 
she looked at the others. Felix was 
chattering to Gertrude; Charlotte, 
at a distance, was watching them; 
and Mr. Brand, in quite another 
quarter, was turning his back to 
them, and, with his hands un- 
der his coat-tails and his large 
head on one side, was looking 
at the small, tender crescent of 
a young moon. “It ought to be 
Mr. Brand and Charlotte,” said 
Eugenia, “but it doesn’t look 
like it.” 

“There,” Acton answered, “you 
must judge just now by contraries. 
There is more than there looks to 
be. I expect that combination one 
of these days; but that is not what 
I meant.” 

“Well,” said the Baroness, “I 
never guess my own lovers; so I 
can’t guess other people’s.” 

Acton gave a loud laugh, and 
he was about to add a rejoinder 
when Mr. Wentworth approached 
his niece. “You will be interested 
to hear,” the old man said, with a 
momentary aspiration toward jo- 
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cosity, “of another matrimonial 
venture in our little circle.” 

“T was just telling the Baron- 
ess,” Acton observed. 

“Mr. Acton was apparently 
about to announce his own en- 
gagement,” said Eugenia. 

Mr. Wentworth’s jocosity in- 
creased. “It is not exactly that; but 
it is in the family. Clifford, hear- 
ing this morning that Mr. Brand 
had expressed a desire to tie the 
nuptial knot for his sister, took it 
into his head to arrange that, 
while his hand was in, our good 
friend should perform a like cere- 
mony for himself and Lizzie Ac- 
ton.” 

The Baroness threw back her 
head and smiled at her uncle; then 
turning, with an intenser radiance, 
to Robert Acton, “I am certainly 
very stupid not to have thought of 
that,” she said. Acton looked down 
at his boots, as if he thought he 
had perhaps reached the limits of 
legitimate experimentation, and for 
a moment Eugenia said nothing 
more. It had been, in fact, a sharp 
knock, and she needed to recover 
herself. This was done, how- 
ever, promptly enough. “Where 
are the young people?” she 
asked. 

“They are spending the evening 
with my mother.” 

“Ts not the thing very sudden?” 

Acton looked up. “Extremely 
sudden. There had been a tacit 
understanding; but within a day 
or two Clifford appears to have 
received some mysterious impulse 
to precipitate the affair.” 

“The impulse,” said the Baron- 


ess, “was the charms of your very 
pretty sister.” 

“But my sister’s charms were an 
old story; he had always known 
her.” Acton had begun to experi- 
ment again. 

Here, however, it was evident 
the Baroness would not help him. 
“Ah, one can’t say! Clifford is very 
young; but he is a nice boy.” 

“He’s a likeable sort of boy, and 
he will be a rich man.” This was 
Acton’s last experiment. Madame 
Miinster turned away. 

She made but a short visit and 
Felix took her home. In her little 
drawing-room she went almost 
straight to the mirror over the 
chimney-piece, and, with a candle 
uplifted, stood looking into it. “T 
shall not wait for your marriage,” 
she said to her brother. “To-mor- 
row my maid shall pack up.” 

“My dear sister,” Felix ex- 
claimed, “we are to be married 
immediately! Mr. Brand is too un- 
comfortable.” 

But Eugenia, turning and still 
holding her candle aloft, only 
looked about the little sitting-room 
at her gimcracks and curtains and 
cushions. “My maid shall pack 
up,” she repeated. “Bonté divine, 
what rubbish! I feel like a stroll- 
ing actress; these are my ‘proper- 
ties.” 

“Is the play over, Eugenia?” 
asked. Felix. 

She gave him a sharp glance. “I 
have spoken my part.” 

“With great applause!” said her 
brother. 

“Oh, applause — applause!” she 
murmured, And she gathered up 
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two or three of her dispersed 
draperies. She glanced at the beau- 
tiful brocade, and then, “I don't 
see how I can have endured it!” 
she said. 

“Endure it a little longer. Come 
to my wedding.” 

“Thank you; that’s your aan 
My affairs are elsewhere.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“To Germany—by the 
ship.” 

“You have decided not to marry 
Mr. Acton?” 

“TJ have refused him,” 
genia. 

Her brother looked at her in 
silence. “I am sorry,” he rejoined 
at last. “But I was very discreet, 
as you asked me to be. I said 
nothing.” 

“Please continue, then, not to 
allude to the matter,” said Euge- 
nia. 

Felix inclined himself gravely. 
“You shall be obeyed. But your 
position in Germany?” he pursued. 

“Please to make no observations 
upon it.” 

“I was only going to say that I 
supposed it was altered.” 

“You are mistaken.” 

“But I thought you had signed” 


first 


said Eu- 


“J have not signed!” said the 
Baroness. 

Felix urged her no further, and 
it was arranged that he should 
immediately assist her to embark. 

Mr. Brand was indeed, it ap- 
peared, very impatient to consum- 
mate his sacrifice and deliver the 
nuptial benediction which would 
set it off so handsomely; but Eu- 


genia’s impatience to withdraw 
from a country in which she had 
not found the fortune she had 
come to seek was even less to be 
mistaken. It is true she had not 
made any very various exertion; 
but she appeared to feel justified 
in generalizing —in deciding that 
the conditions of action on this 
provincial continent were not fa- 
vorable’ to really superior women. 
The elder world was, after all, 
their natural field. The unembar- 
rassed directness with which she 
proceeded to apply. these intelli- 
gent conclusions appeared to the 
little circle of spectators who have 
figured in our narrative but the 
supreme exhibition of a character 
to which the experience of life had 
imparted an inimitable pliancy. It 
had a distinct effect upon Robert 
Acton, who, for the two days pre- 
ceding her departure, was a very 
restless and irritated mortal. She 
passed her last evening at her 
uncle’s, where she had never been 
more charming; and in parting 
with Clifford Wentworth’s affi- 
anced bride she drew. from her 
own finger a curious old ring and 
presented it to her with'the pret- 
tiest speech and kiss. Gertrude, 
who as an affianced bride was also 
indebted to her gracious bounty, 
admired this little incident ex- 
tremely, and Robert Acton almost 
wondered whether it did not give 
him the right, as Lizzie’s brother 
and guardian, to offer in return a 
handsome present to the Baron- 
ess. It would have made him ex- 
tremely happy to be able to offer 
a handsome present to the Baron- 
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ess; but he abstained from this 
expression of his sentiments, and 
they were in consequence, at the 
very. last,. by so much the le§s 
comfortable. It was almost at the 
very last that he saw her -— late 
the night before she went to Bos- 
ton to embark. 

“For myself, I wish you might 
have stayed,” he said. “But not for 
your own sake.” 

“J don’t make so many . differ- 
ences,” said the Baroness. “I am 
simply sorry to be going.” 

“That’s a much deeper differ- 
ence than mine,” Acton declared; 
“for you. mean you are simply 
glad!” 

Felix parted with her on the 
deck of the ship. “We shall often 
meet over there,” he said. 

“I don’t know,” she answered. 
“Europe seems to me much larger 
than America.” . 

Mr. Brand, of course, in the 
days that immediately followed, 
was not the only impatient spirit; 
but it may be said that of all the 
young spirits interested in the 


event none rose more eagerly to 
the level of the occasion. Ger- 
trude left her father’s house with 
Felix Young; they were imperturb- 
ably happy and they went far 
away. Clifford and his young wife 
sought their felicity in a narrower 
circle, and the latter’s influence 
upon her husband was such as to 
justify, strikingly, that theory of 
the elevating effect of easy inter- 
course with clever women which 
Felix had propounded to Mr. 
Wentworth. Gertrude was for a 
good while a distant figure, but 
she came back when Charlotte 
married Mr. Brand. She was pres- 
ent at the wedding feast, where 
Felix’s gayety confessed to no 
change. Then she disappeared, and 
the echo of a gayety of her own, 
mingled with that of her husband, 
often came back to the home of 
her earlier years. Mr. Wentworth 
at last found himself listening for 
it; and Robert Acton, after his 
mother’s death, married a partic- 
ularly nice young girl. 
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Duginc a portion of the first half 
of the present century, and more 
particularly during the latter part 
of it, there flourished and prac- 
tised in the city of New York a 
physician who enjoyed perhaps an 
exceptional share of the consider- 
ation which, in the United States, 
has always been bestowed upon 
distinguished members of the 
medical profession. This profes- 
sion in America has constantly 
been held in honour, and more 
successfully than elsewhere has 
put forward a claim to the epithet 
of “liberal.” In a country in which, 
to play a social part, you must ei- 
ther earn your income or make 
believe that you earn it, the heal- 
ing art has appeared in a high de- 
gree to combine two recognised 
sources of credit. It belongs to the 
realm of the practical, which in 
the United States is a great rec- 
ommendation; and it is touched 
by the light of science —a merit 
appreciated in a community in 
which the love of knowledge has 
not always been accompanied by 
leisure and opportunity. It was an 
element in Dr. Sloper’s reputa- 
tion that his learning and his skill 
were very evenly balanced; he was 


what you might call a scholarly 
doctor, and yet there was nothing 
abstract in his remedies—he al- 
ways ordered you to take some- 
thing. Though he was felt to be 
extremely thorough, he was not 
uncomfortably theoretic, and if he 
sometimes explained matters rather 
more minutely than might seem 
of use to the patient, he never 
went so far (like some practition- 
ers one has heard of) as to trust 
to the explanation alone, but al- 
ways left behind him an inscruta- 
ble prescription. There were some 
doctors that left the prescription 
without offering any explanation 
at all; and he did not belong to 
that class either, which was, after 
all, the most vulgar. It will be 
seen that I am describing a clever 
man; and this is really the reason 
why Dr. Sloper had become a lo- 
cal celebrity. At the time at which 
we are chiefly concerned with 
him, he was some fifty years of 
age, and his popularity was at its 
height. He was very witty, and he 
passed in the best society of New 
York for a man of the world— 
which, indeed, he was, in a very 
sufficient degree. I hasten to add, 
to anticipate possible misconcep- 
tion, that he was not the least of 
a charlatan. He was a thoroughly 
honest man—honest in a degree 
of which he had perhaps lacked 
the opportunity to give the com- 
plete measure; and, putting aside 
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the great good-nature of the cir- 
cle in which he practised, which 
was rather fond of boasting that 
it possessed the “brightest” doc- 
tor in the country, he daily justi- 
fied his claim to the talents attrib- 
uted to him by the popular voice. 
He was an observer, even a philos- 
opher, and to be bright was so 
natural to him, and (as the popu- 
lar voice said) came so easily, that 
he never aimed at mere effect, 
and had none of the little tricks 
and pretensions of second-rate 
reputations. It must be confessed 
that fortune had favoured him, 
and that he had found the path to 
prosperity very soft to his tread. 
He had married at the age of 
twenty-seven, for love, a very 
charming girl, Miss Catherine 
Harrington, of New York, who, 
in addition to her charms, had 
brought him a solid dowry. Mrs. 
Sloper was amiable, graceful, ac- 
complished, elegant, and in 1820 
she had been one of the pretty 
girls of the small but promising 
capital which clustered about the 
Battery and overlooked the Bay, 
and of which the uppermost 
boundary was indicated by the 
grassy waysides of Canal Street. 
Even at the age of twenty-seven 
Austin Sloper had made his mark 
sufficiently to mitigate the anomaly 
of his having been chosen among 
a dozen suitors by a young woman 
of high fashion, who had ten 
thousand dollars of income and 
the most charming eyes in the is- 
land of Manhattan. These eyes, 
and some of their accompani- 
ments, were for about five years a 


source of extreme satisfaction to 
the young physician, who was 
both a devoted and a very happy 
husband. The fact of his having 
married a rich woman made no 
difference in the line he had traced 
for himself, and he cultivated his 
profession with as definite a pur- 
pose as if he still had no other re- 
sources than his fraction of the 
modest patrimony which on his 
father’s death he had shared with 
his brothers and sisters. This pur- 
pose had not been preponderantly 
to make money—it had been 
rather to learn something and to 
do something. To learn something 
interesting, and to do something 
useful — this was, roughly speak- 
ing, the programme he had 
sketched, and of which the acci- 
dent of his wife having an income 
appeared to him in no degree to 
modify the validity. He was fond 
of his practice, and of exercising a 
skill of which he was agreeably 
conscious, and it was so patent a 
truth that if he were not a doctor 
there was nothing else he could 
be, that a doctor he persisted in 
being, in the best possible condi- 
tions. Of course his easy domestic 
situation saved him a good deal 
of drudgery, and his wife’s affilia- 
tion to the “best people” brought 
him a good many of those patients 
whose symptoms are, if not more 
interesting in themselves than 
those of the lower orders, at least 
more consistently displayed. He 
desired experience, and in the 
course of twenty years he got a 
great deal. It must be added that 
it came to him in some forms 
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which, whatever might have been 
their intrinsic value, made it the 
reverse of welcome. His first child, 
a little boy of extraordinary prom- 
ise, as the Doctor, who was not 
addicted to easy enthusiasms, 
firmly believed, died at three years 
of age, in spite of everything that 
the mother’s tenderness and the 
father’s science could invent to 
save him. Two years later Mrs. 
Sloper gave birth to a second in- 
fant—an infant of a sex which 
rendered the poor child, to the 
Doctor’s sense, an inadequate sub- 
stitute for his lamented first-born, 
of whom he had promised himself 
to make an admirable man. The 
little girl was a disappointment; 
but this was not the worst. A week 
after her birth the young mother, 
who, as the phrase is, had been 
doing well, suddenly betrayed 
alarming symptoms, and_ before 
another week had elapsed Austin 
Sloper was a widower. 

For a man whose trade was to 
keep people alive, he had cer- 
tainly done poorly in his own fam- 
ily; and a bright doctor who 
within three years loses his wife 
and his little boy should perhaps 
be prepared to see either his skill 
or his affection impugned. Our 
friend, however, escaped criticism: 
that is, he escaped all criticism 
but his own, which was much the 
most competent ‘and most formi- 
dable. He walked wumder the 
weight of this very private cen- 
sure for the rest of his days, and 
bore forever the scars of a casti- 
gation to which the strongest hand 
he knew had treated him on the 


night that followed his wife's 
death. The world, which, as I 
have said, appreciated him, pitied 
him too much to be ironical; his 
misfortune made him more inter- 
esting, and even helped him to be 
the fashion. It was observed that 
even medical families. cannot es- 
cape the more insidious forms of 
disease, and that, after all, Dr. 
Sloper had lost other patients be- 
side the two I have mentioned; 
which constituted an honourable 
precedent. His little girl remained 
to him, and though she was not 
what he had desired, he proposed 
to himself to make the best of her. 
He had on hand a stock of unex- 
pended authority, by which the 
child, in its early years, profited 
largely. She had been named, as 
a matter of course, after her poor 
mother, and even in her most di- 
minutive babyhood the Doctor 
never called her anything but 
Catherine. She grew up a very 
robust and healthy child, and her 
father, as he looked at her, often 
said to himself that, such as she 
was, he at least need have no fear 
of losing her. I say “such as she 
was,” because, to tell the truth — 
But this is a truth of which I will 
defer the telling. 
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‘WHEN the child was about ten 


years old, he invited his sister, 
Mrs. Penniman, to come and stay 
with him. The Miss Slopers had 
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been but two in number, and both 
of them had married early in life. 
The younger, Mrs. Almond by 
name, was the wife of a prosper- 
ous merchant, and the mother of 
a blooming family. She bloomed 
herself, indeed, and was a comely, 
comfortable, reasonable woman, 
and a favourite with her clever 
brother, who, in the matter of 
women, even when they were 
nearly related to him, was a man 
of distinct preferences. He pre- 
ferred Mrs. Almond to his sister 
Lavinia, who had married a poor 
clergyman, of a sickly constitution 
and a flowery style of eloquence, 
and then, at the age of thirty- 
three, had been left a widow, 
without children, without fortune 
—with nothing but the memory 
of Mr. Penniman’s flowers of 
speech, a certain vague aroma of 
which hovered about her own con- 
versation. Nevertheless he had of- 
fered her a home under his own 
roof, which Lavinia accepted with 
the alacrity of a woman who had 
spent the ten years of her mar- 
ried life in the town of Pough- 
keepsie. The Doctor had not pro- 
posed to Mrs. Penniman to come 
and live with him indefinitely; he 
had suggested that she should 
make an asylum of his house while 
she looked about for unfurnished 
lodgings. It is uncertain whether 
Mrs. Penniman ever instituted a 
search for unfurnished lodgings, 
but it is beyond dispute that she 
never found them. She settled her- 
self with her brother and never 
went away, and when Catherine 
was twenty years old her Aunt 


Lavinia was still one of the most 
striking features of her immediate 
entourage. Mrs. Penniman’s own 
account of the matter was that she 
had remained to take charge of 
her niece’s education. She had 
given this account, at least, to ev- 
ery one but the Doctor, who never 
asked for explanations which he 
could entertain himself any day 
with inventing. Mrs. Penniman, 
moreover, though she had a good 
deal of a certain sort of artificial 
assurance, shrank, for indefinable 
reasons, from presenting herself to 
her brother as a fountain of in- 
struction. She had not a high sense 
of humour, but she had enough to 
prevent her from making this mis- 
take; and her brother, on his side, 
had enough to excuse her, in her 
situation, for laying him under 
contribution during a considera- 
ble part of a lifetime. He therefore 
assented tacitly to the proposition 
which Mrs. Penniman had tacitly 
laid down, that it was of impor- 
tance that the poor motherless girl 
should have a brilliant woman 
near her. His assent could only 
be tacit, for he had never been 
dazzled by his sister’s intellectual 
lustre. Save when he fell in love 
with Catherine Harrington, he had 
never been dazzled, indeed, by 
any feminine characteristics what- 
ever; and though he was to a cer- 
tain extent what is called a la- 
dies’ doctor, his private opinion of 
the more complicated sex was not 
exalted. He regarded its complica- 
tions as more curious than edify- 
ing, and he had an idea of the 
beauty of reason, which was, on 
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the whole, meagrely gratified by 
what he observed in his female 
patients. His wife had been a rea- 
sonable woman, but she was a 
bright exception; among several 
things that he was sure of, this 
was perhaps the principal. Such a 
conviction, of course, did little ei- 
ther to mitigate or to abbreviate 
his widowhood; and it set a limit 
to his recognition, at the best, of 
Catherine’s possibilities and of 
Mrs. Penniman’s ministrations. He, 
nevertheless, at the end of six 
months, accepted his sister’s per- 
manent presence as an accom- 
plished fact, and as Catherine 
grew older perceived that there 
were in effect good reasons why 
she should have a companion of 
her own imperfect sex. He was ex- 
tremely polite to Lavinia, scrupu- 
lously, formally polite; and she 
had never seen him in anger but 
once in her life, when he lost his 
temper in a theological discussion 
with her late husband. With her 
he never discussed theology, nor, 
indeed, discussed anything; he 
contented himself with making 
known, very distinctly, in the 
form of a lucid ultimatum, his 
wishes with regard to Catherine. 

Once, when the girl was about 
twelve years old, he had said to 
her: 


“Try and make a clever woman 


of her, Lavinia; I should like her. 


to be a clever woman.” 

Mrs. Penniman, at this, looked 
thoughtful a moment. “My dear 
Austin,” she then inquired, “do 
you think it is better to be clever 
than to be good?” 


“Good for what?” asked the 
Doctor. “You are good for nothing 
unless you are clever.” 

From this assertion Mrs. Pen- 
niman saw no reason to dissent; 
she possibly reflected that her own 
great use in the world was owing 
to her aptitude for many things. 

“Of course I wish Catherine to 
be good,” the Doctor said next 
day; “but she won't be any the 
less virtuous for not being a fool. 
I am not afraid of her being 
wicked; she will never have the 
salt of malice in her character. 
She is as good as good bread, as 
the French say; but six years 
hence I don’t want to have to 
compare her to good bread and 
butter.” 

“Are you afraid she will turn 
insipid? My dear brother, it is I 
who supply the butter; so you 
needn't. fear!” said Mrs. Penni- 
man, who had taken in hand the 
child’s accomplishments, overlook, 
ing her at the piano, where Cath- 
erine displayed a certain talent, 
and going with her to the danc- 
ing-class, where it must be con- 
fessed that she made but a mod- 
est figure. 

Mrs. Penniman was a tall, thin, 
fair, rather faded woman, with a 
perfectly amiable disposition, a 
high standard of gentility, a taste 
for light literature, and a certain 
foolish indirectness and obliquity 
of character. She was romantic, 
she was sentimental, she had a 
passion for little secrets and mys- 
teries—a very innocent passion, 
for her secrets had hitherto al- 
ways been as unpractical as ad- 
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dled eggs. She was not absolutely 
veracious; but this defect was of 
no great consequence, for she had 
never had anything to conceal. 
She would have liked to have a 
lover, and to correspond with him 
under an assumed name in letters 
left at a shop; I am bound to say 
that her imagination never carried 
the intimacy farther than this. Mrs. 
Penniman had never had a lover, 
but her brother, who was very 
shrewd, understood her turn of 
mind. “When Catherine is about 
seventeen, he said to himself, 
“Lavinia will try and persuade her 
that some young man with a mous- 
tache is in love with her. It will 
be quite untrue; no young man, 
with a moustache or without, will 
ever be in love with Catherine. 
But Lavinia will take it up, and 
talk to her about it; perhaps, 
even, if her taste for clandestine 
operations doesn’t prevail with 
her, she will talk to me about it. 
Catherine won’t see it, and won't 
believe it, fortunately for her 
peace of mind; poor Catherine 
isn’t romantic.” 

She was a healthy well-grown 
child, without a trace of her moth- 
er’s beauty. She was not ugly; she 
had simply a plain, dull, gentle 
countenance. The most that had 
ever been said for her was that 
she had a “nice” face, and, though 
she was an heiress, no one had 
ever thought of regarding her as 
a belle. Her father’s opinion of 
her moral purity was abundantly 
justified; she was excellently, im- 
perturbably good; affectionate, 
docile, obedient, and much addict- 


ed to speaking the truth. In her 
younger years she was a good 
deal of a romp, and, though it is 
an awkward confession to make 
about one’s heroine, I must add 
that she was something of a glut- 
ton. She never, that I know of, 
stole raisins out of the pantry; but 
she devoted her pocket-money to 
the purchase of cream-cakes. As 
regards this, however, a critical 
attitude would be _ inconsistent 
with a candid reference to the 
early annals of any biographer. 
Catherine was decidedly not 
clever; she was not quick with her 
book, nor, indeed, with anything 
else. She was not abnormally defi- 
cient, and she mustered learning 
enough to acquit herself respecta- 
bly in conversation with her con- 
temporaries, among whom it must 
be avowed, however, that she oc- 
cupied a secondary place. It is 
well known that in New York it is 
possible for a young girl to occupy 
a primary one. Catherine, who 
was extremely modest, had no de- 
sire to shine, and on most social 
occasions, as they are called, you 
would have found her lurking in 
the background. She was ex- 
tremely fond of her father, and 
very much afraid of him; she 
thought him the cleverest and 
handsomest and most celebrated 
of men. The poor girl found her 
account so completely in the ex- 
ercise of her affections that the 
little tremor of fear that mixed it- 
self with her filial passion gave 
the thing an extra relish rather 
than blunted its edge. Her deep- 
est desire was to please him, and 
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her conception of happiness was to 
know that she had succeeded in 
pleasing him. She had never suc- 
ceeded beyond a certain point. 
Though, on the whole, he was very 
kind to her, she was perfectly 
aware of this, and to go beyond 
the point in question seemed to 
her really something to live for. 
What she could not know, of 
course, was that she disappointed 
him, though on three or four occa- 
sions the Doctor had been almost 
frank about it. She grew up peace- 
fully and prosperously, but at the 
age of eighteen Mrs. Penniman had 
not made a clever woman of her. 
Dr. Sloper would have liked to be 
proud of his daughter; but there 
was nothing to be proud of in 
poor Catherine. There was noth- 
ing, of course, to be ashamed of; 
but this was not enough for the 
Doctor, who was a proud man and 
would have enjoyed being able 
to think of his daughter as an un- 
usual girl. There would have been 
a fitness in her being pretty and 
graceful, intelligent and  distin- 
guished; for her mother had been 
the most charming woman of her 
little day, and as regards her fa- 
ther, of course he knew his own 
value. He had moments of irrita- 
tion at having produced a com- 
monplace child, and he even went 
so far at times as to take a certain 
satisfaction in the thought that his 
wife had not lived to find her out. 
He was naturally slow in making 
this discovery himself, and it was 
not till Catherine had become a 
young lady grown that he re- 
garded the matter as settled. He 


gave her the benefit of a great 
many doubts; he was in no haste 
to conclude. Mrs. Penniman fre- 
quently assured him that his 
daughter had a delightful nature; 
but he knew how to interpret this 
assurance. It meant, to his sense, 
that Catherine was not wise 
enough to discover that her aunt 
was a goose —a limitation of mind 
that could not fail to be agreeable 
to Mrs. Penniman. Both she and 
her brother, however, exaggerated 
the young girl’s limitations; for 
Catherine, though she was very 
fond of her aunt, and conscious of 
the gratitude she owed her, re- 
garded her without a particle of 
that gentle dread which gave its 
stamp to her admiration of her 
father. To her mind there was 
nothing of the infinite about Mrs. 
Penniman; Catherine saw her all 
at once, as it were, and was not 
dazzled by the apparition; whereas 
her father’s great faculties seemed, 
as they stretched away, to lose 
themselves in a sort of luminous 
vagueness, which indicated, not 
that they stopped, but that Cath- 
erine’s own mind ceased to follow 
them. 

It must not be supposed that 
Dr. Sloper visited his disappoint- 
ment upon the poor girl, or ever 
let her suspect that she had played 
him a trick. On the contrary, for 
fear of being unjust to her, he did 
his duty with exemplary zeal, and 
recognised that she was a faithful 
and affectionate child. Besides, he 
was a philosopher; he smoked a 
good many cigars over his disap- 
pointment, and in the fulness of | 


168 


Washington Square 


time he got used to it. He satis- 
fied himself that he had expected 
nothing, though, indeed, with “a 
certain oddity of reasoning. “I ex- 
pect nothing,” he said to himself, 
“so that if she gives me a surprise, 
it will be all clear again. If she 
doesn’t, it will be no loss.” This 
was about the time Catherine had 
reached her eighteenth year, so 
that it will be seen her father had 
not been precipitate. At this time 
she seemed not only incapable of 
giving surprises; it was almost a 
question whether she could have 
received one—she was so quiet 
and irresponsive. People who ex- 
pressed themselves roughly called 
her stolid. But she was irrespon- 
sive because she was shy, uncom- 
fortably, painfully shy. This was 
not always understood, and she 
sometimes produced an impres- 
sion of insensibility. In reality she 
was the softest creature in the 
world. 
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As a child she had promised to 
be tall, but when she was sixteen 
she ceased to grow, and her stat- 
ure, like most other points in her 
composition, was not unusual. She 
was strong, however, and prop- 
erly made, and, fortunately, her 
health was excellent. It has been 
noted that the Doctor was a_ phi- 
losopher, but I would not have an- 
swered for his philosophy if the 
poor girl had proved a sickly and 


suffering person. Her appearance 
of health constituted her principal 
claim to beauty, and her clear, 
fresh complexion, in which white 
and red were very equally distrib- 
uted, was, indeed, an excellent 
thing to see. Her eye was small 
and quiet, her features were rather 
thick, her tresses brown and 
smooth. A dull, plain girl she was 
called by rigorous critics — a quiet, 
ladylike girl by those of the more 
imaginative sort; but by neither 
class was she very elaborately dis- 
cussed. When it had been duly 
impressed upon her that she was 
a young lady—it was a good 
while before she could believe 
it—she suddenly developed a 
lively taste for dress: a lively 
taste is quite the expression to use. 
I feel as if I ought to write it 
very small, her judgement in this 
matter was by no means infalli- 
ble; it was liable to confusions 
and embarrassments. Her great in- 
dulgence of it was really the de- 
sire of a rather inarticulate nature 
to manifest itself; she sought to be 
eloquent in her garments, and to 
make up for her diffidence of 
speech by a fine frankness of cos- 
tume. But if she expressed herself 
in her clothes it is certain that peo- 
ple were not to blame for not 
thinking her a witty person. It 
must be added that though she 
had the expectation of a fortune — 
Dr. Sloper for a long time had 
been making twenty thousand dol- 
lars a year by his profession, and 
laying aside the half of it—the 
amount of money at her disposal 
was not greater than the allowance 
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made to many poorer girls. In 
those days in New York there 
were still a few altar-fires flicker- 
ing in the temple of Republican 
simplicity, and Dr. Sloper would 
have been glad to see his daughter 
present herself, with a classic 
grace, as a priestess of this mild 
faith. It made him fairly grimace, 
in private, to think that a child of 
his should be both ugly and over- 
dressed. For himself, he was fond 
of the good things of life, and he 
made a considerable use of them; 
but he had a dread of vulgarity, 
and even a theory that it was in- 
creasing in the society that sur- 
rounded him. Moreover, the stand- 
ard of luxury in the United States 
thirty years ago was carried by 
no means so high as at present, 
and Catherine’s clever father took 
the old-fashioned view of the edu- 
cation of young persons. He had 
no particular theory on the sub- 
ject; it had scarcely as yet become 
a necessity of self-defence to have 
a collection of theories. It simply 
appeared to him proper and rea- 
sonable that a well-bred young 
woman should not carry half her 
fortune on her back. Catherine’s 
back was a broad one, and would 
have carried a good deal; but to 
the weight of the, paternal dis- 
pleasure she never ventured to ex- 
pose it, and our heroine was 
twenty years old before she treated 
herself, for evening wear, to a red 
satin gown trimmed with gold 
fringe; though this was an article 
which, for many years, she had 
coveted in secret. It made her 
look, when she sported it, like a 


woman of thirty; but oddly 
enough, in spite of her taste for 


_ fine clothes, she had not a grain of 


coquetry, and her anxiety when 
she put them on was as to whether 
they, and not she, would look well. 
It is a point on which history has 
not been explicit, but the assump- 
tion is warrantable; it was in the 
royal raiment just mentioned that 
she presented herself at a little 
entertainment given by her aunt, 
Mrs. Almond. The girl was at this 
time in her twenty-first year, and 
Mrs. Almond’s party was the be- 
ginning of something very impor- 
tant. 

Some three or four years before 
this Dr. Sloper had moved his 
household gods up town, as they 
say in New York. He had been liv- 
ing ever since his marriage in an 
edifice of red brick, with granite 
copings and an enormous fanlight 
over the door, standing in a street 
within five minutes’ walk of the 
City Hall, which saw its best days 
(from the social point of view) 
about 1820. After this, the tide of 
fashion began to set steadily north- 
ward, as, indeed, in New York, 
thanks to the narrow channel in 
which it flows, it is obliged to do, 
and the great hum of traffic rolled 
farther to the right and left of 
Broadway. By the time the Doctor 
changed his residence the murmur 
of trade had become a mighty 
uproar, which was music in the 
ears of all good citizens interested 
in the commercial development, as 
they delighted to call it, of their 
fortunate isle. Dr. Sloper’s interest 
in this phenomenon was only in- 
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direct — though, seeing that, as the 
years went on, half his patients 
came to be overworked men of 
business, it might have been more 
immediate — and when most of his 
neighbours’ dwellings (also orna- 
mented with granite copings and 
large fanlights) had been con- 
verted into offices, warehouses, and 
shipping agencies, and otherwise 
applied to the base uses of com- 
merce, he determined to look out 
for a quieter home. The ideal of 
quiet and of genteel retirement, in 
1835, was found in Washington 
Square, where the Doctor built 
himself a handsome, modern, wide- 
fronted house, with a big balcony 
before the drawing-room windows, 
and a flight of marble steps as- 
cending to a portal which was also 
faced with white marble. This 
structure, and many of its neigh- 
bours, which it exactly resembled, 
were supposed, forty years ago, to 
embody the last results of archi- 
tectural science, and they remain 
to this day very solid and honour- 
able dwellings. In front of them 
was the Square, containing a con- 
siderable quantity of inexpensive 
vegetation, enclosed by a wooden 
paling, which increased its rural 
and accessible appearance; and 
round the corner was the more 
august precinct of the Fifth Ave- 
nue, taking its origin at this point 
with a spacious and confident air 
which already marked it for high 
destinies. I know not whether it 
is owing to the tenderness of early 
associations, but this portion of 
New York appears to many per- 
sons the most delectable. It has a 


kind of established repose which 
is not of frequent occurrence in 
other quarters of the long, shrill 
city; it has a riper, richer, more 
honourable look than any of the 
upper ramifications of the great 
longitudinal thoroughfare — the 
look of having had something of 
a social history. It was here, as 
you might have been informed on 
good authority, that you had come 
into a world which appeared to 
offer a variety of sources of inter- 
est; it was here that your grand- 
mother lived, in venerable soli- 
tude, and dispensed a hospitality 
which commended itself alike to 
the infant imagination and the in- 
fant palate; it was here that you 
took your first walks abroad, fol- 
lowing the nursery-maid with un- 
equal step and sniffing up the 
strange odour of the ailantus-trees 
which at that time formed the 
principal umbrage of the Square, 
and diffused an aroma that you 
were not yet critical enough to 
dislike as it deserved; it was here, 
finally, that your first school, kept 
by a broad-bosomed, broad-based 
old lady with a ferule, who was 
always having tea in a blue cup, 
with a saucer that didn’t match, 
enlarged the circle both of your 
observations and your sensations. 
It was here, at any rate, that my 
heroine spent many years of her 
life; which is my excuse for this 
topographical parenthesis. 

Mrs. Almond lived much farther 
up town, in an embryonic street 
with a high number—a region 
where the extension of the city 
began to assume a theoretic air, 
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where poplars grew beside the 
pavement (when there was one), 
and mingled their shade with the 
steep roofs of desultory Dutch 
houses, and where pigs and chick- 
ens disported themelves in the 
gutter. These elements of rural 
picturesqueness have now wholly 
departed from New York street 
scenery; but they were to be found 
within the memory of middle-aged 
persons, in quarters which now 
would blush to be reminded of 
them. Catherine had a great many 
cousins, and with her Aunt Al- 
mond’s children, who ended by 
being nine in number, she lived 
on terms of considerable intimacy. 
When she was younger they had 
been rather afraid of her; she was 
believed, as the phrase is, to be 
highly educated, and a person who 
lived in the intimacy of their Aunt 
Penniman had something of re- 
flected grandeur. Mrs. Penniman, 
among the little Almonds, was an 
object of more admiration than 
sympathy. Her manners’ were 
strange and formidable, and her 
mourning robes—she dressed in 
black for twenty years after her 
husband’s death, and then sud- 
denly appeared one morning with 
pink roses in her cap — were com- 
plicated in odd, unexpected places 
with buckles, bugles, and_ pins, 
which discouraged familiarity. She 
took children too hard, both for 
good and for evil, and had an op- 
pressive air of expecting subtle 
things of them, so that going to 
see her was a good deal like be- 
ing taken to church and made to 
sit in a front pew. It was discov- 


ered after a while, however, that 
Aunt Penniman was but an acci- 
dent in Catherine’s existence, and 
not a part of its essence, and that 
when the girl came to spend a 
Saturday with her cousins, she was 
available for “follow-my-master,” 
and even for leap-frog. On this 
basis an understanding was easily 
arrived at, and for several years 
Catherine fraternised with her 
young kinsmen. I say young kins- 
men, because seven of the little 
Almonds were boys, and Cather- 
ine had a preference for those 
games which are most conveni- 
ently played in trousers. By de- 
grees, however, the little Almonds’ 
trousers began to lengthen, and 
the wearers to disperse and settle 
themselves in life. The elder chil- 
dren were older than Catherine, 
and the boys were sent to college 
or placed in counting-rooms. Of 
the girls, one married very punc- 
tually, and the other as punctually 
became engaged. It was to cele- 
brate this latter event that Mrs. 
Almond gave the little party I 
have mentioned. Her daughter 
was to marry a stout young stock- 
broker, a boy of twenty; it was 
thought a very good thing. 
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Mrs. PENNIMAN, with more buck- 
les and bangles than ever, came, 
of course, to the entertainment, 
accompanied by her niece; the 
Doctor, too, had promised to look 
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in later in the evening. There was 
to be a good deal of dancing, and 
before it had gone very far, Marian 
Almond came up to Catherine, in 
company with a tall young man. 
She introduced the young man as 
a person who had a great desire 
to make our heroine’s acquaint- 
ance, and as a cousin of Arthur 
Townsend, her own intended. 

' Marion Almond was a pretty 
little person of seventeen, with a 
very small figure and a very big 
sash, to the elegance of whose 
manners matrimony had nothing 
to add. She already had all the 
airs of a hostess, receiving the 
company, shaking her fan, saying 
that with so many people to attend 
to she should have no time to 
dance. She made a long speech 
about Mr. Townsend’s cousin, to 
whom she administered a tap with 
her fan before turning away to 
‘other cares. Catherine had not un- 
derstood all that she said; her at- 
tention was given to enjoying Mar- 
ian’s ease of manner and flow of 
ideas, and to looking at the young 
man, who was remarkably hand- 
some. She had succeeded, how- 
ever, as she often failed to do 
when people were presented to 
her, in catching his name, which 
appeared to be the same as that 
of Marian’s little stockbroker. Cath- 
erine was always agitated by an 
introduction; it seemed a difficult 
moment, and she wondered that 
some people —her new acquaint- 
ance at this moment, for instance 
—should mind it so little. She 
wondered what she ought to say, 
and what would be the conse- 


quences of her saying nothing. The 
consequences at present were very 
agreeable. Mr. Townsend, leaving 
her no time for embarrassment, 
began to talk with an easy smile, 
as if he had known her for a year. 

“What a delightful party! What 
a charming house! What an inter- 
esting family! What a pretty girl 
your cousin is!” 

These observations, in them- 
selves of no great profundity, Mr. 
Townsend seemed to offer for 
what they were worth, and as a 
contribution to an acquaintance. 
He looked straight into Catherine’s 
eyes. She answered nothing; she 
only listened, and looked at him; 
and he, as if expected no particu- 
lar reply, went on to say many 
other things in the same comfort- 
able and natural manner. Cath- 
erine, though she felt tongue-tied, 
was conscious of no embarrass- 
ment; it seemed proper that he 
should talk, and that she should 
simply look at him. What made it 
natural was that he was so hand- 
some, or rather, as she phrased it 
to herself, so beautiful. The music 
had been silent for a while, but 
it suddenly began again; and then 
he asked her, with a deeper, in- 
tenser smile, if she would do him 
the honour of dancing with him. 
Even to this inquiry she gave no 
audible assent; she simply let him 
put his arm round her waist — as 
she did so it occurred to her more 
vividly than it had ever done be- 
fore, that this was a singular place 
for a gentleman’s arm to be — and 
in a moment he was guiding her 
round the room in the harmonious 
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yotation of the polka. When they 
paused she felt that she was red; 
and then, for some moments, she 
stopped looking at him. She fanned 
herself, and looked at the flowers 
that were painted on her fan. He 
asked her if she would begin 
again, and she hesitated to answer, 
still looking at the flowers. 
“Does it make you dizzy?” he 
asked, in a tone of great kindness. 
Then Catherine looked up at 
him; he was certainly beautiful, 
and not at all red. “Yes,” she said; 
she hardly knew why, for danc- 
ing had never made her dizzy. 
“Ah, well, in that case,” said 
Mr. Townsend, “we will sit still 
and talk. I will find a good place 
too Sie 
He found a good place—a 
charming place; a little sofa that 
seemed meant only for two per- 
sons. The rooms by this time were 
very full; the dancers increased 
in number, and people stood close 
in front of them, turning their 
backs, so that Catherine and her 
companion seemed secluded and 
unobserved. “We will talk,” the 
young man had said; but he still 
did all the talking. Catherine 
leaned back in her place, with her 
eyes fixed upon him, smiling and 
thinking him very clever. He had 
features like young men in pic- 
tures; Catherine had never seen 
such features — so delicate, so chis- 
elled and finished —among_ the 
young New Yorkers whom she 
passed in the streets and met at 
parties. He was tall and slim, but 
he looked extremely strong. Cath- 
erine thought he looked like a 


statue. But a statue would not 
talk like that, and, above all, 
would not have eyes of so rare a 
colour. He had never been at Mrs. 
Almond’s before; he felt very much 
like a stranger; and it was very 
kind of Catherine to take pity on 
him. He was Arthur Townsend’s 
cousin— not very near; several 
times removed—and Arthur had 
brought him to present him to the 
family. In fact, he was a great 
stranger in New York. It was his 
native place; but he had not been 
there for many years. He had been 
knocking about the world, and liv- 
ing in far-away lands; he had only 
come back a month or two before. 
New York was very pleasant, only 
he felt lonely. 

“You see, people forget you,” 
he said, smiling at Catherine with 
his delightful gaze, while he 
leaned forward obliquely, turning 
towards her, with his elbows on 
his knees. 

It seemed to Catherine that no 
one who had once seen him would 
ever forget him; but though she 
made this reflexion she kept it to 
herself, almost as you would keep 
something precious. 

They sat there for some time. 
He was very amusing. He asked 
her about the people that were 
near them; he tried to guess who 
some of them were, and he made 
the most laughable mistakes. He 
criticised them very freely, in a 
positive, off-hand way. Catherine 
had never heard any one —espe- 
cially any young man—talk just 
like that. It was the way a young 
man might talk in a novel; or bet- 
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ter still, in a play, on the stage, 
close before the footlights, looking 
at the audience, and with every 
one looking at him, so that you 
wondered at his presence of mind. 
And yet Mr. Townsend was not 
like an actor; he seemed so sin- 
cere, so natural. This was very in- 
teresting; but in the midst of it 
Marian Almond came _ pushing 
through the crowd, with a little 
ironical cry, when she found these 
young people still together, which 
made every one turn round, and 
cost Catherine a conscious blush. 
Marian broke up their talk, and 
told Mr. Townsend—whom she 
treated as if she were already mar- 
ried, and he had become her cous- 
in—to run away to her mother, 
who had been wishing for the last 
half-hour to introduce him to Mr. 
Almond. 

“We shall meet again!” he said 
to Catherine as he left her, and 
Catherine thought it a very origi- 
nal speech. : 

Her cousin took her by the arm, 
and made her walk about. “IT 
needn’t ask you what you think of 
Morris!” the young girl exclaimed. 

“Is that his name?” 

“Tt don’t ask you what you think 
of his name, but what you think 
of himself,” said Marian. 

“Oh, nothing particular!” Cath- 
- erine answered, dissembling for 
the first time in her life. 

“T have half a mind to tell him 
that!” cried Marian. “It will do 
him good. He’s so terribly con- 
ceited.” 

“Conceited?” 
staring. 


said Catherine, 


“So Arthur says, and Arthur 
knows about him.” 

“Oh, don’t tell him!” Catherine 
murmured imploringly. 

“Don’t tell him he’s conceited? 
I have told him so a dozen times.” 

At this profession of audacity 
Catherine looked down at her lit- 
tle companion in amazement. She 
supposed it was because Marian 
was going to be married that she 
took so much on herself; but she 
wondered too, whether, when she 
herself should become engaged, 
such exploits would be expected. 
of her. 

Half an hour later she saw her 
Aunt Penniman sitting in the em- 
brasure of a window, with her 
head a little on one side, and her 
gold eye-glass raised to her eyes, 
which were wandering about the 
room. In front of her was a gentle- 
man, bending forward a little, with 
his back turned to Catherine. She 
knew his back immediately, though 
she had never seen it; for when 
he had left her, at Marian’s insti- 
gation, he had retreated in the 
best order, without turning round. 
Morris Townsend — the name had 
already become very familiar to 
her, as if some one had been re- 
peating it in her ear for the last 
half-hour — Morris Townsend was 
giving his impressions of the com- 
pany to her aunt, as he had done 
to herself; he was saying clever 
things, and Mrs. Penniman was 
smiling, as if she approved of 
them. As soon as Catherine had 
perceived this she moved away; 
she would not have liked him to 
turn round and see her. But it 
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gave her pleasure—the whole 
thing. That he should talk with 
Mrs. Penniman, with whom she 
lived and whom she saw and 
talked with every day—that 
seemed to keep him near her, and 
to make him even easier to con- 
template than if she herself had 
been the object of his civilities; 
and that Aunt Lavinia should like 
him, should not be shocked or 
startled by what he said, this also 
appeared to the girl a personal 
gain; for Aunt Lavinia’s standard 
was extremely high, planted as it 
was over the grave of her late hus- 
band, in which, as she had con- 
vinced every one, the very genius 
of conversation was buried. One 
of the Almond boys, as Catherine 
called him, invited our heroine to 
dance a quadrille; and for a quar- 
ter of an hour her feet at least 
were occupied. This time she was 
not dizzy; her head was very clear. 
Just when the dance was over, 
she found herself in the crowd 
face to face with her father. Dr. 
Sloper had usually a little smile, 
never a very big one, and with 
his little smile playing in his clear 
eyes and on his neatly-shaved lips, 
he looked at his daughter’s crim- 
son gown. 

“Is it possible that this magnifi- 
cent person is my child?” he said. 

You would have surprised him 
if you had told him so; but it is a 
literal fact that he almost never 
addressed his daughter save in the 
ironical form. Whenever he ad- 
dressed her he gave her pleasure; 
but she had to cut her pleasure 
out of the piece, as it were. There 


were portions left over, light rem- 
nants and snippets of irony, which 
she never knew what to do with, 
which seemed too delicate for her 
own use; and yet Catherine, la- 
menting the limitations of her un- 
derstanding, felt that they were 
too valuable to waste and had a 
belief that if they passed over her 
head they yet contributed to the 
general sum of human wisdom. 

“T am not magnificent,” she said 
mildly, wishing that she had put 
on another dress. 

“You are sumptuous, opulent, 
expensive,” her father rejoined. 
“You look as if you had eighty 
thousand a year.” | 

“Well, so long as I haven’t ——” 
said Catherine illogically. Her con- 
ception of her prospective wealth 
was as yet very indefinite. 

“So long as you haven’t you 
shouldn’t look as if you had. Have 
you enjoyed your party?” 

Catherine hesitated a moment; 
and then, looking away, “I am 
rather tired,” she murmured. I 
have said that this entertainment 
was the beginning of something 
important for Catherine. For the 
second time in her life she made 
an indirect answer; and the begin- 
ning of a period of dissimulation 
is certainly a significant date. Cath- 
erine was not so easily tired as 
that. 

Nevertheless, in the carriage, as 
they drove home, she was as quiet 
as if fatigue had been her portion. 
Dr. Sloper’s manner of addressing 
his sister Lavinia had a good deal 
of resemblance to the tone he had 
adopted towards Catherine. 
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“Who was the young man that 
was making love to you?” he pres- 
ently asked. 2 

“Oh, my good brother!” mur- 
mured Mrs. Penniman, in depre- 
cation. 

“He seemed uncommonly ten- 
der. Whenever I looked at you, 
for half an hour, he had the most 
devoted air.” 

“The devotion was not to me,” 
said Mrs. Penniman. “It was to 
Catherine; he talked to me of her.” 

Catherine had been listening 
with all her ears. “Oh, Aunt Pen- 
niman!” she exclaimed faintly. 

“He is: very handsome; he is 
very clever; he expressed himself 
with a great deal—a great deal 
of felicity,” her aunt went on. 

“He is in love with this regal 
creature, then?” the Doctor in- 
quired humorously. 

“Oh, father,” cried the girl, still 
more faintly, devoutly thankful the 
carriage was dark. 

“I don’t know that; but he ad- 
mired her dress.” 

Catherine did not say to her- 
self in the dark, “My dress only?” 
Mrs. Penniman’s announcement 
struck her by its richness, not by 
its meagreness. 

“You see,” said her father, “he 
thinks you have eighty thousand 
a year.” 

“I don’t believe he thinks of 
that,” said Mrs. Penniman; “he is 
too refined.” 

“He must be tremendously re- 
fined not to think of that!” 

“Well, he is!” Catherine ex- 
claimed, before she knew it. 

“I thought you had gone to 


sleep,” her father answered. “The 
hour has come!” he added to him- 
self. “Lavinia is going to get up a 
romance for Catherine. It’s a 
shame to play such tricks on the 
girl What is the gentleman’s 
name?” he went on, aloud. 

“I didn’t catch it, and I didn’t 
like to ask him. He asked to be 
introduced to me,” said Mrs. Pen- 
niman, with a certain grandeur; 
“but you know how indistinctly 
Jefferson speaks.” Jefferson was: 
Mr. Almond. “Catherine, dear, 
what was the gentleman’s name?” 

For a minute, if it had not been 
for the rumbling of the carriage, 
you might have heard a pin drop. 

“T don’t know, Aunt Lavinia,” 
said Catherine, very softly. And, 
with all his irony, her father be- 
lieved her. 
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He learned what he had asked 
some three or four days later, 
after Morris Townsend, with his 
cousin, had called in Washington 
Square. Mrs. Penniman did not 
tell her brother, on the drive 
home, that she had intimated to 
this agreeable young man, whose 
name she did not know, that, with 
her niece, she should be very glad 
to see him; but she was greatly 
pleased, and even a little flattered, 
when, late on a Sunday afternoon, 
the two gentlemen made their ap- 
pearance. His coming with Arthur 
Townsend made it more natural 
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and easy; the latter young man 
was on the point of becoming con- 
nected with the family, and Mrs. 
Penniman had remarked to Cath- 
erine that, as he was going to 
marry Marian, it would be polite 
in him to call. These events came 
to pass late in the autumn, and 
Catherine and her aunt had been 
sitting together in the closing dusk, 
by the firelight, in the high back 
parlour. 

Arthur Townsend fell to Cath- 
erine’s portion, while his compan- 
ion placed himself on the sofa, 
beside Mrs. Penniman. Catherine 
had hitherto not been a harsh 
critic; she was easy to please— 
she liked to talk with young men. 
But Marian’s betrothed, this eve- 
ning, made her feel vaguely fas- 
tidious; he sat looking at the fire 
and rubbing his knees with his 
hands. As for Catherine, she 
scarcely even pretended to keep 
up the conversation; her attention 
had fixed itself on the other side 
of the room; she was listening to 
what went on between the other 
Mr. Townsend and her aunt. Every 
now and then he looked over at 
Catherine herself and smiled, as 
if to show that what he said was 
for her benefit too. Catherine 
would have liked to change her 
place, to go and sit near them, 
where she might see and hear him 
better. But she was afraid of 
seeming bold—of looking eager; 
and, besides, it would not have 
been polite to Marian’s little 
suitor. She wondered why the 
other gentleman had picked out 
her aunt—how he came to have 


so much to say to Mrs. Penniman, 
to whom, usually, young men were 
not especially devoted. She was 
not at all jealous of Aunt Lavinia, 
but she was a little envious, and 
above all she wondered; for Morris 
Townsend was an object on which 
she found that her imagination 
could exercise itself indefinitely. 
His cousin had been describing a | 
house that he had taken in view 
of his union with Marian, and the 
domestic conveniences he meant to 
introduce into it; how Marian 
wanted a larger one, and Mrs. Al- 
mond recommended a smaller one, 
and how he himself was convinced 
that he had got the neatest house 
in New York. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he said; “it’s 
only for three or four years. At the 
end of three or four years we'll 
move. That’s the way to live in 
New York—to move every three 
or four years. Then you always get 
the last thing. It’s because the 
city’s growing so quick— you've 
got to keep up with it. Its going 
straight up town —that’s where 
New York’s going. If I wasn't 
afraid Marian would be lonely, ’'d 
go up there—right up to the top 
—and wait for it. Only have to 
wait ten years—they’d all come 
up after you. But Marian says 
she wants some neighbours — she 
doesn’t want to be a pioneer. She 
says that if she’s got to be the 
first settler she had better go out 
to Minnesota. I guess we'll move 
up little by little; when we get 
tired of one street we'll go higher. 
So you see we'll always have a 
new house; it’s a great advantage 
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to have a new house; you get all 
the latest improvements. They in- 
vent everything all over again 
about every five years, and it’s a 
great thing to keep up with the 
new things. I always try and keep 
up with the new things of every 
kind. Don’t you think that’s a good 
motto for a young couple — to keep 
‘going higher’ ? That’s the name of 
that piece of poetry—what do 
they call it? — Excelsior!” 

Catherine bestowed on her jun- 
ior visitor only just enough atten- 
tion to feel that this was not the 
way Mr. Morris Townsend had 
talked the other night, or that he 
was talking now to her fortunate 
aunt. But suddenly his aspiring 
kinsman became more interesting. 
He seemed to have become con- 
scious that she was affected by 
his companion’s presence, and 
he thought it proper to explain 
it. 

“My cousin asked me to bring 
him, or I shouldn’t have taken the 
liberty. He seemed to want very 
much to come; you know he’s aw- 
fully sociable. I told him I wanted 
to ask you first, but he said Mrs. 
Penniman had invited him. He 
isn’t particular what he says when 
he wants to come somewhere! But 
Mrs. Penniman seems to think it’s 
all right.” 

“We are very glad to see him,” 
said Catherine. And she wished to 
talk more about him; but she 
hardly knew what to say. “I never 
saw him before,” she went on 
presently. 

Arthur Townsend stared. 

“Why, he told me he talked 


with you for over half an hour the 
other night.” 

“I mean before the other night. 
That was the first time.” 

“Oh, he has been away from 
New York — he has been all round 
the world. He doesn’t know many 
people here, but he’s very sociable, 
and he wants to know every one.” 

“Every one?” said Catherine. 

“Well, I mean all the good ones. 
All the pretty young ladies — like 
Mrs. Penniman!” and Arthur Town- 
send gave a private laugh. 

“My aunt likes him very much,” 
said Catherine. 

“Most people like him —he’s so 
brilliant.” 

“He’s more like a foreigner,” 
Catherine suggested. 

“Well, I never knew a for- 
eigner!” said young Townsend, in 
a tone which seemed to indicate 
that his ignorance had been op- 
tional. 

“Neither have I,” Catherine 
confessed, with more humility. 
“They say they are generally bril- 
liant,” she added vaguely. 

“Well, the people of this city 
are clever enough for me. I know 
some of them that think they are 
too clever for me; but they ain't!” 

“I suppose you can’t be too 
clever,” said Catherine, still with 
humility. 

“I don’t know. I know some 
people that call my cousin too 
clever.” 

Catherine listened to this state- 
ment with extreme interest, and a 
feeling that if Morris Townsend 
had a fault it would naturally be 
that one. But she did not commit 
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herself, and in a moment she 
asked: “Now that he has come 
back, will he stay here always?” 

“Ah,” said Arthur, “if he can 
get something to do.” 

“Something to do?” 

“Some place or other; some 
business.” 

“Hasn’t he got any?” said Cath- 
erine, who had never heard of a 
young man—of the upper class — 
in this situation. 

“No; he’s looking round. But 
he can’t find anything.” 

“I am very sorry,” Catherine 
' permitted herself to observe. 

“Oh, he doesn’t mind,” said 
young Townsend. “He takes it 
easy —he isn’t in a hurry. He is 
very particular.” 

Catherine thought he naturally 
would be, and gave herself up for 
some moments to the contempla- 
tion of this idea, in several of its 
bearings. 

“Won't his father take him into 
his business—his office?” she at 
last inquired. 

“He hasn’t got any father —he 
has only got a sister. Your sister 
can’t help you much.” 

It seemed to Catherine that if 
she were his sister she would dis- 
prove this axiom. “Is she —is she 
pleasant?” she asked in a moment. 

“I don’t know —I believe she’s 
very respectable,” said young 
Townsend. And then he looked 
across to his cousin and began to 
laugh. “Look here, we are talking 
about you,” he added. 

Morris Townsend paused in his 
conversation with Mrs. Penniman, 
and stared, with a little smile. 


Then he got up, as if he were go- 
ing. 

“As far as you are concerned, I 
can’t return the compliment,” he 
said to Catherine’s companion. 
“But as regards Miss Sloper, it’s 
another affair.” 

Catherine thought this little 
speech wonderfully well turned; 
but she was embarrassed by it, 
and she also got up. Morris Town- 
send stood looking at her and smil- 
ing; he put out his hand for fare- 
well. He was going, without hav- 
ing said anything to her; but even 
on these terms she was glad to 
have seen him. 

“I will tell her what you have 
said— when you go!” said Mrs. 
Penniman, with an_ insinuating 
laugh. 

Catherine blushed, for she felt 
almost as if they were making 
sport of her. What in the world 
could this beautiful young man 
have said? He looked at her still, 
in spite of her blush; but very 
kindly and respectfully. 

“IT have had no talk with you,” 
he said, “and that was what I 
came for. But it will be a good 
reason for coming another time; a 
little pretext —if I am obliged to 
give one. I am not afraid of what 
your aunt will say when I go.” 

With this the two young men 
took their departure; after which 
Catherine, with her blush still lin- 
gering, directed a serious and in- 
terrogative eye to Mrs. Penniman. 
She was incapable of elaborate 
artifice, and she resorted to no joc- 
ular device —to no affectation of 
the belief that she had been ma- 
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ligned — to learn what she desired. 

“What did you say you would 
tell me?” she asked. : 

Mrs. Penniman came up to her, 
smiling and nodding a little, looked 
at her all over, and gave a twist 
to the knot of ribbon in her neck. 
“It’s a great secret, my dear child; 
but he is coming a-courting!” 

Catherine was serious still. “Is 
that what he told you!” 

“He didn’t say so exactly. But 
he left me to guess it. 'm a good 
guesser.” 

“Do you mean a-courting me?” 

“Not me, certainly, miss; though 
I must say he is a hundred times 
more polite to a person who has 
no longer extreme youth to recom- 
mend her than most of the young 
men. He is thinking of some one 
else.” And Mrs. Penniman gave 
her niece a delicate little kiss. “You 
must be very gracious to him.” 

Catherine stared —she was be- 
wildered. “I don’t understand you,” 
she said; “he doesn’t know me.” 

“Oh yes, he does; more than 
you think. I have told him all 
about you.” 

“Oh, Aunt Penniman!” mur- 
mured Catherine, as if this had 
been a breach of trust. “He is a 
perfect stranger—we don’t know 
him.” There was infinite modesty 
in the poor girl’s “we.” 

Aunt Penniman, however, took 
no account of it; she spoke even 
with a touch of acrimony. “My 
dear Catherine, you know very 
well that you admire him!” 

“Oh, Aunt Penniman!” Cather- 
ine could only murmur again. It 
might very well be that she ad- 


mired him—though this did not 
seem to her a thing to talk about. 
But that this brilliant stranger — 
this sudden apparition, who had 
barely heard the sound of her 
voice —took that sort of interest 
in her that was expressed by the 
romantic phrase of which Mrs. 
Penniman had just made use: this 
could only be a figment of the rest- 
less brain of Aunt Lavinia, whom 
every one knew to be a woman of 
powerful imagination. 
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Mrs. PeNNIMAN even took for 


granted at times that other people 
had as much imagination as her- 
self; so that when, half an hour 
later, her brother came in, she 
addressed him quite on this prin- 
ciple. 

“He has just been here, Austin; 
it’s such a pity you missed him.” 

“Whom in the world have I 
missed?” asked the Doctor. 

“Mr. Morris Townsend; he has 
made us such a delightful visit.” 

“And who in the world is Mr. 
Morris Townsend?” 

“Aunt Penniman means the 
gentleman — the gentleman whose 
name I couldn’t remember,” said 
Catherine. 

“The gentleman at Elizabeth’s 
party who was so struck with 
Catherine,” Mrs. Penniman added. 

“Oh, his name is Morris Town- 
send, is it? And did he come here 
to propose to you?” 
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“Oh, father,” murmured the girl 
for all answer, turning away to 
the window, where the dusk had 
deepened to darkness. 

“I hope he won’t do that with- 
out your permission,” said Mrs. 
Penniman, very graciously. 

“After all, my dear, he seems 
to have yours,” her brother an- 
swered. 

Lavinia simpered, as if this 
might not be quite enough, and 
Catherine, with her forehead 
touching the window-panes, lis- 
tened to this exchange of epigrams 
as reservedly as if they had not 
each been a pin-prick in her own 
destiny. 

“The next time he comes,” the 
Doctor added, “you had better call 
me. He might like to see me.” 

Morris Townsend came again, 
some five days afterwards; but 
Dr. Sloper was not called, as he 
was absent from home at the time. 
Catherine was with her aunt when 
the young man’s name was brought 
in, and Mrs. Penniman, effacing 
herself and protesting, made a 
great point of her niece’s going 
into the drawing-room alone. 

“This time it’s for you — for you 
only,” she said. “Before, when he 
talked to me, it was only prelimi- 
nary —it was to gain my confi- 
dence. Literally, my dear, I should 
not have the courage to show my- 
self to-day.” 


And this was perfectly true. - 


Mrs. Penniman was not a brave 
woman, and Morris Townsend had 
struck her as a young man of great 
force of character, and of remark- 
able powers of satire; a keen, res- 


olute, brilliant nature, with which 
one must exercise a great deal of 
tact. She said to herself that he 
was “imperious,” and she liked the 
word and the idea. She was not 
the least jealous of her niece, and 
she had been perfectly happy with 
Mr. Penniman, but in the bottom 
of her heart she permitted herself 
the observation: “That’s the sort 
of husband I should have had!” 
He was certainly much more im- 
perious — she ended by calling it 
imperial — than Mr. Penniman. 

So Catherine saw Mr. Townsend 
alone, and her aunt did not come 
in even at the end of the visit. 
The visit was a long one; he sat 
there — in the front parlour, in the 
biggest armchair—for more than 
an hour. He seemed more at home 
this time — more familiar: lounging 
a little in the chair, slapping a 
cushion that was near him with 
his stick, and looking round the 
room a good deal, and at the ob- 
jects it contained, as well as at 
Catherine; whom, however, he also 
contemplated freely. There was a 
smile of respectful devotion in his 
handsome eyes which seemed to 
Catherine almost solemnly beauti- 
ful; it made her think of a young 
knight in a poem. His talk, how- 
ever, was not particularly knightly; 
it was light and easy and friendly; 
it took a practical turn, and he 
asked a number of questions about 
herself — what were her tastes — if 
she liked this and that — what 
were her habits. He said to her, 
with his charming smile, “Tell me 
about yourself; give me a little 
sketch.” Catherine had very little 
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to tell, and she had no talent for 
sketching; but before he went she 
had confided to him that she had 
a secret passion for the theatre, 
which had been but scantily grat- 
ified, and a taste for operatic mu- 
sic — that of Bellini and Donizetti, 
in especial (it must be remem- 
bered in extenuation of this prim- 
itive young woman that she held 
these opinions in an age of general 
darkness) — which she rarely had 
an occasion to hear, except on the 
hand-organ. She confessed that 
she was not particularly fond of 
literature. Morris Townsend agreed 
with her that books were tiresome 
things; only, as he said, you had 
to read a good many before you 
found it out. He had been to 
places that people had_ written 
books about, and they were not 
a bit like the descriptions. To see 
for yourself —that was the great 
thing; he always tried to see for 
himself. He had seen all the prin- 
cipal actors —he had been to all 
the best theatres in London and 
Paris. But the actors were always 
like the authors — they always ex- 
aggerated. He liked everything to 
be natural. Suddenly he stopped, 
looking at Catherine with his 
smile. 

“That’s what I like you for; you 
are so natural! Excuse me,” he 
added; “you see I am natural my- 
self!” 

And before she had time to 
think whether she excused him or 
not — which afterwards, at leisure, 
she became conscious that she did 
—he began to talk about music, 
and to say that it was his greatest 


pleasure in life. He had heard all 
the great singers in Paris and Lon- 
don— Pasta and Rubini and La- 
blache — and when you had done 
that, you could say that you knew 
what singing was. 

“I sing a little myself,” he said; 
“some day I will show you. Not 
to-day, but some other time.” 

And then he got up to go; he 
had omitted, by accident, to say 
that he would sing to her if she 
would play to him. He thought of 
this after he got into the street; 
but he might have spared his com- 
punction, for Catherine had not 
noticed the lapse. She was think- 
ing only that “some other time” 
had a delightful sound; it seemed 
to spread itself over the future. 

This was all the more reason, 
however, though she was ashamed 
and uncomfortable, why she should 
tell her father that Mr. Morris 
Townsend had called again. She 
announced the fact abruptly, al- 
most violently, as soon as the Doc- 
tor came into the house; and hav- 
ing done so—it was her duty — 
she took measures to leave the 
room. But she could not leave it 
fast enough; her father stopped 
her just as she reached the door. 

“Well, my dear, did he propose 
to you to-day?” the Doctor asked. 

This was just what she had been 
afraid he would say; and yet she 
had no answer ready. Of course 
she would have liked to take it as 
a joke—as her father must have 
meant it; and yet she would have 
liked, also, in denying it, to be a 
little positive, a little sharp; so 
that he would perhaps not ask the 
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question again. She didn’t like it 
— it made her unhappy. But Cath- 
erine could never be sharp; and 
for a moment she only stood, with 
her hand on the door-knob, look- 
ing at her satiric parent, and giv- 
ing a little laugh. 

“Decidedly,” said the Doctor to 
himself, “my daughter is not bril- 
liant!” 

But he had no sooner made this 
reflexion than Catherine found 
something; she had decided, on 
the whole, to take the thing as a 
joke. 


“Perhaps he will do it the next. 


time!” she exclaimed, with a rep- 
etition of her laugh. And she 
quickly got out of the room. 

The Doctor stood staring; he 
wondered whether his daughter 
were serious. Catherine went 
straight to her own room, and by 
the time she reached it she be- 
thought herself that there was 
something else — something better 
—she might have said. She almost 
wished, now, that her father would 
ask his question again, so that she 
might reply: “Oh yes, Mr. Morris 
Townsend proposed to me, and I 
refused him!” 

The Doctor, however, began to 
put his questions elsewhere; it 
naturally having occurred to him 
that he ought to inform himself 
properly about this handsome 
young man who had formed the 
habit of running in and out of his 
house. He addressed himself to the 
younger of his sisters, Mrs. Almond 
—not going to her for the purpose: 
there was no such hurry as that 
—but having made a note of the 


matter for the first opportunity. 
The Doctor was never eager, never 
impatient nor nervous; but he 
made notes of everything, and he 
regularly consulted his notes. 
Among them the information he 
obtained from Mrs. Almond about 
Morris Townsend took its place. 

“Lavinia has already been to 
ask me,” she said. “Lavinia.is most 
excited; I don’t understand it. It’s 
not, after all, Lavinia that the 
young man is supposed to have 
designs upon. She is very peculiar.” 

“Ah, my dear,” the Doctor re- 
plied, “she has not lived with me 
these twelve years without my 
finding it out!” 

“She has got such an artificial 
mind,” said Mrs. Almond, who al- 
ways enjoyed an opportunity to 
discuss Lavinia’s peculiarities with 
her brother. “She didn’t want me 
to tell you that she had asked me 
about Mr. Townsend; but I told 
her I would. She always wants to 
conceal everything.” 

“And yet at moments no one 
blurts things out with such cru- 
dity. She is like a revolving light- 
house; pitch darkness alternating 
with a dazzling brilliancy! But 
what did you tell her?” the Doc- 
tor asked. 

“What I tell you; that I know 
very little of him.” 

“Lavinia must have been dis- 
appointed at that,” said the Doc- 
tor; “she would prefer him to have 
been guilty of some romantic 
crime. However, we must make 
the best of people. They tell me 
our gentleman is the cousin of the 
little boy to whom you are about 
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to entrust the future of your little 
girl.” 

“Arthur is not a little boy; he 
is a very old man; you and I will 
never be so old. He is a distant 
relation of Lavinia’s protégé. The 
name is the same, but I am given 
to understand that there are 
Townsends and Townsends. So 
Arthur’s mother tells me; she 
talked about ‘branches’ — younger 
branches, elder branches, inferior 
branches —as if it were a royal 
house. Arthur, it appears, is of the 
reigning line, but poor Lavinia’s 
young man is not. Beyond this, Ar- 
thur’s mother knows very little 
about him; she has only a vague 
story that he has been ‘wild.’ But I 
know his sister a little, and she is 
a very nice woman. Her name is 
Mrs. Montgomery; she is a widow, 
with a little property and five chil- 
dren. She lives in the Second Av- 
enue.” 

“What does Mrs. Montgomery 
say about him?” 

“That he has talents by which he 
might distinguish himself.” _ 

“Only he is lazy, eh?” 

“She doesn’t say so.” 

“That’s family pride,” said the 
Doctor. “What is his profession?” 

“He hasn’t got any; he is looking 
for something. I believe he was 
once in the Navy.” 

“Once? What is his age?” 

“I suppose he is upwards of 
thirty. He must have gone into 
the Navy very young. I think Ar- 
thur told me that he inherited a 
small property — which was_per- 
haps the cause of his leaving the 
Navy — and that he spent it all in 


a few years. He travelled all over 
the world, lived abroad, amused 
himself. I believe it was a kind of 
system, a theory he had. He has 
lately come back to America, with 
the intention, as he tells Arthur, of 
beginning life in earnest.” 

“Is he in earnest about Cather- 
ine, then?” 

“T don’t see why you should be 
incredulous,” said Mrs. Almond. 
“It seems to me that you have 
never done Catherine justice. You 
must remember that she has the 
prospect of thirty thousand a 
year.” 

The Doctor looked at his sister 
a moment, and then, with the 
slightest touch of bitterness: “You 
at least appreciate her,” he said. 

Mrs. Almond blushed. 

“J don’t mean that is her only 
merit; I simply mean that it is a 
great one. A great many young 
men think so; and you appear to 
me never to have been properly 
aware of that. You have always 
had a little way of alluding to her 
as an unmarriageable girl.” 

“My allusions are as kind as 
yours, Elizabeth,” said the Doctor 
frankly. “How many suitors has 
Catherine had, with all her expec- 
tations —how much attention has 
she ever received? Catherine is 
not unmarriageable, but she is ab- 
solutely unattractive. What other 
reason is there for Lavinia being 
so charmed with the idea that 
there is a lover in the house? 
There has never been one before, 
and Lavinia, with her sensitive, 
sympathetic nature, is not used to 
the idea. It affects her imagina- 
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tion. I must do the young men of 
New York the justice to say that 
they strike me as very disinter- 
ested. They prefer pretty girls — 
lively girls— girls like your own. 
Catherine is neither pretty nor 
lively.” 

“Catherine does very well; she 
has a style of her own—which is 
more than my poor Marian has, 
who has no style at all,” said Mrs. 
Almond. “The reason Catherine 
has received so little attention is 
that she seems to all the young 
men to be older than themselves. 
She is so large, and she dresses — 
so richly. They are rather afraid 
of her, I think; she looks as if she 
had been married already, and 
you know they don’t like married 
women. And if our young men 
appear disinterested,” the Doc- 
tor’s wiser sister went on, “it is 
because they marry, as a general 
thing, so young, before twenty- 
five, at the age of innocence 
and sincerity, before the age of 
calculation. If they only waited 
a little, Catherine would fare 
better.” 

“As a calculation? Thank you 
very much,” said the Doctor. 

“Wait till some intelligent man 
of forty comes along, and he will 
be delighted with Catherine,” Mrs. 
Aldmond continued. 

“Mr. Townsend is not old 
enough, then; his motives may be 
pure.” 

“It is very possible that his mo- 
tives are pure; I should be very 
sorry to take the contrary for 
granted. Lavinia is sure of it, and, 
as he is a very prepossessing 


youth, you might give him the 
benefit of the doubt.” 

Dr. Sloper reflected a moment. 

“What are his present means of 
subsistence?” 

“I have no idea. He lives, as I 
say, with his sister.” 

“A widow, with five children? 
Do you mean he lives upon her?” 

Mrs. Almond got up, and with 
a certain impatience: “Had you 
not better ask Mrs. Montgomery 
herself?” she inquired. 

“Perhaps I may come to that,” 
said the Doctor. “Did you say the 
Second Avenue?” He made a note 
of the Second Avenue. 
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He was, however, by no means 
so much in earnest as this might 
seem to indicate; and, indeed, he 
was more than anything else 
amused with the whole situation. 
He was not in the least in a state 
of tension or of vigilance with re- 
gard to Catherine’s prospects; he 
was even on his guard against the 
ridicule that might attach itself to 
the spectacle of a house thrown 
into agitation by its daughter and 
heiress receiving attentions un- 
precedented in its annals. More 
than this, he went so far as to 
promise himself some entertain- 
ment from the little drama —if 
drama it was — of which Mrs. Pen- 
niman desired to represent the in- 
genious Mr. Townsend as the hero. 
He had no intention, as yet, of 
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regulating the dénouement. He 
was perfectly willing, as Elizabeth 
had suggested, to give the young 
man the benefit of every doubt. 
There was no great danger in it; 
for Catherine, at the age of 
twenty-two, was, after all, a rather 
mature blossom, such as could be 
plucked from the stem only by a 
vigorous jerk. The fact that Mor- 
ris Townsend was poor —was not 
of necessity against him; the Doc- 
tor had never made up his mind 
that his daughter should marry a 
rich man. The fortune she would 
inherit struck him as a very suffi- 
cient provision for two reasonable 
persons, and if a penniless swain 
who could give a good account of 
himself should enter the lists, he 
should be judged quite upon his 
personal merits. There were other 
things besides. The Doctor 
thought it very vulgar to be pre- 
cipitate in accusing people of mer- 
cenary motives, inasmuch as his 
door had as yet not been in the 
least besieged by fortune-hunters; 
and, lastly, he was very curious to 
see whether Catherine might re- 
ally be loved for her moral worth. 
He smiled as he reflected that 
poor Mr. Townsend had been only 
twice to the house, and he said to 
Mrs. Penniman that the next time 
he should come she must ask him 
to dinner. 

He came very soon again, and 
Mrs. Penniman had of course 
great pleasure in executing this 
mission. Morris Townsend  ac- 
cepted her invitation with equal 
good grace, and the dinner took 
place a few days later. The Doc- 


tor had said to himself, justly 
enough, that they must not have 
the young man alone; this would 
partake too much of the nature of 
encouragement. So two or three 
other persons were invited; but 
Morris Townsend, though he was 
by no means the ostensible, was 
the real, occasion of the feast. 
There is every reason to suppose 
that he desired to make a good 
impression; and if he fell short of 
this result, it was not for want of 
a good deal of intelligent effort. 
The Doctor talked to him very lit- 
tle during dinner; but he observed 
him attentively, and after the la- 
dies had gone out he pushed him 
the wine and asked him several 
questions. Morris was not a young 
man who needed to be pressed, 
and he found quite enough en- 
couragement in the superior qual- 
ity of the claret. The Doctor's 
wine was admirable, and it may 
be communicated to the reader 
that while he sipped it Morris re- 
flected that a cellar-full of good 
liquor — there was evidently a cel- 
lar-full here—would be a most 
attractive idiosyncrasy in a father- 
in-law. The Doctor was struck 
with his appreciative guest; he 
saw that he was not a common- 
place young man. “He has ability,” 
said Catherine’s father, “decided 
ability; he has a very good head 
if he chooses to use it. And he is 
uncommonly well turned out; 
quite the sort of figure that pleases 
the ladies. But I don’t think I like 
him.” The Doctor, however, kept 
his reflexions to himself, and 
talked to his visitors about foreign 
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lands, concerning which Morris of- 
fered him more information than 
he was ready, as he mentally 
phrased it, to swallow. Dr. Sloper 
had travelled but little, and he 
took the liberty of not believing 
everything this anecdotical idler 
narrated. He prided himself on 
being something of a physiogno- 
mist, and while the young man, 
chatting with easy assurance, 
puffed his cigar and filled his glass 
again, the Doctor sat with his eyes 
quietly fixed on his bright, expres- 
sive face. “He has the assurance of 
the devil himself,’ said Morris’s 
host; “I don’t think I ever saw 
such assurance. And his powers of 
invention are most remarkable. He 
is very knowing; they were not so 
knowing as that in my time. And 
a good head, did I say? I should 
think so—after a bottle of Ma- 
deira and a bottle and a half of 
claret!” 

After dinner Morris Townsend 
went and stood before Catherine, 
who was standing before the fire 
in her red satin gown. 

“He doesn’t like me — he doesn’t 
like me at all!” said the young 
man. 

“Who doesn’t like you?” asked 
Catherine. 
“Your 

man!” 

“I don’t see how you know,” 
said Catherine, blushing. 

“I feel; I am very quick to 
feel.” 

“Perhaps you are mistaken.” 

“Ah, well; you ask him and you 
will see.” 

“I would rather not ask him, if 


father; extraordinary 


there is any danger of his saying 
what you think.” 

Morris looked at her with an air 
of mock melancholy. 

“It wouldn’t give you any pleas- 
ure to contradict him?” 

“I never contradict him,” said 
Catherine. 

“Will you hear me abused with- 
out opening your lips in my de- 
fence?” 

“My father won’t abuse you. 
He doesn’t know you enough.” 

Morris Townsend gave a loud 
laugh, and Catherine began to 
blush again. 

“T shall never mention you,” she 
said, to take refuge from her con- 
fusion. : 

“That is very well; but it is not 
quite what I should have liked 
you to say. I should have liked 
you to say: ‘If my father doesn’t 
think well of you, what does it 
matter?’ ” 

“Ah, but it would matter; I 
couldn’t say that!” the girl ex- 
claimed. 

He looked at her for a moment, 
smiling a little; and the Doctor, if 
he had been watching him just 
then, would have seen a gleam of 
fine impatience in the sociable 
softness of his eye. But there was 
no impatience in his rejoinder — 
none, at least, save what was ex- 
pressed in a little appealing sigh. 
“Ah, well, then, I must not give 
up the hope of bringing him 
round!” 

He expressed it more frankly to 
Mrs. Penniman later in the eve- 
ning. But before that he sang two 
or three songs at Catherine’s timid 
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request; not that he flattered him- 
self that this would help to bring 
her father round. He had a sweet, 
light tenor voice, and when he 
had finished every one made some 
exclamation — every one, that is, 
save Catherine, who remained in- 
tensely silent. Mrs. Penniman de- 
clared that his manner of singing 
was “most artistic,” and Dr. Sloper 
said it was “very taking — very 
taking indeed”; speaking loudly 
and distinctly, but with a certain 
dryness. 

“He doesn’t like me — he doesn’t 
like me at all,” said Morris Town- 
send, addressing the aunt in the 
same manner as he had done the 
niece. “He thinks I’m all wrong.” 

Unlike her niece, Mrs. Penni- 
man asked for no explanation. She 
only smiled very sweetly, as if she 
understood everything; and, un- 
like Catherine too, she made no 
attempt to contradict him. “Pray, 
what does it matter?” she mur- 
mured softly. 

“Ah, you say the right thing!” 
said Morris, greatly to the gratifi- 
cation of Mrs. Penniman, who 
prided herself on always saying 
the right thing. 

The Doctor, the next time he 
saw his sister Elizabeth, let her 
know that he had made the ac- 
quaintance of Lavinia’s protégé. 

“Physically,” he said, “he’s un- 
commonly well set up. As an anat- 
omist, it is really a pleasure to 
me to see such a beautiful struc- 
ture; although, if people were all 
like him, I suppose there would be 
very little need for doctors.” 

“Don’t you see anything in peo- 


ple but their bones?” Mrs. Almond 
rejoined. “What do you think of 
him as a father?” 

“As a father? Thank Heaven I 
am not his father!” 

“No; but you are Catherine’s. 
Lavinia tells me she is in love.” 

“She must get over it. He is not 
a gentleman.” 

“Ah, take care! Remember that 
he is a branch of the Townsends.” 

“He is not what I call a gentle- 
man. He has not the soul of one. 
He is extremely insinuating; but 
it’s a vulgar nature. I saw through 
it in a minute. He is altogether too 
familiar —I hate familiarity. He is 
a plausible coxcomb.” 

“Ah, well,” said Mrs. Almond; 
“if you make up your mind so 
easily, it’s a great advantage.” 

“TJ don’t make up my mind eas- 
ily. What I tell you is the result 
of thirty years of observation; and 
in order to be able to form that 
judgement in a single evening, I 
have had to spend a lifetime in 
study.” 

“Very possibly you are right. 
But the thing is for Catherine to 
see it.” 

“I will present her with a pair 
of spectacles!” said the Doctor. 
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Ir it were true that she was in 
love, she was certainly very quiet 
about it; but the Doctor was of 
course prepared to admit that her 
quietness might mean volumes. 
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She had told Morris Townsend 
that she would not mention him 
to her father, and she saw no rea- 
son to retract this vow of discre- 
tion. It was no more than decently 
civil, of course, that after having 
dined in Washington Square, Mor- 
ris should call there again; and it 
was no more than natural that, 
having been kindly received on 
this occasion, he should continue 
to present himself. He had had 


plenty of leisure on his hands; _ 


and thirty years ago, in New York, 
a young man of leisure had rea- 
son to be thankful for aids to self- 
oblivion. Catherine said nothing 
to her father about these visits, 
though they had rapidly become 
the most important, the most ab- 
sorbing thing in her life. The girl 
was very happy. She knew not as 
yet what would come of it; but 
the present had suddenly grown 
rich and solemn. If she had been 
told she was in love, she would 
have been a good deal surprised; 
for she had an idea that love was 
an eager and exacting passion, and 
her own heart was filled in these 
days with the impulse of self-ef- 
facement and sacrifice. Whenever 
Morris Townsend had left the 
house, her imagination projected 
itself, with all its strength, into 
the idea of his soon coming back; 
but if she had been told at such 
a moment that he would not re- 
turn for a year, or even that he 
would never return, she would not 
have complained nor rebelled, but 
would have humbly accepted the 
decree, and sought for consola- 
tion in thinking over the times she 


had already seen him, the words 
he had spoken, the sound of his 
voice, of his tread, the expression 
of his face. Love demands certain 
things as a right; but Catherine 
had no sense of her rights; she 
had only a consciousness of im- 
mense and unexpected favours. 
Her very gratitude for these things 
had hushed itself; for it seemed to 
her that there would be something 
of impudence in making a festival 
of her secret. Her father suspected 
Morris ‘Townsend’s visits, and 
noted her reserve. She seemed to 
beg pardon for it; she looked at 
him constantly in silence, as if she 
meant to say that she said nothing 
because she was afraid of irritat- 
ing him. But the poor girl’s dumb 
eloquence irritated him more than 
anything else would have done, 
and he caught himself murmuring 
more than once that it was a griev- 
ous pity his only child was a sim- 
pleton. His murmurs, however, 
were inaudible; and for a while he 
said nothing to any one. He would 
have liked to know exactly how 
often young Townsend came; but 
he had determined to ask no ques- 
tions of the girl herself —to say 
nothing more to her that would 
show that he watched her. The 
Doctor had a great idea of being 
largely just: he wished to leave 
his daughter her liberty, and in- 
terfere only when the danger 
should be proved. It was not in 
his manner to obtain information 
by. indirect methods, and it never 
even occurred to him to question 
the servants. As for Lavinia, he 
hated to talk to her about the 
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matter; she annoyed him with her 
mock romanticism. But he had to 
come to this. Mrs. Penniman’s 
convictions as regards the relations 
of her niece and the clever young 
visitor who saved appearances by 
coming ostensibly for both the la- 
dies — Mrs. Penniman’s convictions 
had passed into a riper and richer 
phase. There was to be no cru- 
dity in Mrs. Penniman’s treatment 
of the situation; she had become 
as uncommunicative as Catherine 
herself. She was tasting of the 
sweets of concealment; she had 
taken up the line of mystery. “She 
would be enchanted to be able to 
prove to herself that she is perse- 
cuted,” said the Doctor; and when 
at last he questioned her, he was 
sure she would contrive to extract 
from his words a pretext for this 
belief. 

“Be so good as to let me know 
what is going on in the house,” he 
said to her, in a tone which, un- 
der the circumstances, he himself 
deemed genial. 

“Going on, Austin?” Mrs. Pen- 
niman exclaimed. “Why, I am 
sure I don’t know! I believe that 
last night the old grey cat had 
kittens!” 

“At her age?” said the Doctor. 
“The idea is startling — almost 
shocking. Be so good as to see that 
they are all drowned. But what 
else has happened?” 

“Ah, the dear little kittens!” 
cried Mrs. Penniman. “I wouldn't 
have them drowned for the 
world!” 

Her brother puffed his cigar a 
few moments in silence. “Your 


sympathy with kittens, Lavinia,” 
he presently resumed, “arises from 
a feline element in your own char- 
acter.” 

“Cats are very graceful, and 
very clean,” said Mrs. Penniman, 
smiling. 

“And very stealthy. You are the 
embodiment both of grace and of 
neatness; but you are wanting in 
frankness.” 

“You certainly are not, ,dear 
brother.” 

“T don’t pretend to be graceful, 
though I try to be neat. Why 
haven’t you let me know that Mr. 
Morris Townsend is coming to 
the house four times a week?” 

Mrs. Penniman lifted her eye- 
brows. “Four times a week?” 

“Five times, if you prefer it. I 
am away all day, and I see nothing. 
But when such things happen, 
you should let me know.” 

Mrs. Penniman, with her eye- 
brows still raised, reflected in- 
tently. “Dear Austin,” she said at 
last, “I am incapable of betraying 
a confidence. I would rather suf- 
fer anything.” 

“Never fear; you shall not suf- 
fer. To whose confidence is it you 
allude? Has Catherine made you 
take a vow of eternal secrecy?” 

“By no means. Catherine has 
not told me as much as she might. 
She has not been very trustful.” 
“Tt is the young man, then, who 
has made you his confidante? Al- 
low me to say that it is extremely 
indiscreet of you to form secret 
alliances with young men. You 
don’t know where they may lead 
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“I don’t know what you mean 
by an alliance,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man. “I take a great interest in 
Mr. Townsend; I won't conceal 
that. But that’s all.” 

“Under the circumstances, that 
is quite enough. What is the 
source of your interest in Mr. 
Townsend?” 

“Why,” said Mrs. Penniman, 
musing, and then breaking into 
her smile, “that he is so interest- 
ing!” 

The Doctor felt that he had 
need of his patience. “And what 
makes him interesting? —his good 
looks?” 

“His misfortunes, Austin.” 

“Ah, he has had misfortunes? 
That, of course, is always interest- 
ing. Are you at liberty to men- 
tion a few of Mr. Townsend’s?” 

“I don’t know that he would 
like it,” said Mrs. Penniman. “He 
has told me a great deal about 
himself —he has told me, in fact, 
his whole history. But I don’t think 
I ought to repeat those things. He 
would tell them to you, I am sure, 
if he thought you would listen to 
him kindly. With kindness you 
may do anything with him.” 

The Doctor gave a laugh. “I 
shall request him very kindly, 
then, to leave Catherine alone.” 

“Ah!” said Mrs. Penniman, shak- 
ing her forefinger at her brother, 
with her little finger turned out, 
“Catherine had _ probably - said 
something to him kinder than 
that.” 

“Said that she loved him? Do 
you mean that?” 

Mrs. Penniman fixed her eyes 


on the floor. “As I tell you, Austin, 
she doesn’t confide in me.” 

“You have an opinion, I sup- 
pose, all the same. It is that I ask 
you for; though I don’t conceal 
from you that I shall not regard it 
as conclusive.” 

Mrs. Penniman’s gaze continued 
to rest on the carpet; but at last 
she lifted it, and then her brother 
thought it very expressive. “I 
think Catherine is very happy; 
that is all I can say.” 

“Townsend is trying to marry 
her —is that what you mean?” 

“He is greatly interested in her.” 

“He finds her such an attrac- 
tive girl?” , 

“Catherine has a lovely nature, 


Austin,” said Mrs. Penniman, “and 


Mr. Townsend has had the intel- 
ligence to discover that.” 

“With a little help from you, I 
suppose. My dear Lavinia,” cried 
the Doctor, “you are an admirable 
aunt!” 

“So Mr. Townsend says,” ob- 
served Lavinia, smiling. , 

“Do you think he is sincere?” 
asked her brother. 

“In saying that?” 

“No; that’s of course. But in his 
admiration for Catherine?” 

“Deeply sincere. He has said to 
me the most appreciative, the most 
charming things about her. He 
would say them to you, if he were 
sure you would listen to him— 
gently.” 

“I doubt whether I can under- 
take it. He appears to require a 
great deal of gentleness.” 

“He is a sympathetic, sensitive 
nature,” said Mrs. Penniman. 
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Her brother puffed his cigar 
again in silence. “These delicate 
qualities have survived his vicis- 
situdes, eh? All this while you 
haven’t told me about his misfor- 
tunes.” 

“It is a long story,” said Mrs. 
Penniman, “and I regard it. as a 
sacred trust. But I suppose there 
is no objection to my saying that 
he has been wild — he frankly con- 
fesses that. But he has paid for 
ita; 

“That’s what has impoverished 
him, eh?” 

“J don’t mean simply in money. 
He is very much alone in the 
world.” 

“Do you mean that he has be- 
haved so badly that his friends 
have given him up?” 

“He has had false friends, who 
have deceived and betrayed him.” 

“He seems to have some good 
ones too. He has a devoted sister, 


and _ half-a-dozen nephews and 
nieces.” 
Mrs. Penniman was silent a 


minute. “The nephews and nieces 
are children, and the sister is not 
a very attractive person.” 

“I hope he doesn’t abuse her to 
you,” said the Doctor; “for I am 
. told he lives upon her.” 

“Lives upon her?” 

“Lives with her, and does noth- 
ing for himself; it is about the 
same thing.” 

“He is looking for a position — 
most earnestly,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man. “He hopes every day to find 
one.” 

“Precisely. He is looking for it 
here — over there in the front par- 


lour. The position of husband of a 
weak-minded woman with a large 
fortune would suit him to perfec- 
tion!” 

Mrs. Penniman was truly amia- 
ble, but she now gave signs of 
temper. She rose with much ani- 
mation, and stood for a moment 
looking at her brother. “My dear 
Austin,” she remarked, “if you re- 
gard Catherine as a weak-minded 
woman, you are particularly mis- 
taken!” And with this she moved 
majestically away. 
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Ir was a regular custom with the 
family in Washington Square to 
go and spend Sunday evening at 
Mrs. Almond’s. On the Sunday 
after the conversation I have just 
narrated, this custom was not in- 
termitted; and on this occasion, 
towards the middle of the evening, 
Dr. Sloper found reason to with- 
draw to the library, with his 
brother-in-law, to talk over a mat- 
ter of business. He was absent. 
some twenty minutes, and when 
he came back into the circle, 
which was enlivened by the pres- 
ence of several friends of the fam- 
ily, he saw that Morris Townsend 
had come in and had lost as little 
time as possible in seating him- 
self on a small sofa, beside Cath- 
erine. In the large room, where 
several different groups had been 
formed, and the hum of voices and 
of laughter was loud, these two 
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young persons might confabulate, 
as the Doctor phrased it to him- 
self, without attracting attention. 
He saw in a moment, however, 
that his daughter was painfully 
conscious of his own observation. 
She sat motionless, with her eyes 
bent down, staring at her open 
fan, deeply flushed, shrinking to- 
gether as if to minimise the indis- 
cretion of which she confessed her- 
self guilty. 

The Doctor almost pitied her. 
Poor Catherine was not defiant; 
she had no genius for bravado; 
and as she felt that her father 
viewed her companion’s attentions 
with an unsympathising eye, there 
was nothing but discomfort for her 
in the accident of seeming to chal- 
lenge him. The Doctor felt, in- 
deed, so sorry for her that he 
turned away, to spare her the 
sense of being watched; and he 
was so intelligent a man that, in 
his thoughts, he rendered a sort 
of poetic justice to her situation. 

“It must be deucedly pleasant 
for a plain inanimate girl like that 
to have a beautiful young fellow 
come and sit down beside her and 
whisper to her that he is her slave 
—if that is what this one whis- 
pers. No wonder she likes it, and 
that she thinks me a cruel tyrant; 
which of course she does, though 
she is afraid—she hasn’t the ani- 
mation necessary —to admit it to 
herself. Poor old Catherine!” 
mused the Doctor; “I verily be- 
lieve she is capable of defending 
me when Townsend abuses me!” 

And the force of this reflexion, 
for the moment, was such in mak- 


ing him feel the natural opposi- 
tion between his point of view 
and that of an infatuated child, 
that he said to himself that he was 
perhaps, after all, taking things 
too hard and crying out before he 
was hurt. He must not condemn 
Morris Townsend unheard. He had 
a great aversion to taking things 
too hard; he thought that half the 
discomfort and many of the disap- 
pointments of life come from it; 
and for an instant he asked him- 
self whether, possibly, he did not 
appear ridiculous to this intelli- 
gent young man, whose private 
perception of incongruities he sus- 
pected of being keen. At the end 
of a quarter of an hour Catherine 
had got rid of him, and Townsend 
was now standing before the fire- 
place in conversation with Mrs. 
Almond. 

“We will try him again,” said 
the Doctor. And he crossed the 
room and joined his sister and her 
companion, making her a sign 
that she should leave the young 
man to him. She presently did so, 
while Morris looked at him, smil- 
ing, without a sign of evasiveness 
in his affable eye. 

“He’s amazingly conceited!” 
thought the Doctor, and then he 
said aloud: “I am told you are 
looking out for a position.” 

“Oh, a position is more than I 
should presume to call it,” Morris 
Townsend answered. “That sounds 
so fine. I should like some quiet 
work — something to turn an hon- 
est penny.” 

“What sort of thing should you 
prefer?” 
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“Do you mean what am I fit 
for? Very little, I am afraid. I 
have nothing but my good right 
arm, as they say in the melo- 
dramas.” 

_ “You are too modest,” said the 

Doctor. “In addition to your good 
right arm, you have your subtle 
brain. I know nothing of you but 
what I see; but I see by your 
physiognomy that you are ex- 
tremely intelligent.” 

“Ah,” Townsend murmured, “I 
don’t know what to answer when 
you say that! You advise me, then, 
not to despair?” 

And he looked at his interlocu- 
tor as if the question might have 
a double meaning. The Doctor 
caught the look and weighed it a 
moment before he replied. “I 
should be very sorry to admit that 
a robust and well-disposed young 
man need ever despair. If he 
doesn’t succeed in one thing, he 
can try another. Only, I should 
add, he should choose his line 
with discretion.” 

“Ah, yes, with discretion,” Mor- 
ris Townsend repeated sympathet- 
ically. “Well, I have been indis- 
creet, formerly; but I think I have 
got over it. I am very steady now.” 
And he stood a moment, looking 
own at his remarkably neat shoes. 
Then at last, “Were you kindly 
intending to propose something for 
my advantage?” he inquired, look- 
ing up and smiling. 

“Damn his impudence!” the 
Doctor exclaimed privately. But 
in a moment he reflected that he 
himself had, after all, touched first 
upon this delicate point, and that 


his words might have been con- 
strued as an offer of assistance. “I 
have no particular proposal to 
make,” he presently said; “but. it 
occurred to me to let you know 
that I have you in my mind. Some- 
times one hears of opportunities. 
For instance —should you object 
to leaving New York — to going to 
a distance?” 

“I am afraid I shouldn’t be able 
to manage that. I must seek my 
fortune here or nowhere. You see,” 
added Morris Townsend, “I have 
ties —I have responsibilities here. 
I have a sister, a widow, from 
whom I have been separated for a 
long time, and to whom I am al- 
most everything. I shouldn’t like 
to say to her that I must leave her. 
She rather depends upon me, you 
see.” 

“Ah, that’s very proper; family 
feeling is very proper,” said Dr. 
Sloper. “I often think there is not 
enough of it in our city. I think I 
have heard of your sister.” 

“It is possible, but I rather 
doubt it; she lives so very quietly.” 

“As quietly, you mean,” the 
Doctor went on, with a short 
laugh, “as a lady may do who has 
several young children.” 

“Ah, my little nephews and 
nieces — that’s the very point! I 
am helping to bring them up,” 
said Morris Townsend. “I am a 
kind of amateur tutor; I give them 
lessons.” 

“That’s very proper, as I say; 
but it is hardly a career.” 

“Tt won’t make my fortune!” the 
young man confessed. 

“You must not be too much 
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bent on a fortune,” said the Doc- 
tor. “But I assure you I will keep 
you in mind; I won't lose sight of 
you!” 

“If my. situation becomes des- 
perate I shall perhaps take the 
liberty of reminding you!” Morris 
rejoined, raising his voice a little, 
with a brighter smile, as his inter- 
locutor turned away. 

Before he left the house the 
Doctor had a few words with Mrs. 
Almond. 

“T should like to see his sister,” 
he said. “What do you call her? 
Mrs. Montgomery. I should like 
to have a little talk with her.” 

“T will try and manage it,” Mrs. 
Almond responded. “I will take 
the first opportunity of inviting 
her, and you shall come and meet 
her. Unless, indeed,” Mrs. Almond 
added, “she first takes it into her 
head to be sick and to send for 
you.” 

“Ah no, not that; she must 
have trouble enough without that. 
But it would have its advantages, 
for then I should see the children. 
I should like very much to see the 
children.” 

“You are very thorough. Do you 
want to catechise them about their 
uncle!” 

“Precisely. Their uncle tells me 
he has charge of their education, 
that he saves their mother the ex- 
pense of school-bills. I should like 
to ask them a few questions in 
the commoner branches.” 

“He certainly has not the cut 
of a schoolmaster!” Mrs. Almond 
said to herself a short time after- 
wards, as she saw Morris Town- 


send in a corner bending over her 
niece, who was seated. 

And there was, indeed, nothing 
in the young man’s discourse at 
this moment that savoured of the 
pedagogue. 

“Will you meet me somewhere — 
to-morrow or next day?” he said, 
in a low tone, to Catherine. 

“Meet you?” she asked, lifting 
her frightened eyes. 

“T have something particular to 
say to you—very particular.” 

“Can’t you come to the house? 
Can’t you say it there?” 


Townsend shook his head 
gloomily. “I can’t enter your doors 
again!” 

“Oh, Mr. Townsend!” mur- 


mured Catherine. She trembled 
as she wondered what had hap- 
pened, whether her father had for- 
bidden it. 

“I can’t in self-respect,” said 
the young man. “Your father has 
insulted me.” 

“Insulted you!” 

“He has taunted me with my 
poverty.” 

“Oh, you are mistaken — you 
misunderstood him!” Catherine 
spoke with energy, getting up 
from her chair. 

“Perhaps I am too proud — too 
sensitive. But would you have me 
otherwise?” he asked tenderly. 

“Where my father is concerned, 
you must not be sure. He is full 
of goodness,” said Catherine. 

“He laughed at me for having 
no position! I took it quietly; but 
only because he belongs to you.” 

“I don’t know,” said Catherine; 
“I don’t know what he thinks. I 
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am sure he means to be kind. You 
must not be too proud.” 

“I will be proud only of you,” 
Morris answered. “Will you meet 
me in the Square in the after- 
noon?” 

A great blush on Catherine’s 
part had been the answer to the 
declaration I have just quoted. She 
turned away, heedless of his ques- 
tion. 

“Will you meet me?” he re- 
peated. “It is very quiet there; no 
one need see us—toward dusk?” 

“It is you who are unkind, it is 
you who laugh, when you say 
such things as that.” 

“My dear girl!” the young man 
murmured, 

“You know how little there is 
in me to be proud of. I am ugly 
and stupid.” 

Morris greeted this remark with 
an ardent murmur, in which she 
recognised nothing articulate but 
an assurance that she was his own 


dearest. 
But she went on. “I am not 
even—I am not even——” And 


she paused a moment. 

“You are not what?” 

“T am not even brave.” 

“Ah, then, if you are afraid, 
what shall we do?” 

She hesitated a while; then at 
last —“You must come to the 
house,” she said; “I am not afraid 
of that.” 

“I would rather it were in the 
Square,” the young man urged. 
“You know how empty it is, often. 
No one will see us.” 

“I don’t care who sees us! But 
leave me now.” 


He left her resignedly; he had 
got what he wanted. Fortunately 
he was ignorant that half an hour 
later, going home with her father 
and feeling him near, the poor 
girl, in spite of her sudden dec- 
laration of courage, began to trem- 
ble again. Her father said noth- 
ing; but she had an idea his eyes: 
were fixed upon her in the dark- 
ness. Mrs. Penniman also was si- 
lent; Morris Townsend had told 
her that her niece preferred, un- 
romantically, an interview in a 
chintz-covered parlour to a senti- 
mental tryst beside a fountain 
sheeted with dead leaves, and she 
was lost in wonderment at the 
oddity — almost the perversity — 
of the choice. 
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CATHERINE received the young 
man the next day on the ground 
she had chosen — amid the chaste 
upholstery of a New York draw- 
ing-room furnished in the fashion 
of fifty years ago. Morris had 
swallowed his pride and made the 
effort necessary to cross the thresh- 
old of her too derisive parent — 
an act of magnanimity which 
could not fail to render him dou- 
bly interesting. 

“We must settle something — 
we must take a line,” he declared, 
passing his hand through his hair 
and giving a glance at the long 
narrow mirror which adorned the 
space between the two windows, 
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and which had at its base a little 
gilded bracket covered by a thin 
slab of white marble, supporting 
in its turn a backgammon board 
folded together in the shape of 
two volumes, two shining folios 
inscribed in letters of greenish 
gilt, History of England. If Mor- 
ris had been pleased to describe 
the master of the house as a heart- 
less scoffer, it is because he 
thought him too much on his 
guard, and this was the easiest 
way to express his own dissatis- 
faction —a_ dissatisfaction which 
he had made a point of conceal- 
ing from the Doctor. It will prob- 
ably seem to the reader, however, 
that the Doctor’s vigilance was by 
no means excessive, and that these 
two young people had an open 
field. Their intimacy was now con- 
siderable, and it may appear that 
for a shrinking and retiring person 
our heroine had been liberal of 
her favours. The young man, 
within a few days, had made her 
listen to things for which she had 
not supposed that she was pre- 
pared; having a lively foreboding 
of difficulties, he proceeded to 
gain as much ground as possible 
in the present. He remembered 
that fortune favours the brave, 
and even if he had forgotten it, 
Mrs. Penniman would have re- 
membered it for him. Mrs. Penni- 
man delighted of all things in a 
drama, and she flattered herself 
that a drama would now be en- 
acted. Combining as she did the 
zeal of the prompter with the im- 
patience of the spectator, she had 
long since done her utmost to pull 


up the curtain. She too expected 
to figure in the performance — to 
be the confidante, the Chorus, to 
speak the epilogue. It may even 
be said that there were times 
when she lost sight altogether of 
the modest heroine of the play, in 
the contemplation of certain great 
passages which would naturally 
occur between the hero and her- 
self, 

What Morris had told Cather- 
ine at last was simply that he 
loved her, or rather adored her. 
Virtually, he had made known as 
much already — his visits had been 
a series of eloquent intimations of 
it. But now he had affirmed it in 
lover’s vows, and, as a memora- 
ble sign of it, he had passed his 
arm round the girl’s waist and 
taken a kiss. This happy certitude 
had come sooner than Catherine 
expected, and she had regarded 
it, very naturally, as a_ priceless 
treasure. It may even be doubted 
whether she had’ ever definitely 
expected to possess it; she had not 
been waiting for it, and she had 
never said to herself that at a 
given moment it must come. As I 
have tried to explain, she was not 
eager and exacting; she took what 
was given her from day to day; 
and if the delightful custom of her 
lover’s visits, which yielded her a 
happiness in which confidence and 
timidity were strangely blended, 
had suddenly come to an end, she 
would not only not have spoken of 
herself as one of the forsaken, but 
she would not have thought of 
herself as one of the disappointed. 
After Morris had kissed her, the 


198 


Washington Square 


last time he was with her, as a 
ripe assurance of his devotion, she 
begged him to go away, to leave 
her alone, to let her think. Morris 
went away, taking another kiss 
first. But Catherine’s meditations 
had lacked a certain coherence. 
She felt his kisses on her lips and 
on her cheeks for a long time aft- 
erwards; the sensation was rather 
an obstacle than an aid to reflex- 
ion. She would have liked to see 
her situation all clearly before her, 
to make up her mind what she 
should do if, as she feared, her 
father should tell her that he dis- 
approved of Morris Townsend. 
But all that she could see with 
any vividness was that it was ter- 
ribly strange that any one should 
disapprove of him; that there must 
in that case be some mistake, somé 
mystery, which in a little while 
would be set at rest. She put off 
deciding and choosing; before the 
vision of a conflict with her father 
she dropped her eyes and sat mo- 
tionless, holding her breath and 
waiting. It made her heart beat, 
it was intensely painful. When 
Morris kissed her and said these 
things —that also made her heart 
beat; but this was worse, and it 
frightened her. Nevertheless, to- 
day, when the young man spoke 
of settling something, taking a 
line, she felt that it was the truth, 
and she answered very simply and 
without hesitating. 

“We must do our duty,” she 
said; “we must speak to my fa- 
ther. I will do it to-night; you 
must do it to-morrow.” 

“It is very good of you to do 


it first,”. Morris answered. “The 
young man—the happy lover— 
generally does that. But just as 
you please!” 

It pleased Catherine to think 
that she should be brave for his 
sake, and in her satisfaction she 
even gave a little smile. “Women 
have more tact,” she said; “they 
ought to do it first. They are more 
conciliating; they can persuade 
better.” 

“You will need all your powers 
of persuasion. But, after all,” Mor- 
ris added, “you are irresistible.” 

“Please don’t speak that way — 
and promise me this. To-morrow, 
when you talk with father, you 
will be very gentle and respect- 
fale 

“As much so as possible,” Mor- 
ris promised. “It won’t be much 
use, but I shall try. I certainly 
would rather have you easily than 
have to fight for you.” 

“Don’t talk about fighting; we 
shall not fight.” 

“Ah, we must be prepared,” 
Morris rejoined; “you especially, 
because for you it must come 
hardest. Do you know the first 
thing your father will say to you?” 

“No, Morris; please tell me.” 

“He will tell you I am mer- 
cenary.” 

“Mercenary?” 

“It’s a big word; but it means a 
low thing. It means that I am 
after your money.” 

“Oh!” murmured Catherine 
softly. 

The exclamation was so depre- 
cating and touching that Morris 
indulged in another little demon- 
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stration of affection. “But he will 
be sure to say it,” he added. 

“Tt will be easy to be prepared 
for that,” Catherine said. “I shall 
simply say that he is mistaken — 
that other men may be that way, 
but that you are not.” 

“You must make a: great point 
of that, for it will be his own great 
point.” 

Catherine looked at her lover a 
minute, and then she said, “I shall 
persuade him. But I am glad we 
shall be rich,” she added. 

Morris turned away, looking 
into the crown of his hat. “No, 
it’s a misfortune,” he said at last. 
“Tt is from that our difficulty will 
come.” 

“Well, if it is the worst misfor- 
tune, we are not so unhappy. 
Many people would not think it 
so bad. I will persuade him, and 
after that we shall be very glad 
we have money.” 

Morris Townsend listened to 
this robust logic in silence. “I will 
leave my defence to you; it’s a 
charge that a man has to stoop to 
defend himself from.” 

Catherine on her side was silent 
for a while; she was looking at 
him while he looked, with a good 
deal of fixedness, out of the win- 
dow. “Morris,” she said abruptly, 
“are you very sure you love me?” 

He turned round, and in a mo- 
ment he was bending over her. 
“My own dearest, can you doubt 
it?” 

“I have only known it five 
days,” she said; “but now it seems 
to me as if I could never do with- 
out it.” 


“You will never be called upon 
to try!” And he gave a little ten- 
der, reassuring laugh. Then, in a 
moment, he added, “There is 
something you must tell me, too.” 
She had closed her eyes after the 
last word she uttered, and kept 
them closed; and at this she nod- 
ded her head, without opening 
them. “You must tell me,” he went 
on, “that if your father is dead 
against me, if he absolutely for- 
bids our marriage, you will still be 
faithful.” 

Catherine opened her eyes, gaz- 
ing at him, and she could give no 
better promise than what he read 
there. 

“You will cleave to me?” said 

Morris. “You know you are your 
own mistress—you are of age.” 
’ “Ah, Morris!” she murmured, 
for all answer. Or rather not for 
all; for she put her hand into his 
own. He kept it a while, and pres- 
ently he kissed her again. This is 
all that need be recorded of their 
conversation; but Mrs. Penniman, 
if she had been present, would 
probably have admitted that it 
was as well it had not taken place 
beside the fountain in Washing- 
ton Square. 





9 


PIII II9I9799999099990900229990393990990090200000 


Ai 


CATHERINE listened for her father 
when he came in that evening, and 
she heard him go to his study. She 
sat quiet, though her heart was 
beating fast, for nearly half an 
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hour; then she went and knocked 
at his door—a ceremony without 
which she never crossed the thresh- 
old of this apartment. On entering 
it now she found him in his chair 
beside the fire, entertaining him- 
self with a cigar and the evening 
paper. 

“I have something to say to you,” 
she began very gently; and she sat 
down in the first place that offered. 

“T shall be very happy to hear it, 
my dear,” said her father. He 
waited — waited, looking at her, 
while she stared, in a long silence, 
at the fire. He was curious and im- 


patient, for he was sure she was 


going to speak of Morris Town- 
send; but he let her take her own 
time, for he was determined to be 
very mild. 

“I am engaged to be married!” 
Catherine announced at last, still 
staring at the fire. 

The Doctor was startled; the ac- 
complished fact was more than he 
had expected. But he betrayed no 
surprise. “You do right to tell me,” 
he simply said. “And who is the 
happy mortal whom you have hon- 
oured with your choice?” 

“Mr. Morris Townsend.” And as 
she pronounced her lover’s name, 
Catherine looked at him. What she 
saw was her father’s still grey eye 
and his clear-cut, definite smile. 
She contemplated these objects for 
a moment, and then she looked 
back at the fire; it was much 
warmer. 

“When was this arrangement 
made?” the Doctor asked. 

“This afternoon — two 


> 


ago. 


hours 


“Was Mr. Townsend here?” 
“Yes, father; in the front par- 


lour.” She was very glad that she 


was not obliged to tell him that the 
ceremony of their betrothal had 
taken place out there under the 
bare ailantus-trees. 

“Is it serious?” said the Doctor. 

“Very serious, father.” 

Her father was silent a moment. 
“Mr. Townsend ought to have told 
me. 

“He means to tell you to-mor- 
row. 

“After I know all about it from 
you? He ought to have told me be- 
fore. Does he think I didn’t care 
— because I left you so much lib- 
erty?” 

“Oh no,” said Catherine; “he 
knew you would care. And we have 
been so much obliged to you for 
— for the liberty.” 

The Doctor gave a short laugh. 
“You might have made a better use: 
of it, Catherine.” 

“Please don’t say that, father,” 
the girl urged softly, fixing her dull 
and gentle eyes upon him. 

He puffed his cigar awhile, medi- 
tatively. “You have gone very fast,” 
he said at last. 

“Yes,” Catherine answered sim- 
ply; “I think we have.” 

Her father glanced at her an in- 
stant, removing his eyes from the 
fire. “I don’t wonder Mr. Townsend 
likes you. You are so simple and so 

ood.” 

“I don’t know why it is — but he 
does like me. I am sure of that.” 

“And are you very fond of Mr. 
Townsend?” 

“I like him very much, of course 
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—or I shouldn’t consent to marry 
him.” 

“But you have known him a very 
short time, my dear.” 

“Oh,” said Catherine, with some 
eagerness, “it doesn’t take long to 
like a person — when once you be- 
gin.” 

“You .must have begun very 
quickly. Was it the first time you 
saw him — that night at your aunt’s 
party?” 

“I don’t know, father,” the girl 
answered. “I can’t tell you about 
that.” 

“Of course; that’s your own af- 
fair. You will have observed that I 
have acted on that principle. I 
have not interfered, I have left you 
your liberty, I have remembered 
that you are no longer a little girl 
— that you have arrived at years of 
discretion.” 

“T feel very old — and very wise,” 
said Catherine, smiling faintly. 

“I am afraid that before long you 
will feel older and wiser yet. I 
don’t like your engagement.” 

“Ah!” Catherine exclaimed 
softly, getting up from her chair. 

“No, my dear. I am sorry to give 
you pain; but I don’t like it. You 
should have consulted me before 
you settled it. I have been too easy 
with you, and I feel as if you had 
taken advantage of my indulgence. 
Most decidedly, you should have 
spoken to me first.” 

Catherine hesitated a moment, 
and then — “It was because I was 
afraid you wouldn’t like it!” she 
confessed. 

“Ah, there it is! You had a bad 


conscience.” 


“No, I have not a bad conscience, 
father!” the girl cried out, with con- 
siderable energy. “Please don’t ac- 
cuse me of anything so dreadful.” 
These words, in fact, represented 
to her imagination something very 
terrible indeed, something base and 
cruel, which she associated with 
malefactors and prisoners. “It was 
because I was afraid — afraid ——” 
she went on. 

“If you were afraid, it was be- 
cause you had been foolish!” 

“IT was afraid you didn’t like Mr. 
Townsend.” 

“You were quite right. I don’t 
like him.” 

“Dear father, you don’t know 
him,” said Catherine, in a voice so 
timidly argumentative that it might 
have touched him. 

“Very true; I don’t know him in- 
timately. But I know him enough. 
I have my impression of him. You 
don’t know him either.” 

She stood before the fire, with 
her hands lightly clasped in front 
of her; and her father, leaning back 
in his chair and looking up at 
her, made this remark with a pla- 
cidity that might have been irritat- 
ing. 

I doubt, however, whether Cath- 
erine was irritated, though she 
broke into a vehement protest. “I 
don’t know him?” she cried. “Why, 
I know him — better than I have 
ever known any one!” 

“You know a part of him — what 
he has. chosen to show you. But 
you don’t know the rest.” 

“The restP What is the rest?” 

“Whatever it may be. There is 
sure to be plenty of it.” 
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“I know what you mean,” said 
Catherine, remembering how Mor- 
ris had forewarned her. “You mean 
that he is mercenary.” 

Her father looked up at her still, 
with his cold, quiet reasonable eye. 
“If I meant it, my dear, I should 
say it! But there is an error I wish 
particularly to avoid — that of ren- 
dering Mr. Townsend more inter- 
esting to you by saying hard things 
about him.” 

“T won't think them hard if they 
are true,” said Catherine. 

“If you don’t, you will be a re- 
markably sensible young woman!” 

“They will be your reasons, at 
any rate, and you will want me to 
hear your reasons.” 

The Doctor smiled a little. “Very 
true. You have a perfect right to ask 
for them.” And he puffed his cigar 
a few moments. “Very well, then, 
without accusing Mr. Townsend of 
being in love only with your for- 
tune — and with the fortune that 
you justly expect —I will say that 
there is every reason to suppose 
that these good things have entered 
into his calculation more largely 
than a tender solicitude for your 
happiness strictly requires. There 
is, of course, nothing impossible in 
an intelligent young man entertain- 
ing a disinterested affection for 
you. You are an honest, amiable 
girl, and an intelligent young man 
might easily find it out. But the 
principal thing that we know about 
this young man — who is, indeed, 
very intelligent — leads us to sup- 
pose that, however much he may 
value your personal merits, he val- 
ues your money more. The princi- 


pal thing we know about him is 
that he has led a life of dissipation, 
and has spent a fortune of his own 
in doing so. That is enough for me, 
my dear. I wish you to marry a 
young man with other antecedents 
—a young man who could give 
positive guarantees. If Morris 
Townsend has spent his own for- 
tune in amusing himself, there is 
every reason to believe that he 
would spend yours.” 

The Doctor delivered himself of 
these remarks slowly, deliberately, 
with occasional pauses and prolon- 
gations of accent, which made no 
great allowance for poor Cather- 
ine’s suspense as to his conclusion. 
She sat down at last, with her head 
bent and her eyes still fixed upon 
him; and _ strangely enough —I 
hardly know how to tell it — even 
while she felt that what he said 
went so terribly against her, she 
admired his neatness and nobleness 
of expression. There was something 
hopeless and oppressive in having 
to argue with her father; but she 
too, on her side, must try to be 
clear. He was so quiet; he was not 
at all angry; and she too must be 
quiet. But her very effort to be 
quiet made her tremble. 

“That is not the principal thing 
we know about him,” she said; and 
there was a touch of her tremor in 
her voice. “There are other things 
—many other things. He has very 
high abilities— he wants so much 
to do something. He is kind, and 
generous, and true,” said poor 
Catherine, who had not suspected 
hitherto the resources of her elo- 
quence. “And his fortune — his for- 
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tune that he 
small!” 

“All the more reason he shouldn’t 
have spent it,” cried the Doctor, 
getting up, with a laugh. Then as 
Catherine, who had also risen to 
her feet again, stood there in her 
rather angular earnestness, wishing 
so much and expressing so little, 
he drew her towards him and 
kissed her. “You won't think me 
cruel?” he said, holding her a 
moment. 

This question was not reassuring; 
it seemed to Catherine, on the con- 
trary, to suggest possibilities which 
made her feel sick. But she an- 
swered coherently enough — “No, 
dear father; because if you knew 
how I feel — and you must know, 
you know everything — you would 
be so kind, so gentle.” 

*“Yes, I think I know how you 
feel,” the Doctor said. “I will be 
very kind — be sure of that. And I 
will see Mr. Townsend to-morrow. 
Meanwhile, and for the present, be 
so good as to mention to no one 
that you are engaged.” 


spent — was very 
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On the morrow, in the afternoon, 
he stayed at home, awaiting Mr. 
Townsend's call —a proceeding by 
which it appeared to him (justly 
perhaps, for he was a very busy 
man) that he paid Catherine’s 
suitor great honour, and gave both 
these young people so much the 
less to complain of. Morris pre- 


sented himself with a countenance 
sufficiently serene — he appeared to 
have forgotten the “insult” for 
which he had solicited Catherine’s 
sympathy two evenings before, and 
Dr. Sloper lost no time in letting 
him know that he had been pre- 
pared for his visit. 

“Catherine told me yesterday 
what has been going on between 
you,” he said. “You must allow me 
to say that it would have been be- 
coming of you to give me notice of 
your intentions before they had 
gone so far.” 

“I should have done so,” Morris 
answered, “if you had not had so 
much the appearance of leaving 
your daughter at liberty. She seems 
to me quite her own mistress.” 

“Literally, she is. But she has not 
emancipated herself morally quite 
so far, I trust, as to choose a hus- 
band without consulting me. I have 
left her at liberty, but I have not 
been in the least indifferent. The 
truth is that your little affair has 
come to a head with a rapidity that 
surprises me. It was only the other 
day that Catherine made your ac- 
quaintance.” 

“It was not long ago, certainly,” 
said Morris, with great gravity. “I 
admit that we have not been slow 
to — to arrive at an understanding. 
But that was very natural, from the 
moment we were sure of ourselves 
—and of each other. My interest in 
Miss Sloper began the first time I 
saw her.” 

“Did it not by chance precede 
your first meeting?” the Doctor 
asked. 

Morris looked at him an instant. 
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“I certainly had already heard that 
she was a charming girl.” 

“A charming girl — that’s what 
you think her?” 

“Assuredly. Otherwise I should 
not be sitting here.” 

The Doctor meditated a mo- 
ment. “My dear young man,” he 
said at last, “you must be very sus- 
ceptible. As Catherine’s father, I 
have, I trust, a just and tender ap- 
preciation of her many good quali- 
ties; but I don’t mind telling you 
that I have never thought of her as 
a charming girl, and never ex- 
pected any one else to do so.” 

Morris Townsend received this 
statement with a smile that was not 
wholly devoid of deference. “I 
don’t know what I might think of 
her if I were her father. I can’t put 
myself in that place. I speak from 
my own point of view.” 

“You speak very well,” said the 
Doctor; “but that is not all that is 
necessary. I told Catherine yester- 
day that I disapproved of her en- 
gagement.” 

“She let me know as much, and 
I was very sorry to hear it. I am 
greatly disappointed.” And Morris 
sat in silence awhile, looking at the 
floor. 

“Did you really expect I would 
say I was delighted, and throw my 
daughter into your arms?” 

“Oh no; I had an idea you didn’t 
like me.” 

“What gave you the idea?” 

“The fact that I am poor.” 

“That has a harsh sound,” said 
the Doctor, “but it is about the 
truth — speaking of you strictly as 
a son-in-law. Your absence of 


means, of a profession, of visible 
resources or prospects, places you 
in a category from which it would 
be imprudent for me to select a hus- 
band for my daughter, who is a 
weak young woman with a large 
fortune. In any other capacity I am 
perfectly prepared to like you. As 
a son-in-law, I abominate you!” 

Morris Townsend listened re- 
spectfully. “I don’t think Miss 
Sloper is a weak woman,” he pres- 
ently said. 

“Of course you must defend her 
—it’s the least you can do. But I 
have known my child twenty years, 
and you have known her six weeks. 
Even if she were not weak, how- 
ever, you would still be a penniless 
man. 

“Ah, yes; that is my weakness! 
And therefore, you mean, I am 
mercenary—I only want your 
daughter’s money.” 

“J don’t say that. I am not 
obliged to say it; and to say it, save 
under stress of compulsion, would 
be very bad taste. I say simply 
that you belong to the wrong cate- 


gory.” 
“But .your daughter doesn’t 
marry a category,” Townsend 


urged, with his handsome smile. 
“She marries an individual — an in- 
dividual whom she is so good as to 
say she loves.” 

“An individual who offers so little 
in return!” 

“Is it possible to offer more than 
the most tender affection and a life- 
long devotion?” the young man de- 
manded. 

“It depends how we take it. It is 
possible to offer a few other things 
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besides; and not only is it possible, 
but it’s usual. A lifelong devotion is 
measured after the fact; and mean- 
while it is customary in these cases 
to give a few material securities. 
What are yours? A very handsome 
face and figure, and a very good 
manner. They are excellent as far 
as they go, but they don’t go far 
enough.” 

“There is one thing you should 
add to them,” said Morris; “the 
word of a gentleman!” 

“The word of a gentleman that 
you will always love Catherine? 
You must be a very fine gentleman 
to be sure of that.” 

“The word of a gentleman that I 
am not mercenary; that my affec- 
tion for Miss Sloper is as pure and 
disinterested a sentiment as was 
ever lodged in a human breast! I 
care no more for her fortune than 
for the ashes in that grate.” 

“I take note —I take note,” said 
the Doctor. “But having done so, I 
turn to our category again. Even 


with that solemn vow on your lips, - 


you take your place in it. There is 
nothing against you but an acci- 
dent, if you will; but with my thirty 
years’ medical practice, I have seen 
that accidents may have far-reach- 
ing consequences.” 

Morris smoothed his hat — it was 
already remarkably glossy — and 
continued to display a self-control 
which, as the Doctor was obliged 
to admit, was extremely creditable 
to him. But his disappointment was 
evidently keen. 

“Is there nothing I can do to 
make you believe in me?” 


“If there were I should be sorry 
to suggest it, for —don't you see? 
—I don’t want to believe in you!” 
said the Doctor, smiling. 

“I would go and dig in the fields.” 

“That would be foolish.” 

“T will take the first work that 
offers, to-morrow.” 

“Do so by all means —but for 
your own sake, not for mine.” 

“I see; you think I am an idler!” 
Morris exclaimed, a little too much 
in the tone of a man who has made 
a discovery. But he saw his error 
immediately, and blushed. 

“It doesn’t matter what I think, 
when once I have told you I don’t, 
think of you as a son-in-law.” 

But Morris persisted. “You think 
I would squander her money.” 

The Doctor smiled. “It doesn’t 
matter, as I say; but I plead guilty 
to that.” 

“That’s because I spent my own, 
I suppose,” said Morris. “I frankly 
confess that. I have been wild. I 
have been foolish. I will tell you 
every crazy thing I ever did, if you 
like. There were some great follies 
among the number — I have never 
concealed that. But I have sown my 
wild oats. Isn’t there some proverb 
about a reformed rake? I was not a 
rake, but I assure you I have re- 
formed. It is better to have amused 
oneself for a while and have done 
with it. Your daughter would never 
care for a milksop; and I will take 
the liberty of saying that you would 
like one quite as little. Besides, be- 
tween my money and hers there is 
a great difference. I spent my own; 
it was because it was my own that 
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I spent it. And I made no debts; 
when it was gone I stopped. I don’t 
owe a penny in the world.” 

“Allow-me to inquire what you 
are living on now — though I ad- 
mit,” the Doctor added, “that the 
question, on my part, is inconsist- 
ent.” 

“I am living on the remnants of 
my property,” said Morris Town- 
send. 

“Thank you!” the Doctor gravely 
replied. 

Yes, certainly, Morris’s self-con- 
trol was laudable. “Even admitting 
I attach an undue importance to 
Miss Sloper’s fortune,” he went on, 
“would not that be in itself an as- 
surance that I should take much 
care of it?” 

“That you should take too much 
care would be quite as bad as that 
you should take too little. Cath- 
erine might suffer as much by your 
economy as by your extrava- 
gance.” 

“I think you are very unjust!” 
The young man made this decla- 
ration decently, civilly, without vi- 
olence. ; 

“It is your privilege to think so, 
and I surrender my reputation to 
you! I certainly don’t flatter myself 
I gratify you.” 

“Don’t you care a little to gratify 
your daughter? Do you enjoy the 
idea of making her miserable?” 


“I am perfectly resigned to her 


thinking me a tyrant for a twelve- 
month.” 

“For a twelvemonth!” exclaimed 
Morris, with a laugh. 

“For a lifetime, then! She may 


as well be miserable in that way 
as in the other.” ‘ 

Here at last Morris lost his tem- 
per. “Ah, you are not polite, sir!” 
he cried. 

“You push me to it— you argue 
too much.” 

“T have a great deal at stake.” 

“Well, whatever it is,” said the 
Doctor, “you have lost it!” 

“Are you sure of that?” asked 
Morris; “are you sure your daugh- 
ter will give me up?” 

“I mean, of course, you have 
lost it as far as I am concerned. As 
for Catherine’s giving you up— 
no, I am not sure of it. But as I 
shall strongly recommend it, as I 
have a great fund of respect and 
affection in my daughter’s mind to 
draw upon, and as she has the 
sentiment of duty developed in a 
very high degree, I think it ex- 
tremely possible.” 

Morris Townsend began to 
smooth his hat again. “I too have a 
fund of affection to draw upon!” 
he observed at last. 

The Doctor at this point showed 
his own first symptoms of irrita- 
tion. “Do you mean to defy me?” 

“Call it what you please, sir! I 
mean not to give your daughter 
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The Doctor shook his head. “I 
haven’t the least fear of your pining 
away your life. You are made to 
enjoy it.” 

Morris gave a laugh. “Your op- 
position to my marriage is all the 
more cruel, then! Do you intend 
to forbid your daughter to see me 
again?” 
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“She is past the age at which 
people are forbidden, and I am not 
a father in an old-fashioned novel. 
But I shall strongly urge her to 
break with you.” 

“IT don’t think she will,” said 
Morris Townsend. 

“Perhaps not. But I shall have 
done what I could.” 

“She has gone too far,” Morris 
went on. 

“To retreat? Then let her stop 
where she is.” 

“Too far to stop, I mean.” 

The Doctor looked at him a mo- 
ment; Morris had his hand on the 
door. “There is a great deal of im- 
pertinence in your saying it.” 

“I will say no more, sir!” Morris 
answered; and, making his bow, he 
left the room. 
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Ir may be thought the Doctor was 
too positive, and Mrs. Almond inti- 
mated as much. But, as he said, he 
had his impression; it seemed to 
him sufficient, and he had no wish 
to modify it. He had passed his life 
in estimating people (it was part 
of the medical trade), and in nine- 
teen cases out of twenty he was 
right. 

“Perhaps Mr. Townsend is the 
twentieth case,” Mrs. Almond sug- 
gested. 

“Perhaps he is, though he doesn’t 
look to me at all like a twentieth 
case. But I will give him the bene- 
fit of the doubt, and, to make sure, 
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I will go and talk with Mrs. Mont- 
gomery. She will almost certainly 
tell me I have done right; but it is 
just possible that she will prove to 
me that I have made the greatest 
mistake of my life. If she does, I 
will beg Mr. Townsend’s pardon. 
You needn’t invite her to meet me, 
as you kindly proposed; I will write 
her a, frank letter, telling her how 
matters stand, and asking leave to 
come and see her.” 

“I am afraid the frankness will 
be chiefly on your side. The poor 
little woman will stand up for her 
brother, whatever he may be.” 

“Whatever he may be? I doubt 
that. People are not always so fond 
of their brothers.” 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Almond, “when 
it’s a question of thirty thousand a 
year coming into a family ——” 

“If she stands up for him on ac- 
count of the money, she will be a 
humbug. If she is a humbug I shall 
see it. If I see it, I won’t waste time 
with her.” 

“She is not a humbug — she is an 
exemplary woman. She will not 
wish to play her brother a trick 
simply because he is selfish.” 

“If she is worth talking to, she 
will sooner play him a trick than 
that he should play Catherine one. 
Has she seen Catherine, by the way 
— does she know her?” 

“Not to my knowledge. Mr. 
Townsend can have had no par- 
ticular interest in bringing them to- 
gether.” 

“If she is an exemplary woman, 
no. But we shall see to what extent 
she answers your description.” 

“T shall be curious to hear her 
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description of you!” said Mrs. Al- 
mond, with a laugh. “And, mean- 
while, how is Catherine taking-it?” 

“As she takes everything — as a 
matter of course.” 

“Doesn't she make a_ noise? 
Hasn’t she made a scene?” 

“She is not scenic.” 

“I thought a love-lorn maiden 
was always scenic.” 

“A fantastic widow is more so. 
Lavinia has made me a speech; 
she thinks me very arbitrary.” 

“She has a talent for being in 
the wrong,” said Mrs. Almond. 
“But I am very sorry for Catherine, 
all the same.” 

“So am I. But she will get over 
Tiss 

“You believe she will give him 
up?” 

“I count upon it. She has such 
an admiration for her father.” 

“Oh, we know all about that! 
But it only makes me pity her 
the more. It makes her dilemma 
the more painful, and the effort of 
choosing between you and her 
lover almost impossible.” 

“If she can’t choose, all the bet- 
ter.” 
treating her to choose, and Lavinia 
will pull on that side.” 

“I am glad she is not on my side; 
she is capable of ruining an excel- 
lent cause. The day Lavinia gets 
into your boat it capsizes. But she 
had better be careful,” said the 
Doctor. “I will have no treason in 
my house!” 

“I suspect she will be careful, 
for she is at bottom very much 
afraid of you.” 


“Yes, but he will stand there en- 


“They are both afraid of me— 
harmless as I am!” the Doctor an- 
swered, “And it is on that that I 
build — on the salutary terror I in- 
spire!” 
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He wrote his frank letter to Mrs. 
Montgomery, who punctually an- 
swered it, mentioning an hour at 
which he might present himself in 
the Second Avenue. She lived in a 
neat little house of red_ brick, 
which had been freshly painted, 
with the edges of the bricks very 
sharply marked out in white. It has 
now disappeared, with its com- 
panions, to make room for a row 
of structures more majestic. There 
were green shutters upon the win- 
dows, without slats, but pierced 
with little holes, arranged in 
groups; and before the house was 
a diminutive yard, ornamented 
with a bush of mysterious charac- 
ter, and surrounded by a low 
wooden paling, painted in the same 
green as the shutters. The place 
looked like a magnified baby- 
house, and might have been taken 
down from a shelf in a toy-shop. 
Dr. Sloper, when he went to call, 
said to himself, as he glanced at 
the objects I have enumerated, 
that Mrs. Montgomery was evi- 
dently a thrifty and self-respecting 
little person — the modest propor- 
tions of her dwelling seemed to 
indicate that she was of small stat- 
ure — who took a virtuous satisfac- 
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tion in keeping herself tidy, and 
had resolved that, since she might 
not be splendid, she would at least 
be immaculate. She received him 
in a little parlour, which was pre- 
cisely the parlour he had expected: 
a small unspeckled bower, orna- 
mented with a desultory foliage of 
tissue-paper, and with clusters of 
glass drops, amid which — to carry 
out the analogy — the temperature 
of the leafy season was maintained 
by means of a cast-iron stove, emit- 
ting a dry blue flame, and smelling 
strongly of varmish. The walls 
were embellished with engravings 
swathed in pink gauze, and the 
tables ornamented with volumes of 
extracts from the poets, usually 
bound in black cloth stamped with 
florid designs in jaundiced gilt. The 
Doctor had time to take cognisance 
of these details, for Mrs. Montgom- 
ery, whose conduct he pronounced 
under the circumstances inexcus- 
able, kept him waiting some ten 
minutes before she appeared. At 
last, however, she rustled in, 
smoothing down a. stiff poplin 
dress, with a little frightened flush 
in a gracefully-rounded check. 
She was a small, plump, fair 
woman, with a bright, clear eye, 
and an extraordinary air of neat- 
ness and briskness. But these quali- 
ties were evidently combined 
with an unaffected humility, and 
the Doctor gave her his esteem as 
soon as he had looked at her. A 
brave little person, with lively per- 
ceptions, and yet a disbelief in her 
own talent for social, as distin- 
guished from practical, affairs — 


this was his rapid mental résumé 
of Mrs. Montgomery, who, as he 
saw, was flattered by what she re- 
garded as the honour of his visit. 
Mrs. Montgomery, in her little red 
house in the Second Avenue, was 
a person for whom Dr. Sloper was 
one of the great men, one of the 
fine gentlemen of New York; and 
while she fixed her agitated eyes 
upon him, while she clasped her 
mittened hands together in her 
glossy poplin lap, she had the ap- 
pearance of saying to herself that 
he quite answered her idea of what 
a distinguished guest would natu- 
rally be. She apologised for being 


‘late; but he interrupted her. 


“Tt doesn’t matter,” he said; “for 
while I sat here I had time to think 
over what I wish to say to you, and 
to make up my mind how to begin.” 

“Oh, do begin!” murmured Mrs. 
Montgomery. 

“Tt is not so easy,” said the Doc- 
tor, smiling. “You will have gath- 
ered from my letter that I wish to 
ask you a few questions, and you 
may not find it very comfortable 
to answer them.” 

“Yes; I have thought what I 
should say. It is not very easy.” 

“But you must understand my 
situation — my state of mind. Your 
brother wishes to marry my daugh- 
ter, and I wish to find out what 
sort of a young man he is. A good 
way to do so seemed to be to 
come and ask you; which I have 
proceeded to do.” 

Mrs. Montgomery evidently took 
the situation very seriously; she 
was in a state of extreme moral 
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concentration. She kept her pretty 
eyes, which were illumined by a 
sort of brilliant modesty, attached 
to his own countenance, and evi- 
dently paid the most earnest at- 
tention to each of his words. Her 
expression indicated that she 
thought his idea of coming to see 
her a very superior conception, 
but that she was really afraid to 
have opinions on strange subjects. 

“I am extremely glad to see 
you,” she said, in a tone which 
seemed to admit, at the same time, 
that this had nothing to do with 
the question. 

The Doctor took advantage of 
this admission. “I didn’t come to 
see you for your pleasure; I came 
to make you say disagreeable 
things—and you can’t like that. 
What sort of a gentleman is your 
brother?” 

Mrs. Montgomery’s illuminated 
gaze grew vague, and began to 
wander. She smiled a little, and 
for some time made no answer, so 
that the Doctor at last became im- 
patient. And her answer, when it 
came, was not satisfactory. “It is 
difficult to talk about one’s broth- 
er.” 

“Not when one is fond of him, 
and when one has plenty of good 
to! say.” 

“Yes, even then, when a good 
deal depends on it,” said Mrs. 


Montgomery. 
“Nothing depends on it, for you.” 
“I mean for —for——” and she 
hesitated. 


“For your brother himself. I 
see!” 


“I mean for Miss Sloper,” said 
Mrs. Montgomery. 

The Doctor liked this; it had the 
accent of sincerity. “Exactly; that’s 
the point. If my poor girl should 
marry your brother, everything — 
as regards her happiness — would 
depend on his being a good fel- 
low. She is the best creature in 
the world, and she could never do 
him a grain of injury. He, on the 
other hand, if he should not be all 
that we desire, might make her 
very miserable. That is why I want 
you to throw some light upon his 
character, you know. Of course 
you are not bound to do it. My 
daughter, whom you have never 
seen, is nothing to you; and I, pos- 
sibly, am only an indiscreet and 
impertinent old man. It is per- 
fectly open to you to tell me that 
my visit is in very bad taste and 
that I had better go about my 
business. But I don’t think you 
will do this; because I think we 
shall interest you, my poor girl 
and I. I am sure that if you were 
to see Catherine, she would inter- 
est you very much. I don’t mean 
because she is interesting in the 
usual sense of the word, but be- 
cause you would feel sorry for her. 
She is so soft, so simple-minded, 
she would be such an easy victim! 
A bad husband would have re- 
markable facilities for making her 
miserable; for she would have 
neither the intelligence nor the 
resolution to get the better of him, 
and yet she would have an exag- 
gerated power of suffering. I see,” 
added the Doctor, with his most 
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insinuating, his most professional 
laugh, “you are already interested!” 

“I have been interested from the 
moment he told me he was en- 
gaged,” said Mrs. Montgomery. 

“Ah! he says that—he calls it 
an engagement?” 

“Oh, he has told me you didn’t 
like it.” 

“Did he tell you that I don’t 
like him?” 

“Yes, he told me that too. I said 
I couldn’t help it!” added Mrs. 
Montgomery. 

“Of course you can’t. But what 
you can do is to tell me I am right 
—to give me an attestation, as it 
were.” And the Doctor accompa- 
nied this remark with another pro- 
fessional smile. 

Mrs. Montgomery, however, 
smiled not at all; it was obvious 
that she could not take the humor- 
ous view of his appeal. “That is 
a good deal to ask,” she said at 
last. 

“There can be no doubt of that; 
and I must, in conscience, remind 
you of the advantages a young 
man marrying my daughter would 
enjoy. She has an income of ten 
thousand dollars in her own right, 
left her by her mother; if she mar- 
ries a husband I approve, she will 
come into almost twice as much 
more at my death.” 

Mrs. Montgomery listened in 
great earnestness to this splendid 
financial statement; she had never 
heard thousands of dollars so fa- 
miliarly talked about. She flushed 
a little with excitement. “Your 
daughter will be immensely rich,” 
she said softly. 


“Precisely — that’s the bother of 
it 

“And if Morris should marry 
her, he —he——” And she hesi- 
tated timidly. 

“He would be master of all that 
money? By no means. He would 
be master of the ten thousand a 
year that she has from her mother; 
but I should leave every penny of 
my own fortune, earned in the 
laborious exercise of my profession, 
to public institutions.” 

Mrs. Montgomery dropped her 
eyes at this, and sat for some time 
gazing at the straw matting which 
covered her floor. 

“I suppose it seems to you,” 
said the Doctor, laughing, “that 
in so doing I should play your 
brother a very shabby trick.” 

“Not at all. That is too much 
money to get possession of so 
easily, by marrying. I don’t think 
it would be right.” : 

“It’s right to get all one can. 
But in this case your brother 
wouldn’t be able. If Catherine mar- 
ries without my consent, she 
doesn’t get a penny from my own 
pocket.” 

“Is that certain?” asked Mrs. 
Montgomery, looking up. 

“As certain as that I sit here!” 

“Even if she should pine away?” 

“Even if she should pine to a 
shadow, which isn’t probable.” 

“Does Morris know this?” 

“I shall be most happy to in- 
form him!” the Doctor exclaimed. 

Mrs. Montgomery resumed. her 
meditations, and her visitor, who 
was prepared to give time to the 
affair, asked himself whether, in 
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spite of her little conscientious air, 
she was not playing into her 
brother’s hands. At the same time 
he was half ashamed of the ordeal 
to which he had subjected her, 
and was touched by the gentle- 
ness with which she bore it. “If she 
were a humbug,” he said, “she 
would get angry; unless she be 
very deep indeed. It is not prob- 
able that she is as deep as that.” 

“What makes you dislike Morris 
so much?” she presently asked, 
emerging from her reflexions. 

“I don’t dislike him in the least 
as a friend, as a companion. He 
seems to me a charming fellow, 
and I should think he would be 
excellent company. I dislike him, 
exclusively, as a son-in-law. If the 
only office of a son-in-law were to 
dine at the paternal table, I should 
set a high value upon your brother. 
He dines capitally. But that is a 
small part of his function, which, 
in general, is to be a protector and 
caretaker of my child, who is sin- 
gularly ill-adapted to take care of 
herself. It is there that he doesn’t 
satisfy me. I confess I have noth- 
ing but my impression to go by; 
but I am in the habit of trusting 
my impression. Of course you are 
at liberty to contradict it flat. He 
strikes me as selfish and shallow.” 

Mrs. Montgomery’s eyes e€x- 
panded a little, and the Doctor 
fancied he saw the light of admira- 
tion in them. “I wonder you have 
discovered he is selfish!” she ex- 
claimed. 

“Do you think he hides it so 
well?” 

“Very well indeed,” said Mrs. 


Montgomery. “And I think we are 
all rather selfish,” she added 
quickly. 

“T think so too; but I have seen 
people hide it better than he. You 
see I am helped by a habit I have 
of dividing people into classes, 
into types. I may easily be mis- 
taken about your brother as an in- 
dividual, but his type is written 
on his whole person.” 

“He is very good-looking,” said 
Mrs. Montgomery. 

The Doctor eyed her a moment. 
“You women are all the same! But 
the type to which your brother 
belongs was made to be the ruin 
of you, and you were made to be 
its handmaids and victims. The 
sign of the type in question is the 
determination — sometimes terrible 
in its quiet intensity—to accept 
nothing of life but its pleasures, 
and to secure these pleasures 
chiefly by the aid of your com- 
plaisant sex. Young men of this 
class never do anything for them- 
selves that they can get other peo- 
ple to do for them, and it is the 
infatuation, the devotion, the su- 
perstition of others that keeps them 
going. These others in ninety-nine 
cases out of a hundred are women. 
What our young friends chiefly in- 
sist upon is that some one else 
shall suffer for them; and women 
do that sort of thing, as you must 
know, wonderfully well.” The Doc- 
tor paused a moment, and then he 
added abruptly, “You have suffered 
immensely for your brother!” 

This exclamation was abrupt, as 
I say, but it was also perfectly 
calculated. The Doctor had been 
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rather disappointed at not finding 
his compact and comfortable little 
hostess surrounded in a more vis- 
ible degree by the ravages of Mor- 
ris Townsend’s immorality; but he 
had said to himself that this was 
not because the young man had 
spared her, but because she had 
contrived to plaster up _ her 
wounds. They were aching there, 
behind the varnished stove, the 
festooned engravings, beneath her 
own neat little poplin bosom; and 
if he could only touch the tender 
spot, she would make a movement 
that would betray her. The words 
I have just quoted were an attempt 
to put his finger suddenly upon the 
place; and they had some of the 
success that he looked for. The 
tears sprang for a moment to Mrs. 
Montgomery’s eyes, and she in- 
dulged in a proud little jerk of the 
head. 

“I don’t know how you have 
found that out!” she exclaimed. 

“By a philosophic trick — by 
what they call induction. You 
know you have always your option 
of contradicting me. But kindly 
answer me a question. Don’t you 
give your brother money! I think 
you ought to answer that.” 

“Yes, I have given him money,” 
said Mrs. Montgomery. 

“And you have not had much 
to give him?” 

She was silent a moment. “If 
you ask me for a confession of 
poverty, that is easily made. I am 
very poor.” 

“One would never suppose it 
from your — your charming house,” 
said the Doctor. “I learned from 


my sister that your income was 
moderate, and your family numer- 
ous.” 

“I have five children,” Mrs. 
Montgomery observed; “but I am 
happy to say I can bring them up 
decently.” 

“Of course you can—accom- 
plished and devoted as you are! 
But your brother has counted them 
over, I suppose?” 

“Counted them over?” 

“He knows there are five, I 
mean. He tells me it is he that 
brings them up.” 

Mrs. Montgomery stared a mo- 
ment, and then quickly — “Oh yes; 
he teaches them —— Spanish.” 

The Doctor laughed out. “That 
must take a great deal off your 
hands! Your brother also knows, 
of course, that you have very lit- 
tle money.” 

“I have often told him so!” Mrs. 
Montgomery exclaimed, more un- 
reservedly than she had _ yet 
spoken. She was apparently tak- 
ing some comfort in the Doctor’s 
clairvoyancy. 

“Which means that you have 
often occasion to, and that he of- 
ten sponges on you. Excuse the 
crudity of my language; I simply 
express a fact. I don’t ask you 
how much of your money he has 
had, it is none of my business. I 
have ascertained what I suspected 
— what I wished.” And the Doctor 
got up, gently smoothing his hat. 
“Your brother lives on you,” he 
said as he stood there. 

Mrs. Montgomery quickly rose 
from her chair, following her vis- 
itor’s movements with a look of 
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fascination. But then, with a cer- 
tain inconsequence—“I have 
never complained of him!” she 
said. 

“You needn’t protest — you have 
not betrayed him. But I advise 
you not to give him any more 
money.” 

“Don’t you see it is in my inter- 
est that he should marry a rich 
person?” she asked. “If, as you 
say, he lives on me, I can only 
wish to get rid of him, and to put 
obstacles in the way of his marry- 
ing is to increase my own difficul- 
ties.” 

“J wish very much you would 
come to me with your difficulties,” 
said the ‘Doctor. “Certainly, if I 
throw him back on your hands, 
the least I can do is to help you 
to bear the burden. If you will al- 
low me to say so, then, I shall 
take the liberty of placing in your 
hands, for the present, a certain 
fund for your brother’s support.” 

Mrs. Montgomery stared; she 
evidently thought he was jesting; 
but she presently saw that he was 
‘not, and the complication of her 
feelings became painful. “It seems 
to me that I ought to be very 
much offended with you,” she 
murmured. 

“Because I have offered you 
money? That’s a superstition,” said 
the Doctor. “You must let me 
come and see you again, and we 
will talk about these things. I 
suppose that some of your chil- 
dren are girls.” 

“I have two little girls,” said 
Mrs. Montgomery. 

“Well, when they grow up, and 


begin to think of taking husbands, 
you will see how anxious you will 
be about the moral character of 
these gentlemen. Then you will 
understand this visit of mine!” 

“Ah, you are not to believe that 
Morris’s moral character is bad!” 

The Doctor looked at her a lit- 
tle, with folded arms. “There is 
something I should greatly like — 
as a moral satisfaction. I should 
like to hear you say—‘He is 
abominably selfish!’ ” 

The words came out with the 
grave distinctness of his voice, and 
they seemed for an instant to cre- 
ate, to poor Mrs. Montgomery’s 
troubled vision, a material image. 
She gazed at it an instant, and 
then she turned away. “You dis- 
tress me, sir!” she exclaimed. “He 
is, after all, my brother, and his 
talents, his talents —-” On these 
last words her voice quavered, and 
before he knew it she had burst 
into tears. 

“His talents are first-rate!” said 
the Doctor. “We must find a 
proper field for them!” And he as- 
sured her most respectfully of his 
regret at having so greatly dis- 
composed her. “It’s all for my 
poor Catherine,” he went on. “You 
must know her, and you will see.” 

Mrs. Montgomery brushed away 
her tears, and blushed at having 
shed them. “I should like to know 
your daughter,” she answered; and 
then, in an instant — “Don't let her 
marry him!” 

Dr. Sloper went away with the 
words gently humming in his ears 
— “Don’t let her marry him!” They 
gave him the moral satisfaction of 
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which he had just spoken, and 
. their value was the greater that 
they had evidently cost a pang to 
poor little Mrs. Montgomery’s fam- 
ily pride. 
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He had been puzzled by the way 
that Catherine carried herself; her 
attitude at this sentimental crisis 
seemed to him unnaturally pas- 
sive. She had not spoken to him 
again after that scene in the li- 
brary, the day before his interview 
with Morris; and a week had 
elapsed without making any 
change in her manner. There was 
nothing in it that appealed for 
pity, and he was even a little dis- 
appointed at her not giving him 
an opportunity to make up for his 
harshness by some manifestation 
of liberality which should operate 
as a compensation. He thought a 
little of offering to take her for a 
tour in Europe; but he was deter- 
mined to do this only in case she 
should seem mutely to reproach 
him. He had an idea that she 
would display a talent for mute 
reproaches, and he was surprised 
at not finding himself exposed to 
these silent batteries. She said 
nothing, either tacitly or explicitly, 
and as she was never very talka- 
tive, there was now no especial el- 
oquence in her reserve. And poor 
Catherine was not sulky —a style 
of behaviour for which she had 
too little histrionic talent; she was 


simply very patient. Of course she 
was thinking over her situation, 
and she was apparently doing so 
in a deliberate and unimpassioned 
manner, with a view of making 
the best of it. 

“She will do as I have bidden 
her,” said the Doctor, and he 
made the further reflexion that 
his daughter was not a woman of 
a great spirit. I know not whether 
he had hoped for a little more re- 
sistance for the sake of a little 
more entertainment; but he said 
to himself, as he had said before, 
that though it might have its mo- 
mentary alarms, paternity was, 
after all, not an exciting vocation. 

Catherine, meanwhile, had made 
a discovery of a very different 
sort; it had become vivid to her 
that there was a great excitement 
in trying to be a good daughter. 
She had an entirely new feeling, 
which may be described as a state 
of expectant suspense about her 
own actions. She watched herself 
as she would have watched an- 
other person, and wondered what 
she would do. It was as if this 
other person, who was both her- 
self and not herself, had suddenly 
sprung into being, inspiring her 
with a natural curiosity as to the 
performance of untested func- 
tions, 

“I am glad I have such a good 
daughter,” said her father, kissing 
her, after the lapse of several days. 

“I am trying to be good,” she 


‘answered, turning away, with a 


conscience not altogether clear. 
“If there is anything you would 
like to say to me, you know you 


216 


Washington Square 


must not hesitate. You needn't feel 
obliged to be so quiet. I shouldn't 
care that Mr. Townsend should 
be a frequent topic of ‘conversa- 
tion, but whenever you have any- 
thing particular to say about him 
I shall be very glad to hear it.” 

“Thank you,” said Catherine; “I 
have nothing particular at pres- 
ent.” 

He never asked her whether 
she had seen Morris again, be- 
cause he was sure that if this had 
been the case she would tell him. 
She had, in fact, not seen him, she 
had only written him a long letter. 
The letter at least was long for 
her; and, it may be added, that it 
was long for Morris; it consisted 
of five pages, in a remarkably neat 
and handsome hand. Catherine’s 
handwriting was beautiful, and 
she was even a little proud of it; 
she was extremely fond of copy- 
ing, and possessed volumes of ex- 
tracts which testified to this ac- 
complishment; volumes which she 
had exhibited one day to her 
lover, when the bliss of feeling 
that she was important in his eyes 
was exceptionally keen. She told 
Morris in writing that her father 
had expressed the wish that she 
should not see him again, and that 
she begged he would not come to 
the house until she should have 
“made up her mind.” Morris re- 
plied with a passionate epistle, in 
which he asked to what, in Heav- 
en’s name, she wished to make 
up her mind. Had not her mind 
been made up two weeks before, 
and could it be possible that she 
entertained the idea of throwing 


him off? Did she mean to break 
down at the very beginning of 
their ordeal, after all the promises 
of fidelity she had both given and 
extracted? And he gave an ac- 
count of his own interview with 
her father —an account not iden- 
tical at all points with that offered 
in these pages. “He was terribly 
violent,” Morris wrote; “but you 
know my self-control. I have need 
of it all when I remember that I 
have it in my power to break in 
upon your cruel captivity.” Cath- 
erine sent him, in answer to this, 
a note of three lines. “I am in 
great trouble; do not doubt of my 
affection, but let me wait a little 
and think.” The idea of a struggle 
with her father, of setting up her 
will against his own, was heavy 
on her soul, and it kept her for- 
mally submissive, as a great physi- 
cal weight keeps us motionless. It 
never entered into her mind to 
throw her lover off; but from the 
first she tried to assure herself that 
there would be a peaceful way out 
of their difficulty. The assurance 
was vague, for it contained no el- 
ement of positive conviction that 
her father would change his mind. 
She only had an idea that if she 
should be very good, the situa- 
tion would in some mysterious 
manner improve. To be good, she 
must be patient, respectful, ab- 
stain from judging her father too 
harshly, and from committing any 
act of open defiance. He was per- 
haps right, after all, to think as he 
did; by which Catherine meant 
not in the least that his judge- 
ment of Morris’s motives in seek- 
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ing to marry her was perhaps a 
just one, but that it was probably 
natural and proper that conscien- 
tious parents should be suspicious 
and even unjust. There were prob- 
ably people in the world as bad 
as her father supposed Morris to 
be, and if there were the slightest 
chance of Morris being one of 
these sinister persons, the Doctor 
was right in taking it into account. 
Of course he could not know what 
she knew, how the purest love and 
truth were seated in the young 
man’s eyes; but Heaven, in its 
time, might appoint a way of 
bringing him to such knowledge. 
Catherine expected a good deal of 
Heaven, and referred to the skies 
the initiative, as the French say, 
in dealing with her dilemma. She 
could not imagine herself impart- 
ing any kind of knowledge to her 
father, there was something supe- 
rior even in his injustice and ab- 
solute in his mistakes. But she 
could at least be good, and if she 
were only good enough, Heaven 
would invent some way of recon- 
ciling all things—the dignity of 
her father’s errors and the sweet- 
ness of her own confidence, the 
strict performance of her filial du- 
ties and the enjoyment of Morris 
Townsend’s affection. Poor Cath- 
erine would have been glad to re- 
gard Mrs. Penniman as an illu- 
minating agent, a part which this 
lady herself indeed was but im- 
perfectly prepared to play. Mrs. 
Penniman took too much satis- 
faction in the sentimental shad- 
ows of this little drama to have; 
for the moment, any great inter- 


est in dissipating them. She wished 
the plot to thicken, and the advice 
that she gave her niece tended, in 
her own imagination, to produce 
this result. It was rather incoher- 
ent counsel, and from one day to 
another it contradicted itself; but 
it was pervaded by an earnest de- 
sire that Catherine should do 
something striking. “You must act, 
my dear; in your situation the 
great thing is to act,” said Mrs. 
Penniman, who found her niece al- 
together beneath her opportuni- 
ties. Mrs. Penniman’s real hope 
was that the girl would make a 
secret marriage, at which she 
should officiate as brideswoman or 
duenna. She had a vision of this 
ceremony being performed in some 
subterranean chapel — subterra- 
nean chapels in New York were 
not frequent, but Mrs. Penniman’s 
imagination was not chilled by tri- 
fles—and of the guilty couple — 
she liked to think of poor Cather- 
ine and her suitor as the guilty 
couple — being shuffled away in a 
fast-whirling vehicle to some ob- 
scure lodging in the suburbs, 
where she would pay them (in a 
thick veil) clandestine visits, 
where they would endure a pe- 
riod of romantic privation, and 
where ultimately, after she should 
have been their earthly provi- 
dence, their intercessor, their ad- 
vocate, and their medium of com- 
munication with the world, they 
should be reconciled to her brother 
in an artistic tableau, in which she 
herself should be somehow the 
central figure. She hesitated as yet 
to recommend this course to Cath- 
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erine, but she attempted to draw 
an attractive picture of it to Mor- 
ris Townsend. She was in daily 
communication with the young 
man, whom she kept informed by 
letters of the state of affairs in 
Washington Square. As he had 
been banished, as she said, from 
the house, she no longer saw him; 
but she ended by writing to him 
that she longed for an interview. 
This interview could take place 
only on neutral ground, and she 
bethought herself greatly before 
selecting a place of meeting. She 
had an inclination for Greenwood 
Cemetery, but she gave it up as 
too distant; she could not absent 
herself so long, as she said, with- 
out exciting suspicion. Then she 
thought of the Battery, but that 
was rather cold and windy, be- 
sides one’s being exposed to in- 
trusion from the Irish emigrants 
who at this point alight, with 
large appetites, in the New World, 
and at last she fixed upon an oys- 
ter saloon in the Seventh Avenue, 
kept by a negro — an establishment 
of which she knew nothing save 
that she had noticed it in passing. 
She made an appointment with 
Morris Townsend to meet him 
there, and she went to the tryst 
at dusk, enveloped in an impene- 
trable veil. He kept her waiting 
for half an hour—he had almost 
the whole width of the city to 
traverse — but she liked to wait, it 
seemed to intensify the situation. 
She ordered a cup of tea, which 
proved excessively bad, and_ this 
gave her a sense that she was suf- 
fering in a romantic cause. When 


Morris at last arrived, they sat to- 
gether for half an hour in the 
duskiest corner of a back shop; 
and it is hardly too much to say 
that this was the happiest half- 
hour that Mrs. Penniman had 
known for years. The situation was 
really thrilling, and it scarcely 
seemed to her a false note when 
her companion asked for an oyster 
stew, and proceeded to consume 
it before her eyes. Morris, indeed, 
needed all the satisfaction that 
stewed oysters could give him, for 
it may be intimated to the reader 
that he regarded Mrs. Penniman 
in the light of a fifth wheel to his 
coach. He was in a state of irrita- 
tion natural to a gentleman of fine 
parts who had been snubbed in a 
benevolent attempt to confer a dis- 
tinction upon a young woman of 
inferior characteristics, and the in- 
sinuating sympathy of this some- 
what desiccated matron appeared 
to offer him no practical relief. He 
thought her a humbug, and he 
judged of humbugs with a good 
deal of confidence. He had listened 
and made himself agreeable to her 
at first, in order to get a footing 
in Washington Square; and at 
present he needed all his self-com- 
mand to be decently civil. It would 
have gratified him to tell her that 
she was a fantastic old woman, 
and that he should like to put her 
into an omnibus and send _ her 
home. We know, however, that 
Morris possessed the virtue of self- 
control, and he had, moreover, the 
constant habit of seeking to be 
agreeable; so that, although Mrs. 
Penniman’s demeanour only exas- 
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perated his already unquiet nerves, 
he listened to her with a sombre 
deference in which she found 
much to admire. 
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Tuey had of course immediately 
spoken of Catherine. “Did she 
send me a message, or—or any- 
thing?” Morris asked. He appeared 
to think that she might have sent 
him a trinket or a lock of her 
hair. 

Mrs. Penniman was slightly em- 
barrassed, for she had not told her 
niece of her intended expedition. 
“Not exactly a message,” she said; 
“I didn’t ask her for one, because 
I was afraid to—to excite her.” 

“I am afraid she is not very ex- 
citable!” And Morris gave a smile 
of some bitterness. 

“She is better than that. She is 
steadfast — she is true!” 

“Do you think she will hold 
fast, then?” 

“To the death!” 

“Oh, I hope it won’t come to 
that,” said Morris. 

“We must be prepared for the 
worst, and that is what I wish to 
speak to you about.” 

“What do you call the worst?” 

“Well,” said Mrs, Penniman, 
“my brother’s hard, intellectual 
nature.” 

“Oh, the devil!” 

“He is impervious to pity,” Mrs. 
Penniman added, by way of ex- 
planation. 


“Do you mean that he won’t 
come round?” 

“He will never be vanquished 
by argument. I have studied him. 
He will be vanquished only by the 
accomplished fact.” 

“The accomplished fact?” 

“He will. come round after- 
wards,” said Mrs. Penniman, with 
extreme significance. “He cares for 
nothing but facts; he must be met 
by facts!” 

“Well,” rejoined Morris, “it is 
a fact that I wish to marry his 
daughter. I met him with that the 
other day, but he was not at all 
vanquished.” 

Mrs. Penniman was silent a lit- 
tle, and her smile beneath the 
shadow of her capacious bonnet, 
on the edge of which her black 
veil was arranged curtain-wise, 
fixed itself upon Morris’s face with 
a still more tender brilliancy. 
“Marry Catherine first and meet 
him afterwards!” she exclaimed. 

“Do you recommend that?” 
asked the young man, frowning 
heavily. 

She was a little frightened, but 
she went on with considerable 
boldness. “That is the way I see 
it: a private marriage —a private 
marriage.” She repeated the phrase 
because she liked it. 

“Do you mean that I should 
carry Catherine off? What do they 
call it— elope with her?” 

“It is not a crime when you are 
driven to it,” said Mrs. Penniman. 
“My husband, as I have told you, 
was a distinguished clergyman; one 
of the most eloquent men of his 
day. He once married a young 
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couple that had fled from the 
house of the young lady’s father. 
He was so interested in their story. 
He had no hesitation, and every- 
thing came out beautifully. The 
father was afterwards reconciled, 
and thought everything of the 
young man. Mr. Penniman married 
them in the evening, about seven 
o'clock. The church was so dark, 
you could scarcely see; and Mr. 
Penniman was intensely agitated; 
he was so sympathetic. I don’t be- 
lieve he could have done it again.” 

“Unfortunately Catherine and I 
have not Mr. Penniman to marry 
us,” said Morris. 

“No, but you have me!” rejoined 
Mrs. Penniman expressively. “I 
can’t perform the ceremony, but I 
can help you. I can watch.” 

“The woman’s an idiot,” thought 
Morris; but he was obliged to say 
something different. It was not, 
however, materially more civil. 
“Was it in order to tell me this 
that you requested I would meet 
you here?” 

Mrs. Penniman had been con- 
scious of a certain vagueness in 
her errand, and of not being able 
to offer him any very tangible re- 
ward for his long walk. “I thought 
perhaps you would like to see one 
who is so near to Catherine,” she 
observed, with considerable maj- 
esty. “And also,” she added, “that 
you would value an opportunity of 
sending her something.” 

Morris extended his empty 
hands with a melancholy smile. “I 
am greatly obliged to you, but I 
have nothing to send.” 

“Haven't you a word?” asked his 


companion, with her suggestive 
smile coming back. 

Morris frowned again. “Tell her 
to hold fast,” he said rather curtly. 

“That is a good word —a noble 
word. It will make her happy for 
many days. She is very touching, 
very brave,” Mrs. Penniman went 
on, arranging her mantle and pre- 
paring to depart. While she was 
so engaged she had an inspiration. 
She found the phrase that she 
could boldly offer as a vindication 
of the step she had taken. “If you 
marry Catherine at all risks,” she 
said, “you will give my brother a 
proof of your being what he pre- 
tends to doubt.” 

“What he pretends to doubt?” 

“Don’t you know what that is?” 
Mrs. Penniman asked almost play- 
fully. 

“It does not concern me to 
know,” said Morris grandly. 

“Of course it makes you angry.” 

“I despise it,’ Morris declared. 

“Ah, you know what it is, then?” 
said Mrs. Penniman, shaking her 
finger at him. “He pretends that 
you like — you like the money.” 

Morris hesitated a moment; and 
then, as if he spoke advisedly — 
“T do like the money!” 

“Ah, but not—but not as he 
means it. You don’t like it more 
than Catherine?” 

He leaned his elbows on the 
table and buried his head in his 
hands. “You torture me!” he mur- 
mured. And, indeed, this was al- 
most the effect of the poor lady’s 
too importunate interest in his sit- 
uation. 

But she insisted on making her 
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point. “If you marry her in spite 
of him, he will take for granted 
that you expect nothing of him, 
and are prepared to do without 
it. And so he will see that you are 
disinterested.” 

Morris raised his head a little, 
following this argument, “And 
what shall I gain by that?” 

“Why, that he will see that he 


has been wrong in thinking that 


you wished to get his money.” 

“And seeing that I wish he 
would go to the deuce with it, he 
will leave it to a hospital. Is that 
what you mean?” asked Morris. 

“No, I don’t mean that; though 
that would be very grand!” Mrs. 
Penniman quickly added. “I mean 
that having done you such an in- 
justice, he will think it his duty, 
at the end, to make some amends.” 

Morris shook his head, though 
it must be confessed he was a lit- 
tle struck with this idea. “Do you 
think he is so sentimental?” 

“He is not sentimental,” said 
Mrs. Penniman; “but, to be per- 
fectly fair to him, I think he has, 
in his own narrow way, a certain 
sense of duty.” 

There passed through Morris 
Townsend’s mind a rapid wonder 
as to what he might, even under 
a remote contingency, be indebted 
to from the action of this principle 
in Dr. Sloper’s breast, and the in- 
quiry exhausted itself in his sense 
of the ludicrous. “Your brother has 
no duties to me,” he said pres- 
ently, “and I none to him.” 

“Ah, but he has duties to Cath- 
erine.” 

“Yes, but you see that on that 


principle Catherine has duties to 
him as well.” 

Mrs. Penniman got up, with a 
melancholy sigh, as if she thought 
him very unimaginative. “She has 
always performed them faithfully; 
and now, do you think she has no 
duties to you?” Mrs. Penniman al- 
ways, even in conversation, itali- 
cised her personal pronouns. 

“It would sound harsh to say so! 
I am so grateful for her love,” 
Morris added. 

“IT will tell her you said that! 
And now, remember that if you 
need me, I am there.” And Mrs. 
Penniman, who could think of 
nothing more to say, nodded 
vaguely in the direction of Wash- 
ington Square. 

Morris looked some moments at 
the sanded floor of the shop; he 
seemed to be disposed to linger a 
moment. At last, looking up with 
a certain abruptness, “It is your 
belief that if she marries me he 
will cut her off?” he asked. 

Mrs. Penniman stared a little, 
and smiled. “Why, I have ex- 
plained to you what I think would 
happen — that in the end it would 
be the best thing to do.” 

“You mean that, whatever she 
does, in the long run she will get 
the money?” 

“Tt doesn’t depend upon her, 
but upon you. Venture to appear 
as disinterested as you are!” said 
Mrs. Penniman ingeniously. Mor- 
ris dropped his eyes on the sanded 
floor again, pondering this; and she 
pursued. “Mr. Penniman and I had 
nothing, and we were very happy. 
Catherine, moreover, has her 
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mother’s fortune, which, at the 
time my sister-in-law married, was 
considered a very handsome ont.” 

“Oh, don’t speak of that!” said 
Morris; and, indeed, it was quite 
superfluous, for he had contem- 
plated the fact in all its lights. 

“Austin married a wife with 
money — why shouldn’t you?” 

“Ah! but your brother was a 
doctor,” Morris objected. 

“Well, all young men can’t be 
doctors!” 

“I should think it an extremely 
loathsome profession,” said Mor- 
ris, with an air of intellectual in- 
dependence. Then in a moment, he 
went on rather inconsequently, 
“Do you suppose there is a will al- 
ready made in Catherine’s favour?” 

“I suppose so—even doctors 
must die; and perhaps a little in 
mine,” Mrs. Penniman frankly 
added. 

“And you believe he would cer- 
tainly change it — as regards Cath- 
erine?” 

“Yes: and then change it back 
again.” 

“Ah, but one can’t depend on 
that!” said Morris. 

“Do you want to depend on it?” 
Mrs. Penniman asked. 

Morris blushed a little. “Well, I 
am certainly afraid of being the 
cause of an injury to Catherine.” 

“Ah! you must not be afraid. 
Be afraid of nothing, and every- 
thing will go well!” 

And then Mrs. Penniman paid 
for her cup of tea, and Morris paid 
for his oyster stew, and they went 
out together into the dimly-lighted 
wilderness of the Seventh Avenue. 


The dusk had closed in completely 
and the street lamps were sepa- 
rated by wide intervals of a pave- 
ment in which cavities and fissures 
played a disproportionate part. An 
omnibus, emblazoned with strange 
pictures, went tumbling over the 
dislocated cobble-stones. 

“How will you go home?” Mor- 
ris asked, following this. vehicle 
with an interested eye. Mrs. Pen- 
niman had taken his arm. 

She hesitated a moment. “I 
think this manner would be pleas- 
ant,” she said; and she continued 
to let him feel the value of his 
support. 

So he walked with her through 
the devious ways of the west side 
of the town, and through the bus- 
tle of gathering nightfall in popu- 
lous streets, to the quiet precinct 
of Washington Square. They lin- 
gered a moment at the foot of 
Dr. Sloper’s white marble steps, 
above which a spotless white door, 
adorned with a glittering silver 
plate, seemed to figure, for Morris, 
the closed portal of happiness; and 
then Mrs. Penniman’s companion 
rested a melancholy eye upon a 
lighted window in the upper part 
of the house. 

“That is my room—my dear 
little room!” Mrs. Penniman re- 
marked. 

Morris started. “Then I needn't 
come walking round the Square 
to gaze at it.” 

“That’s as you please. But Cath- 
erine’s is behind; two noble win- 
dows on the second floor. I think 
you can see them from the other 
street.” 
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“I don’t want to see them, 
ma’am!” And Morris turned his 
back to the house. 

“T will tell her you have been 
here, at any rate,” said Mrs. Pen- 
niman, pointing to the spot where 
they stood; “and I will give her 
your message — that she is to hold 
fast!” 

“Oh, yes! of course. You know I 
write her all that.” 

“Tt seems to say more when it 
is spoken! And remember, if you 
need me, that I am there”; and 
Mrs. Penniman glanced at the 
third floor. 

On this they separated, and 
Morris, left to himself, stood look- 
ing at the house a moment; after 
which he turned away, and took a 
gloomy walk round the Square, on 
the opposite side, close to the 
wooden fence. Then he came back, 
and paused for a minute in front 
of Dr. Sloper’s dwelling. His eyes 
travelled over it; they even rested 
on the ruddy windows of Mrs. 
Penniman’s apartment. He thought 
it a devilish comfortable house. 
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Mrs. Penniman told Catherine 
that evening — the two ladies were 
sitting in the back parlour — that 
she had had an interview with 
Morris Townsend; and on receiv- 
ing this news the girl started with 
a sense of pain. She felt angry for 
the moment; it was almost the 
first time she had ever felt angry. 
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It seemed to her that her aunt was 
meddlesome; and from this came 
a vague apprehension that she 
would spoil something. 

“Tt don’t see why’ you should 
have seen him. I don’t think it 
was right,” Catherine said. 

“I was so sorry for him—it 
seemed to me some one ought to 
see him.” 

“No one but I,” said Catherine, 
who felt as if ‘she were making 
the most presumptuous speech of 
her life, and yet at the same time 
had an instinct that she was right 
in doing so. 

“But you wouldn’t, my dear,” 
Aunt Lavinia rejoined; “and I 
didn’t know what might have be- 
come of him.” 

“I have not seen him, because 
my father has forbidden it,” Cath- 
erine said very simply. 

There was a simplicity in this, 
indeed, which fairly vexed Mrs. 
Penniman. “If your father forbade 
you to go to sleep, I suppose you 
would keep awake!” she com- 
mented. 

Catherine looked at her. “I 
don’t understand you. You seem 
to be very strange.” 

“Well, my dear, you will un- 
derstand me some day!” And Mrs. 
Penniman, who was reading the 
evening paper, which she perused 
daily from the first line to the last, 
resumed her occupation. She 
wrapped herself in silence; she 
was determined Catherine should 
ask her for an account of her in- 
terview with Morris. But Cather- 
ine was silent for so long, that 
she almost lost patience; and she 
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was on the point of remarking to 
her that she was very heartless, 
when the girl at last spoke. 

“What did he say?” she asked. 

“He said he is ready to marry 
you any day, in spite of every- 
thing.” 

Catherine made no answer to 
this, and Mrs. Penniman almost 
lost patience again; owing to which 
she at last volunteered the infor- 
mation that Morris looked very 
handsome, but terribly haggard. 

“Did he seem sad?” asked her 
niece. 

“He was dark under the eyes,” 
said Mrs. Penniman. “So different 
from when I first saw him; though 
I am not sure that if I had seen 
him in this condition the first time, 
T should not have been even more 
struck with him. There is some- 
thing brilliant in his very misery.” 

This was, to Catherine’s sense, 
a vivid picture, and though she 
disapproved, she felt herself gaz- 
ing at it. “Where did you see 
him?” she asked presently. 

“In —in the Bowery; at a con- 
fectioner’s,” said Mrs. Penniman, 
who had a general idea that she 
ought to dissemble a little. 

“Whereabouts is the place?” 
Catherine inquired, after another 
pause. 

“Do you wish to go there, my 
dear?” said her aunt. 

“Oh no!” And Catherine got up 
from her seat and went to the 
fire, where she stood looking a 
while at the glowing coals. 

“Why are you so dry, Cather- 
ine?” Mrs. Penniman said at last. 

“So dry?” 


“So cold —so irresponsive.” 

The girl turned very quickly. 
“Did he say that?” 

Mrs. Penniman hesitated a mo- 
ment. “I will tell you what he 
said. He said he feared only one 
thing — that you would be afraid.” 

“Afraid of what?” 

“Afraid of your father.” 

Catherine turned back to the 
fire again, and then, after a pause, 
she said —“I am afraid of my fa- 
ther.” 

Mrs. Penniman got quickly up 
from her chair and approached her 
niece. “Do you mean to give him 
up, then?” 

Catherine for some time never 
moved; she kept her eyes on the 
coals. At last she raised her head 
and looked at her aunt. “Why do 
you push me so?” she asked. 

“I don’t push you. When have 
I spoken to you before?” 

“It seems to me that you have 
spoken to me several times.” 

“I am afraid it is necessary, 
then, Catherine,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man, with a good deal of solem- 
nity. “I am afraid you don’t feel 
the importance” She paused 
a little; Catherine was looking at 
her. “The importance of not dis- 
appointing that gallant young 
heart!” And Mrs, Penniman went 
back to her chair, by the lamp, 
and, with a little jerk, picked up 
the evening paper again. 

Catherine stood there before the 
fire, with her hands behind her, 
looking at her aunt, to whom it 
seemed that the girl had never had 
just this dark fixedness in her 
gaze. “I don’t think you under- 
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stand — or that you know me,” she 
said. 

“If I don’t, it is not wonderful; 
you trust me so little.” 

Catherine made no attempt to 
deny this charge, and for some 
time more nothing was said. But 
Mrs. Penniman’s imagination was 
restless, and the evening paper 
failed on this occasion to enchain 
ate 

“If you succumb to the dread of 
your father’s wrath,” she said, “I 
don’t know what will become of 
us.” 

“Did he tell you to say these 
things to me?” 

“He told me to use my influ- 
ence.” 

“You must be mistaken,” said 
Catherine. “He trusts me.” 

“I hope he may never repent of 
it!” And Mrs. Penniman gave a 
little sharp slap to her newspaper. 
She knew not what to make of her 
niece, who had suddenly become 
stern and contradictious. 

This tendency on Catherine’s 
part was presently even more ap- 
parent. “You had much better not 
make any more appointments with 
Mr. Townsend,” she said. “I don’t 
think it is right.” - 

Mrs. Penniman rose with con- 
siderable majesty. “My poor child, 
are you jealous of me?” she in- 
quired. 

“Oh, Aunt Lavinia!” murmured 
Catherine, blushing. 

“I don’t think it is your place to 
teach me what is right.” 

On this point Catherine made 
no concession. “It can’t be right 
to deceive.” 


“T certainly have not deceived 
you!” 

Yes; but I promised my fa- 
ther ——” 

“TJ have no doubt you promised 
your father. But I have promised 
him nothing!” 

Catherine had to admit this, and 
she did so in silence. “I don’t be- 
lieve Mr. Townsend himself likes 
it,” she said at last. 

“Doesn’t like meeting me?” 

“Not in secret.” 

“It was not in secret; the place 
was full of people.” 

“But it was a secret place — 
away off in the Bowery.” 

Mrs. Penniman flinched a little. 
“Gentlemen enjoy such things,” 
she remarked presently. “I know 
what gentlemen like.” 

“My father wouldn’t like it, if 
he knew.” 

“Pray, do you propose to inform 
him?” Mrs. Penniman inquired. 

“No, Aunt Lavinia. But please 
don’t do it again.” 

“If I do it again, you will in- 
form him: is that what you mean? 
I do not share your dread of my 
brother; I have always known how 
to defend my own position. But I 
shall certainly never again take 
any step on your behalf; you are 
much too thankless. I knew you 
were not a spontaneous nature, but 
I believed you were firm, and I 
told your father that he would 
find you so. I am disappointed — 
but your father will not be!” And 
with this, Mrs. Penniman  of- 
fered her niece a brief good-night, 
and withdrew to her own apart- 
ment, 
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CATHERINE sat alone by the par- 
lour fire —sat there for more than 
an hour, lost in her meditations. 
Her aunt seemed to her aggressive 
and foolish, and to see it so clearly 
—to judge Mrs. Penniman so pos- 
itively —made her feel old and 
grave. She did not resent the im- 
putation of weakness; it made no 
impression on her, for she had not 
the sense of weakness, and she 
was not hurt at not being appreci- 
ated. She had an immense respect 
for her father, and she felt that to 
displease him would be a misde- 
meanour analogous to an act of 
profanity in a great temple; but 
her purpose had slowly ripened, 
and she believed that her prayers 
had purified it of its violence. The 
evening advanced, and the lamp 
burned dim without her noticing 
it; her eyes were fixed upon her 
terrible plan. She knew her father 
was in his study—that he had 
been there all the evening; from 
time to time she expected to hear 
him move. She thought he would 
perhaps come, as he sometimes 
came, into the parlour. At last the 
clock struck eleven, and the house 
was wrapped in silence; the serv- 
ants had gone to bed. Catherine 
got up and went slowly to the 
door of the library, where she 
waited a moment, motionless. 
Then she knocked, and then she 
waited again. Her father had an- 


swered her, but she had not the 
courage to turn the latch. What 
she had said to her aunt was true 
enough — she was afraid of him; 
and in saying that she had no sense 
of weakness she meant that she 
was not afraid of herself. She 
heard him move within, and he 
came and opened the door for 
her. 

“What is the matter?” asked the 
Doctor. “You are standing there 
like a ghost.” 

She went into the room, but it 
was some time before she con- 
trived to say what she had come 
to say. Her father, who was in his 
dressing-gown and _ slippers, had 
been busy at his writing-table, and 
after looking at her for some mo- 
ments, and waiting for her to 
speak, he went and seated himself 
at his papers again. His back was 
turned to her —she began to hear 
the scratching of his pen. She re- 
mained near the door, with her 
heart thumping beneath her bod- 
ice; and she was very glad that 
his back was turned, for it seemed 
to her that she could more easily 
address herself to this portion of 
his person than to his face. At last 
she began, watching it while she 
spoke. 

“You told me that if I should 
have anything more to say about 
Mr. Townsend you would be glad 
to listen to it.” 

“Exactly, my dear,” said the 
Doctor, not turning round, but 
stopping his pen. 

Catherine wished it would go 
on, but she herself continued. “I 
thought I would tell you that I 
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have not seen him again, but that 
I should like to do so.” 

“To bid him good-bye?” asked 
the Doctor. 

The girl hesitated a moment. 
“He is not going away.” 

The Doctor wheeled slowly 
round in his chair, with a smile 
that seemed to accuse her of an 
epigram; but extremes meet, and 
Catherine had not intended one. 
“Tt is not to bid him good-bye, 
then?” her father said. 

“No, father, not that; at least, 
not for ever. I have not seen him 
again, but I should like to see 
him,” Catherine repeated. 

The Doctor slowly rubbed his 
under lip with the feather of his 
quill. 

“Have you written to him?” 

“Yes, four times.” 

“You have not dismissed him, 
then. Once would have done that.” 

“No,” ‘said Catherine; “I have 
asked him— asked him to wait.” 

Her father sat looking at her, 
and she was afraid he was going 
to break out into wrath; his eyes 
were so fine and cold. 

“You are a dear, faithful child,” 
he said at last. “Come here to your 
father.” And he got up, holding 
out his hands toward her. 

The words were a surprise, and 
they gave her an exquisite joy. 
‘She went to him, and he put his 
arm round her tenderly, sooth- 
ingly; and then he kissed her. 
After this he said: 

“Do you wish to make me very 
happy?” 

“T should like to—but I am 
_afraid I can’t,” Catherine answered. 


“You can if you will. It all de- 
pends on your will.” 

“Is it to give him up?” said 
Catherine. 

“Yes, it is to give him up.” 

And he held her still, with the 
same tenderness, looking into her 
face and resting his eyes on her 
averted eyes. There was a long 
silence; she wished he would re- 
lease her. 

“You are happier than I, fa- 
ther,” she said, at last. 

“I have no doubt you are un- 
happy just now. But it is better to 
be unhappy for three months and 
get over it, than for many years 
and never get over it.” 

“Yes, if that were so,” said 
Catherine. 

“Tt would be so; I am sure of 
that.” She answered nothing, and 
he went on. “Have you no faith 
in my wisdom, in my tenderness, 
in my solicitude for your future?” 

“Oh, father!” murmured the 
girl. 
“Don’t you suppose that I know 
something of men: their vices, 
their follies, their falsities?” 

She detached herself, and turned 
upon him. “He is not vicious — he 
is not false!” 

Her father kept looking at her 
with his sharp, pure eye. “You 
make nothing of my judgement, 
then?” 

“I can’t believe that!” 

“I don’t ask you to believe it, 
but to take it on trust.” 

Catherine was far from saying 
to herself that this was an ingen- 
ious sophism; but she met the ap- 
peal none the less squarely. “What 
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has he 
know?” 

“He has never done anything — 
he is a selfish idler.” 

“Oh, father, don’t abuse him!” 
she exclaimed pleadingly. 

“I don’t mean to abuse him; it 
would be a great mistake. You 
may do as you choose,” he added, 
turning away. 

“I may see him again?” 

“Just as you choose.” 

“Will you forgive me?” 

“By no means.” 

“It will only be for once.” 

“I don’t know what you mean 
by once. You must either give him 
up or continue the acquaintance.” 

“I wish to explain —to tell him 
to wait.” 

“To wait for what?” 

“Till you know him better — 
till you consent.” 

“Don’t tell him any such non- 
sense as that. I know him well 
enough, and I shall never consent.” 

“But we can wait a long time,” 
said poor Catherine, in a tone 
which was meant to express the 
humblest conciliation, but which 
had upon her father’s nerves the 
effect of an iteration not charac- 
terised by tact. 

The Doctor answered, however, 
quietly enough: “Of course you 
can wait till I die, if you like.” 

Catherine gave a cry of natural 
horror. 

“Your engagement will have one 
delightful effect upon you; it will 
make you extremely impatient for 
that event.” 

Catherine stood staring, and the 
Doctor enjoyed the point he had 


done—what do you 


made. It came to Catherine with 
the force—or rather with the 
vague impressiveness — of a logical 
axiom which it was not in her 
province to controvert; and yet, 
though it was a scientific truth, 
she felt wholly unable to accept it. 

“I would rather not marry, if 
that were true,” she said. 

“Give me a proof of it, then; for 
it is beyond a question that by en- 
gaging yourself to Morris Town- 
send you simply wait for my 
death.” 

She turned away, feeling sick 
and faint; and the Doctor went 
on. “And if you wait for it with 
impatience, judge, if you please, 
what his eagerness will be!” 

Catherine turned it over —her 
father’s words had such an author- 
ity for her that her very thoughts 
were capable of obeying him. 
There was a dreadful ugliness in 
it, which seemed to glare at her 
through the interposing medium 
of her own feebler reason. Sud- 
denly, however, she had an inspi- 
ration — she almost knew it to be 
an inspiration. 

“If I don’t marry before your 
death, I will not after,” she said. 

To her father, it must be ad- 
mitted, this seemed only another 
epigram; and as obstinacy, in 
unaccomplished minds, does not 
usually select such a mode of 
expression, he was the more sur- 
prised at this wanton play of a fixed. 
idea. 

“Do you mean that for an im- 
pertinence?” he inquired; an in- 
quiry of which, as he made it, he 
quite perceived the grossness. 
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“An impertinence? Oh, father, 
what terrible things you say!” 

“If you don’t wait for my death, 
you might as well marry immedi- 
ately; there is nothing else to wait 
for.” 

For some time Catherine made 
no answer; but finally she said: 

“I think Morris — little by little 
—might persuade you.” 

“T shall never let him speak to 
me again. I dislike him too much.” 

Catherine gave a long, low sigh; 
she tried to stifle it, for she had 
made up her mind that it was 
wrong to make a parade of her 
trouble, and to endeavour to act 
upon her father by the meretri- 
cious aid of emotion. Indeed, she 
even thought it wrong—in the 
sense of being inconsiderate — to 
attempt to act upon his feelings at 
all; her part was to effect some 
gentle, gradual change in his in- 
tellectual perception of poor Mor- 
ris’s character. But the means of 
effecting such a change were at 
present shrouded in mystery, and 
she felt miserably helpless and 
hopeless. She had exhausted all 
arguments, all replies. Her father 
might have pitied her, and in fact 
he did so; but he was sure he was 
right. 

“There is one thing you can tell 
Mr. Townsend when you see him 
again,” he said: “that if you marry 
without my consent, I don’t leave 
you a farthing of money. That will 
interest him more than anything 
else you can tell him.” 

“That would be very right,” 
Catherine answered. “I ought not 


in that case to have a farthing of 
your money.” 

“My dear child,” the Doctor ob- 
served, laughing, “your simplicity 
is touching. Make that remark, in 
that tone, and with that expression 
of countenance, to Mr. Townsend, 
and take a note of his answer. It 
won’t be polite —it will express 
irritation; and I shall be glad of 
that, as it will put me in the right; 
unless, indeed — which is perfectly 
possible — you should like him the 
better for being rude to you.” 

“He will never be rude to me,” 
said Catherine gently. 

“Tell him what I say, all the 
same.” 

She looked at her father, and 
her quiet eyes filled with tears. | 

“T think I will see him, then,” 
she murmured, in her timid voice. 

“Exactly as you choose!” And 
he went to the door and opened it 
for her to go out. The movement 
gave her a terrible sense of his 
turning her off. 

“It will be only once, for the 
present,” she added, lingering a 
moment. 

“Exactly as you choose,” he re- 
peated, standing there with his 
hand on the door. “I have told you 
what I think. If you see him, you 
will be an ungrateful, cruel child; 
you will have given your old fa- 
ther the greatest pain of his life.” 

This was more than the poor 
girl could bear; her tears over- 
flowed, and she moved towards 
her grimly consistent parent with 
a pitiful cry. Her hands were 
raised in supplication, but he 
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sternly evaded this appeal. In- 
stead of letting her sob out her 
misery on his shoulder, he simply 
took her by the arm and directed 
her course across the threshold, 
closing the door gently but firmly 
behind her. After he had done so, 
he remained listening. For a long 
time there was no sound; he knew 
that she was standing outside. He 
was sorry for her, as I have said; 
but he was so sure he was right. 
At last he heard her move away, 
and then her footstep creaked 
faintly upon the stairs. 

The Doctor took several turns 
round his study, with his hands in 
his pockets, and a thin sparkle, 
possibly of irritation, but partly 
also of something like humour, in 
his eye. “By Jove,” he said to him- 
self, “I believe she will stick —I 
believe she will stick!” And this 
idea of Catherine “sticking” ap- 
peared to have a comical side, and 
to offer a prospect of entertain- 
ment. He determined, as he said 
to himself, to see it out. 
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Ir was for reasons connected with 
this determination that on the mor- 
row he sought a few words of pri- 
vate conversation with Mrs. Penni- 
man. He sent for her to the library, 
and he there informed her that he 
hoped very much that, as regarded 
this affair of Catherine’s, she would 
mind her p’s and q’s. 


“I don’t know what you mean 
by such an expression,” said his 
sister. “You speak as if I were 
learning the alphabet.” 

“The alphabet of common sense 
is something you will never learn,” 
the Doctor permitted himself to re- 
spond. 

“Have you called me here to 
insult me?” Mrs. Penniman in- 
quired. 

“Not at all. Simply to advise 
you. You have taken up young 
Townsend; that’s your own affair. 
I have nothing to do with your 
sentiments, your fancies, your af- 
fections, your delusions; but what 
I request of you is that you will 
keep these things to yourself. I 
have explained my views to Cath- 
erine; she understands them per- 
fectly, and anything that she does 
further in the way of encouraging 
Mr. Townsend’s attentions will be 
in deliberate opposition to my 
wishes. Anything that you should 
do in the way of giving her aid 
and comfort will be — permit me 
the expression — distinctly treason- 
able. You know high treason is a 
capital offence; take care how you 
incur the penalty.” 

Mrs. Penniman threw back her 
head, with a certain expansion of 
the eye which she occasionally 
practised. “It seems to me that you 
talk like a great autocrat.” 

“T talk like my daughter’s fa- 
ther.” 

“Not like your sister’s brother!” 
cried Lavinia. 
“My dear 
Doctor, “I 


Lavinia,” said the 
sometimes wonder 
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whether I am your brother. We 
are so extremely different. In spite 
of differences, however, we can, 
at a pinch, understand each other; 
and that is the essential thing just 
now. Walk straight with regard to 
Mr. Townsend; that’s all I ask. It 
is highly probable you have been 
corresponding with him for the 
last three weeks— perhaps even 
seeing him. I don’t ask you— you 
needn’t tell me.” He had a moral 
conviction that she would contrive 
to tell a fib about the matter, which 
it would disgust him to listen to. 
“Whatever you have done, stop 
doing it. That’s all I wish.” 

“Don’t you wish also by chance 
to murder your child?” Mrs. Pen- 
niman inquired. 

“On the contrary, I wish to 
make her live and be happy.” 

“You will kill her; she passed a 
dreadful night.” 

“She won't die of one dreadful 
night, nor of a dozen. Remember 
that I am a distinguished physi- 
_ cian.” 

Mrs. Penniman hesitated a mo- 
ment. Then she risked her retort. 
“Your being a distinguished phy- 
sician has not prevented you from 
already losing two members of 
your family!” 

She had risked it, but her 
brother gave her such a terribly 
incisive look—a look so like a 
surgeon’s lancet—that she was 
frightened at her courage. And he 
answered her in words that cor- 
responded to the look: “It may 
not prevent me, either, from losing 
the society of still another.” 

Mrs. Penniman took herself off, 


with whatever air of depreciated 
merit was at her command, and 
repaired to Catherine’s room, 
where the poor girl was closeted. 
She knew all about her dreadful 
night, for the two had met again, 
the evening before, after Cather- 
ine left her father. Mrs. Penniman 
was on the landing of the second 
floor when her niece came up- 
stairs. It was not remarkable that 
a person of so much subtlety 
should have discovered that Cath- 
erine had been shut up with the 
Doctor. It was still less remarkable 
that she should have felt an ex- 
treme curiosity to learn the result 
of this interview, and that this sen- 
timent, combined with her great 
amiability and generosity, should 
have prompted her to regret the 
sharp words lately exchanged be- 
tween her niece and herself. As 
the unhappy girl came into sight, 
in the dusky corridor, she made a 
lively demonstration of sympathy. 
Catherine’s bursting heart was 
equally oblivious. She only knew 
that her aunt was taking her into 
her arms. Mrs. Penniman drew her 
into Catherine’s own room, and the 
two women sat there together, far 
into the small hours; the younger 
one with her head on the other's 
lap, sobbing and sobbing at first 
in a soundless, stifled manner, and 
then at last perfectly still. It grat- 
ified Mrs. Penniman to be able to 
feel conscientiously that this scene 
virtually removed the interdict 
which Catherine had placed upon 
her further communion with Mor- 
ris Townsend. She was not grati- 
fied, however, when, in coming 
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back to her niece’s room before 
breakfast, she found that Cather- 
ine had risen and was preparing 
herself for this meal. 

“You should not go to break- 
fast,” she said; “you are not well 
enough, after your fearful night.” 

“Yes, I am very well, and I am 
only afraid of being late.” 

“I can’t understand you!” Mrs. 
Penniman cried. “You should stay 
in bed for three days.” 

“Oh, I could never do that!” 
said Catherine, to whom this idea 
presented no attractions. 

Mrs. Penniman was in despair, 
and she noted, with extreme an- 
noyance, that the trace of the 
night’s tears had completely van- 
ished from Catherine’s eyes. She 
had a most impracticable physique. 
“What effect do you expect to 
have upon your father,” her aunt 
demanded, “if you come plump- 
ing down, without a vestige of any 
sort of feeling, as if nothing in 
the world had happened?” 

“He would not like me to lie in 
bed,” said Catherine simply. 

“All the more reason for your 
doing it. How else do you expect 
to move him?” 

Catherine thought a little. “I 
don’t know how; but not in that 
way. I wish to be just as usual.” 
And she finished dressing, and, ac- 
cording to her aunt’s expression, 
went plumping down into the pa- 
ternal presence. She was really too 
modest for consistent pathos. 

And yet it was perfectly true 
that she had had a dreadful night. 
Even after Mrs. Penniman left her 
she had had no sleep. She lay star- 
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ing at the uncomforting gloom, 
with her eyes and ears filled with 
the movement with which her fa- 
ther had turned her out of his 
room,*and of the words in which 
he had told her that she was a 
heartless daughter. Her heart was: 
breaking. She had heart enough 
for that. At moments it seemed to 
her that she believed him, and. 
that to do what she was doing, a 
girl must indeed be bad. She was 
bad; but she couldn’t help it. She 
would try to appear good, even if 
her heart were perverted; and 
from time to time she had a fancy’ 
that she might accomplish some- 
thing by ingenious concessions to 
form, though she should persist in 
caring for Morris. Catherine’s in- 
genuities were indefinite, and we 
are not called upon to expose their 
hollowness. The best of them per- 
haps showed itself in that fresh- 
ness of aspect which was so dis- 
couraging to Mrs. Penniman, who: 
was amazed at the absence of hag- 
gardness in a young woman who 
for a whole night had lain quiver- 
ing beneath a father’s curse. Poor 
Catherine was conscious of her 
freshness; it gave her a feeling 
about the future which rather 
added to the weight upon her 
mind. It seemed a proof that she 
was strong and solid and dense, 
and would live to a great age — 
longer than might be generally 
convenient; and this idea was de- 
pressing, for it appeared to sad- 
dle her with a pretension the more, 
just when the cultivation of any 
pretension was inconsistent with 
her doing right. She wrote that 
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day to Morris Townsend, request- 
ing him to come and see her on 
the morrow; using very few words, 
and explaining nothing. She would 
explain everything face to face. 
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On the morrow, in the afternoon, 
she heard his voice at the door, 
and his step in the hall. She re- 
ceived him in the big, bright front 
parlour, and she instructed the 
servant that if any one should call 
she was particularly engaged. She 
was not afraid of her father’s com- 
ing in, for at that hour he was al- 
ways driving about town. When 
Morris stood there before her, the 
first thing that she was conscious 
of was that he was even more 
beautiful to look at than fond rec- 
ollection had painted him; the next 
was that he had pressed her in his 
arms. When she was free again it 
appeared to her that she had now 
indeed thrown herself into the 
gulf of defiance, and even, for an 
instant, that she had been married 
to him. 

He told her that she had been 
very cruel, and had made him very 
unhappy; and Catherine felt 
acutely the difficulty of her des- 
tiny, which forced her to give pain 
in such opposite quarters. But she 
wished that, instead of reproaches, 
however tender, he would give her 
help; he was certainly wise enough, 
and clever enough, to invent some 
issue from their troubles. She ex- 


pressed this belief, and Morris 
received the assurance as if he 
thought it natural; but he inter- 
rogated, at first—as was natural 
too —rather than committed him- 
self to marking out a course. 

“You should not have made me 
wait so long,” he said. “I don't 
know how I have been living; 
every hour seemed like years. You 
should have decided sooner.” 

“Decided?” Catherine asked. 

“Decided whether you would 
keep me or give me up.” 

“Oh, Morris,” she cried, with a 
long tender murmur, “I never 
thought of giving you up!” 

“What, then, were you waiting 
for?” The young man was ardently 
logical. 

“T thought my father might— 
might ——” and she hesitated. 

“Might see how unhappy you 
were?” 

“Oh no! But that he might look 
at it differently.” 

“And now you have sent for 
me to tell me that at last he does 
so. Is that itr” 

This hypothetical optimism gave 
the poor girl a pang. “No, Morris,” 
she said solemnly, “he looks at it 
still in the same way.” 

“Then why have you sent for 
me?” 

“Because I wanted to see you!” 
cried Catherine piteously. 

“That’s an excellent reason, 
surely. But did you want to look 
at me only? Have you nothing to 
tell me?” 

_ His beautiful persuasive eyes 
were fixed upon her face, and she 
wondered what answer would be 
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noble enough to make to such a 
gaze as that. For a moment her 
own eyes took it in, and then —“I 
did want to look at you!” she said 
gently. But after this speech, most 
inconsistently, she hid her face. 

Morris watched her for a mo- 
ment, attentively. “Will you marry 
me to-morrow?” he. asked sud- 
denly. 

“To-morrow?” 

“Next week, then. Any time 
within a month.” 

“Isn’t it better to wait?” said 
Catherine. 

“To wait for what?” 

She hardly knew for what; but 
this tremendous leap alarmed her. 
“Till we have thought about it a 
little more.” 

He shook his head, sadly and 
reproachfully. “I thought you had 
been thinking about it these three 
weeks. Do you want to turn it 
over in your mind for five years? 
You have given me more than time 
enough. My poor girl,” he added 
in a moment, “you are not sin- 
cere!” 

Catherine coloured from brow 
to chin, and her eyes filled with 
tears. “Oh, how can you say that?” 
she murmured. 

“Why, you must take me or 
leave me,” said Morris, very rea- 
sonably. “You can’t please your 
father and me both; you must 
choose between us.” 

“I have chosen you!” she said 
passionately. 

“Then marry me next week.” 

She stood gazing at him. “Isn't 
there any other way?” 

“None that I know of for arriv- 


ing at the same result. If there is, 
I should be happy to hear of it.” 

Catherine could think of noth- 
ing of the kind, and Morris’s lu- 
minosity seemed almost pitiless. 
The only thing she could think of 
was that her father might, after 
all, come round, and she articu- 
lated, with an awkward sense of 
her helplessness in doing so, a 
wish that this miracle might hap- 
pen. 

“Do you think it is in the least 
degree likely?” Morris asked. 

“It would be, if he could only 
know youl” 

“He can know me if he will. 
What is to prevent it?” 

“His ideas, his reasons,” said 
Catherine. “They are so—so ter- 
ribly strong.” She trembled with 
the recollection of them yet. 

“Strong?” cried Morris. “I would 
rather you should think them 
weak.” 

“Oh, nothing about my father 
is weak!” said the girl. 

Morris turned away, walking to 
the window, where he stood look- 
ing out. “You are terribly afraid of 
him!” he remarked at last. 

She felt no impulse to deny it, 
because she had no shame in it; 
for if it was no honour to herself, 
at least it was an honour to him. 
“I suppose I must be,” she said 
simply. 

“Then you don’t love me — not 
as I love you. If you fear your fa- 
ther more than you love me, then 
your love is not what I hoped it 
was.” 

“Ah, my friend!” she said, go- 
ing to him. 
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“Do I fear anything?” he de- 
manded, turning round on her. 
“For your sake what am I not 
ready to face?” 

“You are noble — you are brave!” 
she answered, stopping short at a 
distance that was almost respect- 
ful. 

“Small good it does me, if you 
are so timid.” 

“J don’t think that I am —re- 
ally,” said Catherine. 

“{ don’t know what you mean 
by ‘really.’ It is really enough to 
make us miserable.” 

“I should be strong enough to 
wait — to wait a long time.” 

“And suppose after a long time 
your father should hate me worse 
than ever?” 

“He wouldn’t — he couldn’t!” 

“He would be touched by my 
fidelity? Is that what you mean? 
If he is so easily touched, then 
why should you be afraid of him?” 

This was much to the point, 
and Catherine was struck by it. 
“IT will try not to be,” she said. 
And she stood there submissively, 
the image, in advance, of a duti- 
ful and responsible wife. This im- 
age could not fail to recommend 
itself to Morris Townsend, and he 
continued to give proof of the 
high estimation in which he held 
her. It could only have been at 
the prompting of such a sentiment 
that he presently mentioned to her 
that the course recommended by 
Mrs. Penniman was an immediate 
union, regardless of consequences. 

“Yes, Aunt Penniman would like 
that,” Catherine said simply — and 
yet with a certain shrewdness. It 


must, however, have been in pure 
simplicity, and from motives quite 
untouched by sarcasm, that, a few 
moments after, she went on to say 
to Morris that her father had given 
her a message for him. It was quite 
on her conscience to deliver this 
message, and had the mission been 
ten times more painful she would 
have as scrupulously performed it. 
“He told me to tell you—to tell 
you very distinctly, and directly 
from himself, that if I marry with- 
out his consent, I shall not inherit 
a penny of his fortune. He made a 
great point of this. He seemed to 
think —he seemed to think —” 

Morris flushed, as any young 
man of spirit might have flushed 
at an imputation of baseness. 

“What did he seem to think?” 

“That it would make a differ- 
ence.” 

“It will make a difference — in 
many things. We shall be by many 
thousands of dollars the poorer; 
and that is a great difference. But 
it will make none in my affection.” 

“We shall not want the money,” 
said Catherine; “for you know I 
have a good deal myself.” 

“Yes, my dear girl, I know you 
have something. And he can’t 
touch that!” 

“He would never,” said Cather- 
ine. “My mother left it to me.” 

Morris was silent a while. “He 
was very positive about this, was 
he?” he asked at last. “He thought 
such a message would annoy me 
terribly, and make me throw off 
the mask, eh?” 

“I don’t know what he thought,” 
said Catherine wearily. 
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“Please tell him that I care for 
his message as much as for that!” 
And Morris snapped his fingers 
sonorously. 

“J don’t think I could tell him 
that.” 

“Do you know you sometimes 
disappoint me?” said Morris. 

“I should think I might. I dis- 
appoint every one—father and 
Aunt Penniman.” 

“Well, it doesn’t matter with 
me, because I am fonder of you 
than they are.” 

“Yes, Morris,” said the girl, with 
her imagination — what there was 
of it—swimming in this happy 
truth, which seemed, after all, in- 
vidious to no one. 

“Ts it your belief that he will 
stick to it— stick to it for ever, to 
this idea of disinheriting you? — 
that your goodness and patience 
will never wear out his cruelty?” 

“The trouble is that if I marry 
you, he will think I am not good. 
He will think that a proof.” 

“Ah, then, he will never forgive 
you!” 

This idea, sharply expressed by 
Morris’s handsome lips, renewed 
for a moment, to the poor girl’s 
temporarily pacified conscience, all 
its dreadful vividness. “Oh, you 
must love me very much!” she 
cried. 

“There is no doubt of that, my 
dear!” her lover rejoined. “You 
don’t like that word ‘disinher- 
ited,” ” he added in a moment. 

“It isn’t the money; it is that he 
should — that he should feel so.” 

“I suppose it seems to you a 
kind of curse,” said Morris. “It 


must be very dismal. But don’t 
you think,” he went on presently, 
“that if you were to try to be very 
clever, and to set rightly about it, 
you might in the end conjure it 
away? Don’t you think,” he con- 
tinued further, in a tone of sym- 
pathetic speculation, “that a really 
clever woman, in your place, 
might bring him round at last? 
Don’t you think ——” 

Here, suddenly, Morris was in- 
terrupted; these ingenious inquir- 
ies had not reached Catherine’s 
ears. The terrible word “disinher- 
itance,” with all its impressive 
moral reprobation, was still ring- 
ing there; seemed indeed to gather 
force as it lingered. The mortal 
chill of her situation struck more 
deeply into her child-like heart, 
and she was overwhelmed by a 
feeling of loneliness and danger. 
But her refuge was there, close to 
her, and she put out her hands to 
grasp it. “Ah, Morris,” she said, 
with a shudder, “I will marry you 
as soon as you please.” And she 
surrendered herself, leaning her 
head on his shoulder. 

“My dear good girl!” he ex- 
claimed, looking down at his prize. 
And then he looked up again, 
rather vaguely, with parted lips 
and lifted eyebrows. 
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Dr. SLOPER very soon imparted 
his conviction to Mrs. Almond, in 
the same terms in which he had 


237 


Washington Square 


announced it to himself. “She’s 
going to stick, by Jove! she’s go- 
ing to stick.” 

“Do you mean that she is going 
to marry him?” Mrs. Almond in- 
quired. 

“I don’t know that; but she is 
not going to break down. She is 
going to drag out the engage- 
ment, in the hope of making me 
relent.” 

“And shall you not relent?” 

“Shall a geometrical proposi- 
tion relent? I am not so superfi- 
cial.” 

“Doesn’t geometry treat of sur- 
faces?” asked Mrs. Almond, who, 
as we know, was clever, smil- 
ing. 

“Yes; but it treats of them pro- 
foundly. Catherine and her young 
man are my surfaces; I have taken 
their measure.” 

“You speak as if it surprised 
you.” 

“It is immense; there will be a 
great deal to observe.” 

“You are shockingly 
blooded!” said Mrs. Almond. 

“T need to be with all this hot 
blood about me. Young Townsend 
indeed is cool; I must allow him 
that merit.” 

“T can’t judge him,” Mrs. Al- 
mond answered; “but I am not at 
all surprised at Catherine.” 

“I confess I am a little; she must 
have been so deucedly divided 
and_ bothered.” 

“Say it amuses you outright! I 
don’t see why it should be such 
a joke that your daughter adores 
you.” 

“It is the point where the adora- 


cold- 


tion stops that I find it interesting 
tel fixe 

“It stops where the other senti- 
ment begins.” 

“Not at all —that would be sim- 
ple enough. The two things are 
extremely mixed up, and the mix- 
ture is extremely odd. It will pro- 
duce some third element, and 
that’s what I am waiting to see. I 
wait with suspense — with positive 
excitement; and that is a sort of 
emotion that I didn’t suppose 
Catherine would ever provide for 
me. I am really very much obliged 
to her.” 

“She will cling,” said Mrs. Al- 
mond; “she will certainly cling.” 

“Yes; as I say, she will stick.” 

“Cling is prettier. That's what 
those very simple natures always 
do, and nothing could be simpler 
than Catherine. She doesn’t take 
many impressions; but when she 
takes one she keeps it. She is like 
a copper kettle that receives a 
dent; you may polish up the ket- 
tle, but you can’t efface the mark.” 

“We must try and polish up 
Catherine,” said the Doctor. “I 
will take her to Europe.” 

“She won’t forget him in Eu- 
rope.” 

“He will forget her, then.” 

Mrs. Almond looked grave. 
“Should you really like that?” 

“Extremely!” said the Doctor. 

Mrs. Penniman, meanwhile, lost 
little time in putting herself again 
in communication with Morris 
Townsend. She requested him to 
favour her with another inter- 


. view, but she did not on this oc- 


casion select an oyster saloon as 
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the scene of their meeting. She 
proposed that he should join her 
at the door of a certain church, 
after service on Sunday afternoon, 
and she was careful not to appoint 
the place of worship which she 
usually visited, and where, as she 
said, the congregation would have 
spied upon her. She picked out a 
less elegant resort, and on issuing 
from its portal at the hour she had 
fixed she saw the young man 
standing apart. She offered him no 
recognition till she had crossed the 
street and he had followed her to 
some distance. Here, with a smile 
—“Excuse my apparent want of 
cordiality,” she said. “You know 
what to believe about that. Pru- 
dence before everything.” And on 
his asking her in what direction 
they should walk, “Where we 
shall be least observed,” she mur- 
mured. 

Morris was not in high good- 
humour, and his response to this 
speech was not particularly gal- 
lant. “I don’t flatter myself we 
shall be much observed any- 
where.” Then he turned recklessly 
toward the centre of the town. “I 
hope you have come to tell me 
that he has knocked under,” he 
went on. 

“T am afraid I am not altogether 
a harbinger of good; and yet, too, 
I am to a certain extent a messen- 
ger of peace. I have been thinking 
a great deal, Mr. Townsend,” said 
Mrs. Penniman. 

“You think too much.” 

“I suppose I do; but I can’t help 
it, my mind is so terribly active. 
When I give myself, I give my- 


self. I pay the penalty in my head- 
aches, my famous headaches —a 
perfect circlet of pain! But I carry 
it as a queen carries her crown. 
Would you believe that I have one 
now? I wouldn’t, however, have 
missed our rendezvous for any- 
thing. I have something very im- 
portant to tell you.” 

“Well, let’s have it,” said Mor- 
ris. 

“T was perhaps a little headlong 
the other day in advising you to 
marry immediately. I have been 
thinking it over, and now I see it 
just a little differently.” 

“You seem to have a great 
many different ways of seeing the 
same object.” 

“Their number is infinite!” said 
Mrs. Penniman, in a tone which 
seemed to suggest that this con- 
venient faculty was one of her 
brightest attributes. 

“I recommend you to take one 
way and stick to it,” Morris re- 
plied. 

“Ah! but it isn’t easy to choose. 
My imagination is never quiet, 
never satisfied. It makes me a bad 
adviser, perhaps; but it makes me 
a capital friend!” 

“A capital friend who gives bad 
advice!” said Morris. 

“Not intentionally—and who 
hurries off, at every risk, to make 
the most humble excuses!” 

“Well, what do you advise me 
now?” 

“To be very patient; to watch 
and wait.” 

“And is that bad 
good?” 

“That is not for me to say,” Mrs. 


advice or 
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Penniman rejoined, with some dig- 
nity. “I only pretend it’s sincere.” 
“And will you come to me next 
week and recommend something 
different and equally sincere?” 

“I may come to you next week 
and tell you that I am in the 
streets!” 

“In the streets?” 

“I have had a terrible scene 
with my brother, and he threat- 
ens, if anything happens, to turn 
me out of the house. You know I 
am a poor woman.” 

Morris had a speculative idea 
that she had a little property; but 
he naturally did not press this. 

“I should be very sorry to see 
you suffer martyrdom for me,” he 
said. “But you make your brother 
out a regular Turk.” 

Mrs. Penniman hesitated a lit- 
tle. 

“T certainly do not regard Aus- 
tin as a satisfactory Christian.” 

“And am I to wait till he is 
converted?” 

“Wait, at any rate, till he is less 
violent. Bide your time, Mr. Town- 
send; remember the prize is 
great!” 

Morris walked along some time 
in silence, tapping the railings and 
gateposts very sharply with his 
stick. 

“You certainly are devilish in- 
consistent!” he broke out at last. “T 
have already got Catherine to con- 
sent to a private marriage.” 

Mrs. Penniman was indeed in- 
consistent, for at this news she 


gave a little jump of gratification. ~ 


“Oh! when and where?” she 
cried. And then she stopped short. 


Morris was a little vague about 
this. 

“That isn’t fixed; but she con- 
sents. It’s deuced awkward, now, 
to back out.” 

Mrs. Penniman, as I say, had 
stopped short; and she stood there 
with her eyes fixed brilliantly on 
her companion. 

“Mr. Townsend,” she  pro- 
ceeded, “shall I tell you some- 
thing? Catherine loves you so 
much that you may do anything.” 

This declaration was slightly 
ambiguous, and Morris opened his 
eyes. 

“J am happy to hear it! But 
what do you mean by ‘any- 
thing’?” 

“You may postpone — you may 
change about; she won't think the 
worse of you.” 

Morris stood there still, with his 
raised eyebrows; then he said sim- 
ply and rather dryly — “Ah!” After 
this he remarked to Mrs. Penni- 
man that if she walked so slowly 
she would attract notice, and he 
succeeded, after a fashion, in hur- 
rying her back to the domicile of 
which her tenure had become so 
insecure. 
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He had slightly misrepresented the 
matter in saying that Catherine 
had consented to take the great 
step. We left her just now declar- 
ing that she would burn her ships 
behind her; but Morris, after hav- 
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ing elicited this declaration, had 
become conscious of good reasons 
for not taking it up. He avoided, 
gracefully enough, fixing a day, 
though he left her under the im- 
pression that he had his eye on 
one. Catherine may have had her 
difficulties; but those of her cir- 
cumspect suitor are also worthy of 
consideration. The prize was cer- 
tainly great; but it was only to be 
won by striking the happy mean 
between precipitancy and cau- 
tion. It would be all very well to 
take one’s jump and trust to Prov- 
idence; Providence was more es- 
pecially on the side of clever peo- 
ple, and clever people were known 
by an indisposition to risk their 
bones. The ultimate reward of a 
union with a young woman who 
was both unattractive and impov- 
erished ought to be connected 
with immediate disadvantages by 
some very palpable chain. Be- 
tween the fear of losing Cather- 
ine and her possible fortune alto- 
gether, and the fear of taking her 
too soon and finding this possible 
fortune as void of actuality as a 
collection of emptied bottles, it 
was not comfortable for Morris 
Townsend to choose; a fact that 
should be remembered by readers 
disposed to judge harshly of a 
young man who may have struck 
them as making but an indiffer- 
ently successful use of fine natu- 
ral parts. He had not forgotten 
that in any event Catherine had 
her own ten thousand a year; he 
had devoted an abundance of 
meditation to this circumstance. 
But with his fine parts he rated 


himself high, and he had a _ per- 
fectly definite appreciation of his 
value, which seemed to him in- 
adequately represented by the sum 
I have mentioned. At the same 
time he reminded himself that this 
sum was considerable, that every- . 
thing is relative, and that if a 
modest income is less desirable 
than a large one, the complete ab- 
sence of revenue is nowhere ac- 
counted an advantage. These re- 
flexions gave him plenty of occu- 
pation, and made it necessary that 
he should trim his sail. Dr. Slop- 
er’s opposition was the unknown 
quantity in the problem he had to 
work out. The natural way to work 
it out was by marrying Cather- 
ine; but in mathematics there are: 
many short cuts, and Morris was. 
not without a hope that he should 
yet discover one. When Catherine 
took him at his word and con- 
sented to renounce the attempt to 
mollify her father, he drew back 
skilfully enough, as I have said, 
and kept the wedding-day still an 
open question. Her faith in his 
sincerity was so complete that she 
was incapable of suspecting that: 
he was playing with her; her trou- 
ble just now was of another kind. 
The poor girl had an admirable 
sense of honour; and from the mo- 
ment she had brought herself to 
the point of violating her father’s 
wish, it seemed to her that she 
had no right to enjoy his protec- 
tion. It was on her conscience that 
she ought to live under his roof 
only so long as she conformed to 
his wisdom. There was a great 
deal of glory in such a position, 
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but poor Catherine felt that she 
had forfeited her claim to it. She 
had cast her lot with a young man 
against whom he had solemnly 
warned her, and broken the con- 
tract under which he provided her 
with a happy home. She could not 
give up the young man, so she 
must leave the home; and the 
sooner the object of her prefer- 
ence offered her another the 
sooner her situation would lose its 
awkward twist. This was close 
reasoning; but it was commingled 
with an infinite amount of merely 
- instinctive penitence. Catherine’s 
days at this time were dismal, and 
the weight of some of her hours 
was almost more than she could 
bear. Her father never looked at 
her, never spoke to her. He knew 
perfectly what he was about, and 
this was part of a plan. She looked 
at him as much as she dared (for 
she was afraid of seeming to of- 
fer herself to his observation), and 
she pitied him for the sorrow she 
had brought upon him. She held 
up her head and busied her hands, 
and went about her daily occupa- 
tions; and when the state of things 
in Washington Square seemed in- 
tolerable, she closed her eyes and 
indulged herself with an intellec- 
tual vision of the man for whose 
sake she had broken a sacred law. 
Mrs. Penniman, of the three per- 
sons in Washington Square, had 
much the most of the manner that 
belongs to a great crisis. If Cath- 
erine was quiet, she was quietly 
quiet, as I may say, and her pa- 
thetic effects, which there was no 
one to notice, were entirely un- 


studied and unintended. If the 
Doctor was stiff and dry and ab- 
solutely indifferent to the presence 
of his companions, it was so 
lightly, neatly, easily done, that 
you would have had to know him 
well to discover that, on the 
whole, he rather enjoyed having 
to be so disagreeable. But Mrs. 
Penniman was elaborately reserved 
and significantly silent; there was 
a richer rustle in the very delib- 
erate movements to which she 
confined herself, and when she oc- 
casionally spoke, in connexion 
with some very trivial event, she 
had the air of meaning something 
deeper than what she said. Be- 
tween Catherine and her father 
nothing had passed since the eve- 
ning she went to speak to him in 
his study. She had something to 
say to him —it seemed to her she 
ought to say it; but she kept it 
back, for fear of irritating him. He 
also had something to say to her; 
but he was determined not to 
speak first. He was interested, as 
we know, in seeing how, if she 
were left to herself, she would 
“stick.” At last she told him she 
had seen Morris Townsend again, 
and that their relations remained 
quite the same. 

“I think we shall marry — be- 
fore very long. And _ probably, 
meanwhile, I shall see him rather 
often; about once a week, not 
more.” 

The Doctor looked at her coldly 
from head to foot, as if she had 
been a stranger. It was the first 
time his eyes had rested on her 
for a week, which was fortunate, 
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if that was to be their expression. 
“Why not three times a day?” he 
asked. “What prevents your meet- 
ing as often as you choose?” 

She turned away a moment; 
there were tears in her eyes. Then 
she said, “It is better once a 
week.” 

“I don’t see how it is better. It 
is as bad as it can be. If you flat- 
ter yourself that I care for little 
modifications of that sort, you are 
very much mistaken. It is as wrong 


of you to see him once a week as | 


it would be to see him all day 
long. Not that it matters to me, 
however.” 

Catherine tried to follow these 
words, but they seemed to lead 
towards a vague horror from 
which she recoiled. “I think we 
shall marry pretty soon,” she re- 
peated at last. 

Her father gave her his dread- 
ful look again, as if she were some 
one else. “Why do you tell me 
that? It’s no concern of mine.” 

“Oh, father!” she broke out, 
“don’t you care, even if you do 
feel so?” 

“Not a button. Once you marry, 
it’s quite the same to me when or 
where or why you do it; and if 
you think to compound for your 
folly by hoisting your flag in this 
way, you may spare yourself the 
trouble.” 

With this he turned away. But 
the next day he spoke to her of 
his own accord, and his manner 
was somewhat changed. “Shall 
you be married within the next 
four or five months?” he asked. 

“I don’t know, father,” said 


Catherine, “It is not very easy for 
us to make up our minds.” 

“Put it off, then, for six months, 
and in the meantime I will take 
you to Europe. I should like you 
very much to go.” 

It gave her such delight, after 
his words of the day before, to 
hear that he should “like” her to 
do something, and that he still had 
in his heart any of the tenderness 
of preference, that she gave a lit- 
tle exclamation of joy. But then 
she became conscious that Morris 
was not included in this proposal, 
and that—as regards really going 
—she would greatly prefer to re- 
main at home with him. But she 
blushed, none the less, more com- 
fortably than she had done of late. 
“It would be delightful to go to 
Europe,” she remarked, with a 
sense that the idea was not origi- 
nal, and that her tone was not all 
it might be. 

“Very well, then, we will go. 
Pack up your clothes.” 

“I had better tell Mr. Town- 
send,” said Catherine. 

Her father fixed his cold eyes 
upon her. “If you mean that you 
had better ask his leave, all that 
remains to me is to hope he will 
give it.” 

The girl was sharply touched 
by the pathetic ring of the words; 
it was the most calculated, the 


‘most dramatic little speech the 


Doctor had ever uttered. She felt 
that it was a great thing for her, 
under the circumstances, to have 
this fine opportunity of showing 
him her respect; and yet there 
was something else that she felt 
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as well, and that she presently ex- 
pressed. “I sometimes think that 
if I do what you dislike so much, 
I ought not to stay with you.” 

“To stay with me?” 

“If I live with you, I ought to 
obey you.” 

“Tf that’s your theory, it’s cer- 
tainly mine,” said the Doctor, with 
a dry laugh. 

“But if I don’t obey you, I ought 
not to live with you—to enjoy 
your kindness and protection.” 

This striking argument gave the 
Doctor a sudden sense of having 
underestimated his daughter; it 
seemed even more than worthy of 
a young woman who had revealed 
the quality of unaggressive obsti- 
nacy. But it displeased him — dis- 
pleased him deeply, and he signi- 
fied as much. “That idea is in 
very bad taste,” he said. “Did you 
get it from Mr. Townsend?” 

“Oh no; it’s my own!” said 
Catherine eagerly. 

“Keep it to yourself, then,” her 
father answered, more than ever 
determined she should go to Eu- 
rope. 
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Ir Morris Townsend was not to 
be included .in this journey, no 
more was Mrs. Penniman, who 
_ would have been thankful for an 
invitation, but who (to do her jus- 
tice) bore her disappointment in 
a perfectly ladylike manner. “I 
should enjoy seeing the works of 


Raphael and the ruins — the ruins 
of the Pantheon,” she said to Mrs. 
Almond; “but, on the other hand, 
I shall not be sorry to be alone 
and at peace for the next few 
months in Washington Square. I 
want rest; I have been through so 
much in the last four months.” 
Mrs. Almond thought it rather 
cruel that her brother should not 
take poor Lavinia abroad; but she 
easily understood that, if the pur- 
pose of his expedition was to make 
Catherine forget her lover, it was 
not in his interest to give his 
daughter this young man’s best 
friend as a companion. “If La- 
vinia had not been so foolish, she 
might visit the ruins of the Pan- 
theon,” she said to herself; and 
she continued to regret her sister’s 
folly, even though the latter as- 
sured her that she had often heard 
the relics in question most satis- 
factorily described by Mr. Penni- 
man. Mrs. Penniman was perfectly 
aware that her brother’s motive in 
undertaking a foreign tour was to 
lay a trap for Catherine’s con- 
stancy; and she imparted this con- 
viction very frankly to her niece. 

“He thinks it will make you for- 
get Morris,” she said (she always 
called the young man “Morris” 
now); “out of sight, out of mind, 
you know. He thinks that all the 
things you will see over there will 
drive him out of your thoughts.” 

Catherine looked greatly 
alarmed. “If he thinks that, I ought 
to tell him beforehand.” 

Mrs. Penniman shook her head. 
“Tell him afterwards, my dear! 


After he has had all the trouble 
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and the expense! That’s the way 
to serve him.” And she added, in 
a softer key, that it must be de- 
lightful to think of those who love 
us among the ruins of the Pan- 
theon. 

Her father’s displeasure had 
cost the girl, as we know, a great 
deal of deep-welling sorrow — sor- 
row of the purest and most gen- 
erous kind, without a touch of re- 
sentment or rancour; but for the 
first time, after he had dismissed 
with such contemptuous brevity 
her apology for being a charge 
upon him, there was a spark of 
anger in her grief. She had felt 
his contempt; it had scorched her; 
that speech about her bad taste 
made her ears burn for three days. 
During this period she was less 
considerate; she had an idea—a 
rather vague one, but it was agree- 
able to her sense of injury — that 
now she was absolved from pen- 
ance, and might do what she 
chose. She chose to write to Mor- 
ris Townsend to meet her in the 
Square and take her to walk about 
the town. If she were going to Eu- 
rope out of respect to her father, 
she might at least give herself this 
satisfaction. She felt in every way 
at present more free and more res- 
olute; there was a force that urged 
her. Now at last, completely and 
unreservedly, her passion possessed 
her. 

Morris met her at last, and they 
took a long walk. She told him im- 
mediately what had happened — 
that her father wished to take her 
away. It would be for six months, 
to Europe; she would do abso- 


lutely what Morris should think 
best. She hoped inexpressibly that 
he would think it best she should 
stay at home. It was some time 
before he said what he thought: 
he asked, as they walked along, a 
great many questions. There was 
one that especially struck her; it 
seemed so incongruous. 

“Should you like to see all those 
celebrated things over there?” 

“Oh no, Morris!” said Cather- 
ine, quite deprecatingly. 

“Gracious Heaven, what a dull 
woman!” Morris exclaimed to him- 
self. 

“He thinks I will forget you,” 
said Catherine: “that all these 
things will drive you out of my 
mind,” 

“Well, my dear, perhaps they 
will!” 

“Please don’t say that,” Cath- 
erine answered gently, as they 
walked along. “Poor father will be 
disappointed.” 

Morris gave a little laugh. “Yes, 
I verily believe that your poor fa- 
ther will be disappointed! But you 
will have seen Europe,” he added 
humorously. “What a take-in!” 

“I don’t care for seeing Eu- 
rope,” Catherine said. 

“You ought to care, my dear. 
And it may mollify your father.” 

Catherine, conscious of her ob- 
stinacy, expected little of this, and 


could not rid herself of the idea 


that in going abroad and yet re- 
maining firm, she should play her 
father a trick. “Don’t you think it 
would be a kind of deception?” 
she asked. 

“Doesn't he want to deceive 
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you?” cried Morris. “It will serve 
him right! I really think you had 


better go.” 
“And not be married for so 
long?” 


“Be married when you come 
back. You can buy your wedding 
clothes in Paris.” And then Mor- 
ris, with great kindness of tone, 
explained his view of the matter. 
It would be a good thing that she 
should go; it would put them 
completely in the right. It would 
show they were reasonable and 
willing to wait. Once they were 
so sure of each other, they could 
afford to wait — what had they to 
fear? If there was a particle of 
chance that her father would be 
favourably affected by her going, 
that ought to settle it; for, after 
all, Morris was very unwilling to 
be the cause of her being disin- 
herited. It was not for himself, it 
was for her and for her children. 
He was willing to wait for her; it 
would be hard, but he could do 
it. And over there, among beauti- 
ful scenes and noble monuments, 
perhaps the old gentleman would 
be softened; such things were 
supposed to exert a humanising 
influence. He might be touched by 
her gentleness, her patience, her 
willingness to make any sacrifice 
but that one; and if she should ap- 
peal to him some day, in some cel- 
ebrated spot — in Italy, say, in the 
evening; in Venice, in a gondola, 
by moonlight—if she should be 
a little clever about it and touch 
the right chord, perhaps he would 
fold her in his ‘arms and tell her 
that he forgave her. Catherine was 


immensely struck with this con- 
ception of the affair, which 
seemed eminently worthy of her 
lover’s brilliant intellect; though 
she viewed it askance in so far as 
it depended upon her own powers 
of execution. The idea of being 
“clever” in a gondola by moon- 
light appeared to her to involve 
elements of which her grasp was 
not active. But it was settled be- 
tween them that she should tell 
her father that she was ready to 
follow him obediently anywhere, 
making the mental reservation that 
she loved Morris Townsend more 
than ever. 

She informed the Doctor she was 
ready to embark, and he made 
rapid arrangements for this event. 
Catherine had many farewells to 
make, but with only two of them 
are we actively concerned. Mrs. 
Penniman took a_ discriminating 
view of her niece’s journey; it 
seemed to her very proper that Mr. 
Townsend’s destined bride should 
wish to embellish her mind by a 
foreign tour. 

“You leave him in good hands,” 
she said, pressing her lips to Cath- 
erine’s forehead. (She was ‘very 
fond of kissing people’s foreheads; 
it was an involuntary expression of 
sympathy with the intellectual 
part.) “I shall see him often; I 
shall feel like one of the vestals 
of old, tending the sacred flame.” 

“You behave beautifully about 
not going with us,” Catherine an- 
swered, not presuming to exam- 
ine this analogy. 

“It is my pride that keeps me 
up,” said Mrs. Penniman, tapping 
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the body of her dress, which al- 
ways gave forth a sort of metallic 
ring. x 

Catherine’s parting with her 
lover was short, and few words 
were exchanged. 

“Shall I find you just the same 
when I come back?” she asked; 
though the question was not the 
fruit of scepticism. 

“The same — only more so!” said 
Morris, smiling. 

It does not enter into our 
scheme to narrate in detail Dr. 
Sloper’s proceedings in the east- 
ern hemisphere. He made the 
grand tour of Europe, travelled in 
considerable splendour, and (as 
was to have been expected in a 
man of his high cultivation) found 
so much in art and antiquity to 
interest him, that he remained 
abroad, not for six months, but 
for twelve. Mrs. Penniman, in 
Washington Square, accommo- 
dated herself to his absence. She 
enjoyed her uncontested domin- 
ion in the empty house, and flat- 
tered herself that she made it more 
attractive to their friends than 
when her brother was at home. 
To Morris Townsend, at least, it 
would have appeared that she 
made it singularly attractive. He 
was altogether her most frequent 
visitor, and Mrs. Penniman was very 
fond of asking him to tea. He had 
his chair —a very easy one at the 
fireside in the back parlour (when 
the great mahogany sliding-doors, 
with silver knobs and _ hinges, 
which divided this apartment 
from its more formal neighbour, 
were closed), and he used to 


smoke cigars in the Doctor’s study, 
where he often spent an hour in 
turning over the curious collec- 
tions of its absent proprietor. He 
thought Mrs. Penniman a goose, 
as we know; but he was no goose 
himself, and, as a young man of 
luxurious tastes and scanty re- 
sources, he found the house a per- 
fect castle of indolence. It became 
for him a club with a single mem- 
ber. Mrs. Penniman saw much less 
of her sister than while the Doctor 
was at home; for Mrs. Almond 
had felt moved to tell her that she 
disapproved of her relations with 
Mr. Townsend. She had no busi- 
ness to be so friendly to a young 
man of whom their brother 
thought so meanly, and Mrs. Al- 
mond was surprised at her levity 
in foisting a most deplorable en- 
gagement upon Catherine. 

“Deplorable?” cried Lavinia. 
“He will make her a lovely hus- 
band!” 

“T don’t believe in lovely hus- 
bands,” said Mrs. Almond; “I only 
believe in good ones. If he mar- 
ries her, and she comes into Aus- 
tin’s money, they may get on. He 
will be an idle, amiable, selfish, 
and doubtless tolerably good-na- 
tured fellow. But if she doesn’t get 
the money and he finds himself 
tied to her, Heaven have mercy 
on her! He will have none. He 
will hate her for his ‘disappoint- 
ment, and take his revenge; he 
will be pitiless and cruel. Woe be- 
tide poor Catherine! I recommend 
you to talk a little with his sister; 
it’s a pity Catherine can’t marry 
her!” 
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Mrs. Penniman had no appetite 
whatever for conversation with 
Mrs. Montgomery, whose  ac- 
quaintance she made no trouble 
to cultivate; and the effect of this 
alarming forecast of her niece’s 
destiny was to make her think 
it indeed a thousand pities that 
Mr. Townsend’s generous nature 
should be embittered. Bright en- 
joyment was his natural element, 
and how could he be comfortable 
if there should prove to be noth- 
ing to enjoy? It became a fixed 
idea with Mrs. Penniman that he 
should yet enjoy her brother’s for- 
tune, on which she had acuteness 
enough to perceive that her own 
claim was small. 

“If he doesn’t leave it to Cath- 
erine, it certainly won't be to 
leave it to me,” she said. 
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Tue Doctor, during the first six 
months he was abroad, never spoke 
to his daughter of their little dif- 
ference; partly on system, and 
partly because he had a great 
many other things to think about. 
It was idle to attempt to ascer- 
tain the state of her affections 
without direct inquiry, because, if 
she had not had an expressive 
manner among the familiar influ- 
ences of home, she failed to gather 
animation from the mountains of 
Switzerland or the monuments of 
Italy. She was always her father’s 
docile and reasonable associate — 


going through their sight-seeing in 
deferential silence, never com- 
plaining of fatigue, always ready 
to start at the hour he had ap- 
pointed over-night, making no 
foolish criticisms and indulging in 
no refinements of appreciation. 
“She is about as intelligent as the 
bundle of shawls,” the Doctor 
said; her main superiority being 
that while the bundle of shawls 
sometimes got lost, or tumbled out 
of the carriage, Catherine was al- 
ways at her post, and had a firm 
and ample seat. But her father had 
expected this, and he was not 
constrained to set down her intel- 
lectual limitations as a tourist to 
sentimental depression; she had 
completely divested herself of the 
characteristics of a victim, and 
during the whole time that they 
were abroad she never uttered an 
audible sigh. He supposed she 
was in correspondence with Mor- 
ris Townsend; but he held his 
peace about it, for he never saw 
the young man’s letters, and Cath- 
erine’s own missives were always 
given to the courier to post. She 
heard from her lover with consid- 
erable regularity, but his letters 
came enclosed in Mrs. Penni- 
man’s; so that whenever the Doc- 
tor handed her a packet addressed 
in his sister’s hand, he was an in- 
voluntary instrument of the pas- 


sion he condemned. Catherine 
made this reflexion, and six 
months earlier she would have 


felt bound to give him warning; 
but now she deemed herself ab- 
solved. There was a sore spot in 
her heart that his own words had 
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made when once she spoke to him 
as she thought honour prompted; 
she would try and please him as 
far as she could, but she would 
never speak that way again. She 
read her lover’s letters in secret. 
One day at the end of the sum- 
mer, the two travellers found 
themselves in a lonely valley of 
the Alps. They were crossing one 
of the passes, and on the long as- 
cent they had got out of the car- 
riage and had wandered much in 
advance. After a while the Doc- 
tor descried a footpath which, 
leading through a transverse val- 
ley, would bring them out, as he 
justly supposed, at a much higher 
point of the ascent. They followed 
this devious way, and finally lost 
the path; the valley proved very 
wild and rough, and their walk 
became rather a scramble. They 
were good walkers, however, and 
they took their adventure easily; 
from time to time they stopped, 
that Catherine might rest; and 
then she sat upon a stone and 
looked about her at the hard-fea- 
tured rocks and the glowing sky. 
It was late in the afternoon, in the 
last of August; night was coming 
on, and, as they had reached a 
great elevation, the air was cold 
and sharp. In the west there was 
a great suffusion of cold, red light, 
which made the sides of the little 
valley look only the more rugged 
and dusky. During one of their 
pauses, her father left her and 
wandered away to some high 
place, at a distance, to get a view. 
He was out of sight; she sat there 
alone, in the stillness, which was 


just touched by the vague mur- 
mur, somewhere, of a mountain 
brook. She thought of Morris 
Townsend, and the place was so 
desolate and lonely that he seemed 
very far away. Her father re- 
mained absent a long time; she be- 
gan to wonder what had become 
of him. But at last he reappeared, 
coming towards her in the clear 
twilight, and she got up, to go on. 
He made no motion to proceed, 
however, but came close to her, as 
if he had something to say. He 
stopped in front of her and stood 
looking at her, with eyes that had 
kept the light of the flushing 
snow-summits on which they had 
just been fixed. Then, abruptly, in 
a low tone, he asked her an un- 
expected question: 

“Have you given him up?” 

The question was unexpected, 
but Catherine was only superfi- 
cially unprepared. 

“No, father!” she answered. 

He looked at her again for some 
moments, without speaking. 

“Does he write to you?” he 
asked. 

“Yes— about twice a month.” 

The Doctor looked up and down 
the valley, swinging his stick; then 
he said to her, in the same low 
tone: 

“IT am very angry.” 

She wondered what he meant — 
whether he wished to frighten her. 
If he did, the place was well 
chosen; this hard, melancholy dell, 
abandoned by the summer light, 
made her feel her loneliness. She 
looked around her, and her heart 
grew cold; for a moment her fear 
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was great. But she could think of 
nothing to say, save to murmur 
gently, “I am sorry.” 

“You try my patience,” her fa- 
ther went on, “and you ought to 
know what I am, I am not a very 
good man. Though I am very 
smooth externally, at bottom I am 
very passionate; and I assure you 
I can be very hard.” 

She could not think why he 
told her these things. Had he 
brought her there on purpose, and 
was it part of a plan? What was 
the plan? Catherine asked herself. 
Was it to startle her suddenly 
into a retractation — to take an ad- 
vantage of her by dread? Dread of 
what? The place was ugly and 
lonely, but the place could do her 
no harm. There was a kind of still 
intensity about her father, which 
made him dangerous, but Cather- 
ine hardly went so far as to say to 
herself that it might be part of his 
plan to fasten his hand — the neat, 
fine, supple hand of a  distin- 
guished physician —in her throat. 
Nevertheless, she receded a step. 
“T am sure you can be anything 
you please,” she said. And it was 
her simple: belief. 

“I am very angry,” he replied, 
more sharply. 

“Why has it taken you so sud- 
denly?” 

“Tt has not taken me suddenly. 
I have been raging inwardly for 
the last six months. But just now 
this seemed a good place to flare 
out. It’s so quiet, and we are 
alone.” 

“Yes, it’s very quiet,” said Cath- 
erine vaguely, looking about her. 


“Won't you come back to the car- 
riage?” 

“In a moment. Do you mean 
that in all this time you have not 
yielded an inch?” 

“I would if I could, father; but 
I can’t.” 

The Doctor looked round him 
too. “Should you like to be left in 
such a place as this, to starve?” 

“What do you mean?” cried the 
girl. 

“That will be your fate — that’s 
how he will leave you.” 

He would not touch her, but he 
had touched Morris. The warmth 
came back to her heart. “That is 
not true, father,” she broke out, 
“and you ought not to say it! It is 
not right, and it’s not true!” 

He shook his head slowly. “No, 
it’s not right, because you won't 
believe it. But it is true. Come 
back to the carriage.” 

He turned away, and she fol- 
lowed him; he went faster, and 
was presently much in advance. 
But from time to time he stopped, 
without turning round, to let her 
keep up with him, and she made 
her way forward with difficulty, 
her heart beating with the excite- 
ment of having for the first time 
spoken to him in violence. By 
this time it had grown almost 
dark, and she ended by losing 
sight of him. But she kept her 
course, and after a little, the val- 
ley making a sudden turn, she 
gained the road, where the car- 
riage stood waiting. In it sat her 
father, rigid and silent; in silence, 
too, she took her place beside him. 

It seemed to her, later, in look- 
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ing back upon all this, that for 
days afterwards not a word had 
been exchanged between them. 
The scene had been a strange one, 
but it had not permanently af- 
fected her feeling towards her fa- 
ther, for it was natural, after all, 
that he should occasionally make 
a scene of some kind, and he had 
let her alone for six months. The 
strangest part of it was that he 
had said he was not a good man; 
Catherine wondered a great deal 
what he had meant by that. The 
statement failed to appeal to her 
credence, and it was not grateful 
to any resentment that she enter- 
tained. Even in the utmost bitter- 
ness that she might feel, it would 
give her no satisfaction to think 
him less complete. Such a saying 
as that was a part of his great sub- 
tlety —men so clever as he might 
say anything and mean anything. 
And as to his being hard, that 
surely, in a man, was a virtue. 

He let her alone for six months 
more — six months during which 
she accommodated herself without 
a protest to the extension of their 
tour. But he spoke again at the 
end of this time; it was at the 
very last, the night before they 
embarked for New York, in the 
hotel at Liverpool. They had been 
dining together in a great dim, 
musty sitting-room; and then the 
cloth had been removed, and the 
Doctor walked slowly up and 
down. Catherine at last took her 
candle to go to bed, but her fa- 
ther motioned her to stay. 

“What do you mean to do when 
you get home?” he asked, while 


she stood there with her candle 
in her hand. 

“Do you mean about Mr. Town- 
send?” 

“About Mr. Townsend.” 

“We shall probably marry.” 

The Doctor took several turns 
again while she waited. “Do you 
hear from him as much as ever?” 

“Yes; twice a month,” said 
Catherine promptly. 

“And does he always talk about 
marriage?” 

“Qh yes! That is, he talks about 
other things too, but he always 
says something about that.” 

“I am glad to hear he varies his 
subjects; his letters might other- 
wise be monotonous.” 

“He writes beautifully,” said 
Catherine, who was very glad of 
a chance to say it. 

“They always write beautifully. 
However, in a given case that 
doesn’t diminish the merit. So, as 
soon as you arrive, you are going 
off with him?” 

This seemed a rather gross way 
of putting it, and something that 
there was of dignity in Catherine 
resented it. “I cannot tell you till 
we arrive,” she said. 

“That’s reasonable enough,” her 
father answered. “That’s all I ask 
of you—that you do tell me, that 
you give me definite notice. When 
a poor man is to lose his only 
child, he likes to have an inkling 
of it beforehand.” 

“Oh, father, you will not lose 
me!” Catherine said, spilling her 
candle-wax. 

“Three days before will do,” he 
went on, “if you are in a position 
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to be positive then. He ought to 
be very thankful to me, do you 
know. I have done a mighty good 
thing for him in taking you 
abroad; your value is twice as 
great, with all the knowledge and 
taste that you have acquired. A 
year ago, you were perhaps a lit- 
tle limited—a little rustic; but 
now you have seen everything, 
and appreciated everything, and 
you will be a most entertaining 
companion. We have fattened the 
sheep for him before he kills it!” 
Catherine turned away, and stood 
staring at the blank door. “Go to 
bed,” said her father; “and, as we 
don’t go aboard till noon, you may 
sleep late. We shall probably have 
a most uncomfortable voyage.” 
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THE VOYAGE was indeed uncom- 
fortable, and Catherine, on arriv- 
ing in New York, had not the com- 
pensation of “going off,” in her fa- 
ther’s phrase, with Morris Town- 
send. She saw him, however, the 
day after she landed; and, in the 
meantime, he formed a natural 
subject of conversation between 
our heroine and her Aunt Lavinia, 
with whom, the night she disem- 
barked, the girl was closeted for a 
long time before either lady re- 
tired to rest. 

“I have seen a great deal of him,” 
said Mrs. Penniman. “He is not 
very easy to know. I suppose you 
think you know him; but you 


don’t, my dear. You will some day; 
but it will only be after you have 
lived with him. I may almost say 
I have lived with him,” Mrs. Pen- 
niman proceeded, while Catherine 
stared. “I think I know him now; 
I have had such remarkable op- 
portunities. You will have the 
same—or rather, you will have 
better!” and Aunt Lavinia smiled. 
“Then you will see what I mean. 
It’s a wonderful character, full of 
passion and energy, and just as 
true!” 

Catherine listened with a mix- 
ture of interest and apprehension. 
Aunt Lavinia was intensely sympa- 
thetic, and Catherine, for the past 
year, while she wandered through 
foreign galleries and churches, and 
rolled over the smoothness of post- 
ing roads, nursing the thoughts 
that never passed her lips, had 
often longed for the company of 
some intelligent person of her own 
sex. To tell her story to some kind 
woman — at moments it seemed to 
her that this would give her com- 
fort, and she had more than once 
been on the point of taking the 
landlady, or the nice young person 
from the dressmaker’s, into her 
confidence. If a woman had been 
near her she would on certain occa- 
sions have treated such a compan- 
ion to a fit of weeping; and she 
had an apprehension that, on her 
return, this would form her re- 
sponse to Aunt Lavinia’s first em- 
brace. In fact, however, the two 
ladies had met, in Washington 
Square, without tears, and when 
they found themselves together a 
certain dryness fell upon the girl’s 
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emotion. It came over her with a 
greater force that Mrs. Penniman 
had enjoyed a whole year of-her 
lover’s society, and it was not a 
pleasure to her to hear her aunt 
explain and interpret the young 
man, speaking of him as if her own 
knowledge of him were supreme. 
It was not that Catherine was jeal- 
ous; but her sense of Mrs. Penni- 
man’s innocent falsity, which had 
lain dormant, began to haunt her 
again, and she was glad that she 
was safely at home. With this, 
however, it was a blessing to be 
able to talk of Morris, to sound his 
name, to be with a person who was 
not unjust to him. 

“You have been very kind to 
him,” said Catherine. “He has 
written me that, often. I shall never 
forget that, Aunt Lavinia.” 

“I have done what I could; it 
has been very little. To let him 
come and talk to me, and give him 
his cup of tea — that was all. Your 
Aunt Almond thought it was too 
much, and used to scold me terri- 
bly; but she promised me, at least. 
not to betray me.” 

“To betray you?” 

“Not to tell your father. He used 
to sit in your father’s study!” said 
Mrs. Penniman, with a little laugh. 

Catherine was silent a moment. 
This idea was disagreeable to her, 
and she was reminded again, with 
pain, of her aunt’s secretive habits. 
Morris, the reader may be informed, 
had had the tact not to tell her that 
he sat in her father’s study. He had 
known her but for a few months, 
and her aunt had known her for 
fifteen years; and yet he would 


not have made the mistake of 
thinking that Catherine would see 
the joke of the thing. “I am sorry 
you made him go into father’s 
room,” she said, after a while. 

“I didn’t make him go; he went 
himself. He liked to look at the 
books, and all those things in the . 
glass cases. He knows all about 
them; he knows all about every- 
thing.” 

Catherine was silent again; then, 
“T wish he had found some employ- 
ment,” she said. 

“He has found some employ- 
ment! It’s beautiful news, and he 
told me to tell you as soon as you 
arrived. He has gone into partner- 
ship with a commission merchant. 
It was all settled, quite suddenly, 
a week ago.” 

This seemed to Catherine indeed 
beautiful news; it had a fine pros- 
perous air. “Oh, I'm so glad!” she 
said; and now, for a moment, she 
was disposed to throw herself on 
Aunt Lavinia’s neck. 

“It’s much better than being un- 
der some one; and he has never 
been used to that,” Mrs. Penniman 
went on. “He is just as good as his 
partner — they are perfectly equal! 
You see how right he was to wait. 
I should like to know what your 
father can say now! They have got 
an office in Duane Street, and little 
printed cards; he brought me one 
to show me. I have got it in my 
room, and you shall see it to-mor- 


‘row. That’s what he said to me the 


last time he was here —‘ You see 
how right I was to wait!’ He has 
got other people under him, in- 
stead of being a subordinate. He 
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could never be a subordinate; I 
have often told him I could never 
think of him in that way.” 

Catherine assented to this prop- 
osition, and was very happy to know 
that Morris was his own master; 
but she was deprived of the satis- 
faction of thinking that she might 
communicate this news in triumph 
to her father. Her father would 
care equally little whether Morris 
were established in business or 
transported for life. Her trunks had 
been brought into her room, and 
further reference to her lover was 
for a short time suspended, while 
she opened them and displayed to 
her aunt some of the spoils of for- 
eign travel. These were rich and 
abundant; and Catherine had 
brought home a present to every 
one — to every one save Morris, to 
whom she had brought simply her 
undiverted heart. To Mrs. Penni- 
man she had been lavishly gener- 
ous, and Aunt Lavinia spent half 
an hour in unfolding and folding 
again, with little ejaculations of 
gratitude and taste. She marched 
about for some time in a splendid 
cashmere shawl, which Catherine 
had begged her to accept, settling 
it on her shoulders, and twisting 
down her head to see how low the 
point descended behind. 

“I shall regard it only as a loan,” 
she said. “I will leave it to you again 
when I die; or rather,” she added, 
kissing her niece again, “I will leave 
it to your first-born little girl!” And 
draped in her shawl, she stood 
there smiling. 

“You had better wait till she 
comes,” said Catherine. 


“TJ don’t like the way you say 
that,” Mrs. Penniman rejoined, in 
a moment. “Catherine, are you 
changed?” 

“No; I am the same.” 

“You have not swerved a line?” 

“I am exactly the same,” Cather- 
ine repeated, wishing her aunt were 
a little less sympathetic. 

“Well, I am glad!” and Mrs. 
Penniman surveyed her cashmere 
in the glass. Then, “How is your 
father?” she asked in a moment, 
with her eyes on her niece. “Your 
letters were so meagre —I could 
never tell!” 

“Father is very well.” 

“Ah, you know what I mean,” 
said Mrs. Penniman, with a dignity 
to which the cashmere gave a 
richer effect. “Is he still impla- 
cable!” 

“Oh yes!” 

“Quite unchanged?” 

“He is, if possible, more firm.” 

Mrs. Penniman took off her great 
shawl, and slowly folded it up. 
“That is very bad. You had no suc- 
cess with your little project?” 

“What little project?” 

“Morris told her all about it. The 
idea of turning the tables on him, in 
Europe; of watching him, when he 
was agreeably impressed by some 
celebrated sight —he pretends to 
be so artistic, you know — and then 
just pleading with him and bring- 
ing him round.” 

“T never tried it. It was Morris’s 
idea; but if he had been with us, 
in Europe, he would have seen that 
father was never impressed in that 
way. He is artistic — tremendously 
artistic; but the more celebrated 
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places we visited, and the more he 
admired them, the less use it would 
have been to plead with him. They 
seemed only to make him more 
determined — more terrible,” said 
poor Catherine. “I shall never bring 
him round, and I expect nothing 
now. 

“Well, I must say,” Mrs. Penni- 
man answered, “I never supposed 
you were going to give it up.” 

“T have given it up. I don’t care 
now. 

“You have grown very brave,” 
said Mrs. Penniman, with a short 
laugh. “I didn’t advise you to sac- 
rifice your property.” 

“Yes, I am braver than I was. 
You asked me if I had changed; I 
have changed in that way. Oh,” 
the girl went on, “T have changed 
very much. And it isn’t my prop- 
erty. If he doesn’t care for it, why 
should I?” 

Mrs. Penniman hesitated. “Per- 
haps he does care for sit,” 

“He cares for it for my sake, be- 
cause he doesn’t want to injure me. 
But he will know —he knows al- 
ready — how little he need be afraid 
about that. Besides,” said Cather- 
ine, “I have got plenty of money 
of my own. We shall be very well 
off; and now hasn’t he got his busi- 
ness? I am delighted about that 
business.” She went on talking, 
showing a good deal of excitement 
as she proceeded. Her aunt had 
never seen her with just this man- 
ner, and Mrs. Penniman, observing 
her, set it down to foreign travel, 
which had made her more positive, 
more mature. She thought also that 
Catherine had improved in appear- 


ance; she looked rather handsome. 
Mrs. Penniman wondered whether 
Morris Townsend would be struck 
with that. While she was engaged 
in this speculation, Catherine broke 
out, with a certain sharpness, “Why 
are you so contradictory, Aunt 
Penniman? You seem to think one 
thing at one time, and another at 
another. A year ago, before I went 
away, you wished me not to mind 
about displeasing father; and now 
you seem to recommend me to take 
another line. You change about 
so.” 

This attack was unexpected, for 
Mrs. Penniman was not used, in 
any discussion, to seeing the war 
carried into her own country — 
possibly because the enemy gen- 
erally had doubts of finding sub- 
sistence there. To her own con- 
sciousness, the flowery fields of her 
reason had rarely been ravaged by 
a hostile force. It was perhaps on 
this account that in defending 
them she was majestic rather than 
agile. 

“I don’t know what you accuse 
me of, save of being too deeply in- 
terested in your happiness. It is 
the first time I have been told I 
am capricious. That fault is not 
what I am usually reproached 
with.” 

“You were angry last year that I 
wouldn’t marry immediately, and 
now you talk about my winning 
my father over. You told me it 
would serve him right if he should 
take me to Europe for nothing. 
Well, he has taken me for nothing, 
and you ought to be satisfied. Noth- 
ing is changed — nothing but my 
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feeling about father. I don’t mind 
nearly so much now. I have been 
as good as I could, but he doesn’t 
care. Now I don’t care either. I 
don’t know whether I have grown 
bad; perhaps I have. But I don’t 
care for that. I have come home to 
be married —that’s all I know. 
That ought to please you, unless 
you have taken up some new idea; 
you are so strange. You may do as 
you please; but you must never 
speak to me again about pleading 
with father. I shall never plead 
with him for anything; that is all 
over. He has put me off. I am come 
home to be married.” 

This was a more authoritative 
speech than she had ever heard on 
her niece’s lips, and Mrs. Penniman 
was proportionately startled. She 
was indeed a little awestruck, and 
the force of the girl’s emotion and 
resolution left her nothing to reply. 
She was easily frightened, and she 
always carried off her discomfiture 
by a concession; a concession which 
was often accompanied, as in the 
present case, by a little nervous 
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Ir she had disturbed her niece’s 
temper — she began from this mo- 
ment forward to talk a good deal 
about Catherine’s temper, an arti- 
cle which up to that time had never 
been mentioned in connexion with 
our heroine — Catherine had oppor- 


tunity, on the morrow, to recover 
her serenity. Mrs. Penniman had 
given her a message from Morris 
Townsend, to the effect that he 
would come and welcome her home 
on the day after her arrival. He 
came in the afternoon; but, as may 
be imagined, he was not on this oc- 
casion made free of Dr. Sloper’s 
study. He had been coming and 
going, for the past year, so com- 
fortably and irresponsibly, that he 
had a certain sense of being 
wronged by finding himself re- 
minded that he must now limit his 
horizon to the front parlour, which 
was Catherine’s particular prov- 
ince. 

“I am very glad you have come 
back,” he said; “it makes me very 
happy to see you again.” And he 
looked at her, smiling, from head 
to foot; though it did not appear, 
afterwards, that he agreed with 
Mrs. Penniman (who, womanlike, 
went more into details) in thinking 
her embellished. 

To Catherine he appeared re- 
splendent; it was some time before 
she could believe again that this 
beautiful young man was her own 
exclusive property. They had a 
great deal of characteristic lovers’ 
talk —a soft exchange of inquiries 
and assurances. In these matters 
Morris had an excellent grace, 
which flung a picturesque interest 
even over the account of his début 
in the commission business —a 
subject as to which his companion 
earnestly questioned him. From 
time to time he got up from the 
sofa where they sat together, and 
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walked about the room; after 
which he came back, smiling and 
passing his hand through his hair. 
He was unquiet, as was natural in 
a young man who has just been re- 
united to a long-absent mistress, 
and Catherine made the reflexion 
that she had never seen him so ex- 
cited. It gave her pleasure, some- 
how, to note this fact. He asked her 
questions about her travels, to 
some of which she was unable to 
reply, for she had forgotten the 
names of places, and the order of 
her father’s journey. But for the 
moment she was so happy, so lifted 
up by the belief that her troubles 
at last were over, that she forgot to 
be ashamed of her meagre answers. 
It seemed to her now that she could 
marry him without the remnant of 
a scruple or a single tremor save 
those that belonged to joy. With- 
out waiting for him to ask, she 
told him that her father had come 
back in exactly the same state of 
mind — that he had not yielded an 
inch. 

“We must not expect it now,” 
she said, “and we must do without 
At 

Morris sat looking and smiling. 
“My poor dear girl!” he exclaimed. 

“You mustn’t pity me,” said 
Catherine; “I don’t mind it now — 
T am used to it.” 

Morris continued to smile, and 
then he got up and walked about 
again. “You had better let me try 
him!” 

“Try to bring him over? You 
would only make him worse,” Cath- 
erine answered resolutely. 


“You say that because I managed 
it so badly before. But I should 
manage it differently now. I am 
much wiser; I have had a year to 
think of it. I have more tact.” 

“Is that what you have been 
thinking of for a year?” 

“Much of the time. You see, the 
idea sticks in my crop. I don’t like 
to be beaten.” 

“How are you beaten if we 
marry?” 

“Of course, I am not beaten on 
the main issue; but I am, don’t you 
see, on all the rest of it—on the 
question of my reputation, of my 
relations with your father, of my 
relations with my own children, if 
we should have any.” 

“We shall have enough for our 
children — we shall have enough 
for everything. Don’t you expect to 
succeed in business?” 

“Brilliantly, and we shall cer- 
tainly be very comfortable. But it 
isn’t of the mere material comfort 
I speak; it is of the moral comfort,” 
said Morris “of the intellectual 
satisfaction!” 

“I have great moral comfort 
now, Catherine declared, very 
simply. 

“Of course you have. But with 
me it is different. I have staked my 
pride on proving to your father 
that he is wrong; and now that I 
am at the head of a flourishing 
business, I can deal with him as an 
equal. I have a capital plan — do 
let me go at him!” 

He stood before her with his 
bright face, his jaunty air, his 
hands in his pockets; and she got 
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up, with her eyes resting on his 
own. “Please don’t, Morris; please 
don’t,” she said; and there was a 
certain mild, sad firmness in her 
tone which he heard for the first 
time. “We must ask no favours of 
him — we must ask nothing more. 
He won't relent, and nothing good 
will come of it. I know it now—I 
have a very good reason.” 

“And pray, what is your reason?” 

She hesitated to bring it out, but 
at last it came. “He is not very fond 
of me!” 

“Oh, bother!” cried Morris an- 
grily. 

“I wouldn’t say such a thing 
without being sure. I saw it, I felt 
it, in England, just before he came 
away. He talked to me one night 
—the last night; and then it came 
over me. You can tell when a per- 
son feels that way. I wouldn’t ac- 
cuse him if he hadn’t made me feel 
that way. I don’t accuse him; I 
just tell you that that’s how it is. 
He can’t help it; we can’t govern 
our affections. Do I govern mine? 
mightn’t he say that to me? It’s be- 
cause he is so fond of my mother, 
whom we lost so long ago. She was 
beautiful, and very, very brilliant; 
he is always thinking of her. I am 
not at all like her; Aunt Penniman 
has told me that. Of course, it isn’t 
my fault; but neither is it his fault. 
All I mean is, it’s true; and it’s a 
stronger reason for his never being 
reconciled than simply his dislike 
for you.” 

“ ‘Simply?’ ” cried Morris, with a 
laugh, “I am much obliged for 
that!” 

“T don’t mind about his disliking 


you now; I mind everything less. 
I feel differently; I feel separated 
from my father.” 

“Upon my word,” said Morris, 
“you are a queer family!” 

“Don’t say that — don’t say any- 
thing unkind,” the girl entreated. 
“You must be very kind to me now, - 
because, Morris — because,” and 
she hesitated a moment — “because 
I have done a great deal for you.” 

“Oh, I know that, my dear!” 

She had spoken up to this mo- 
ment without vehemence or out- 
ward sign of emotion, gently, rea- 
soningly, only trying to explain. 
But her emotion had been ineffec- 
tually smothered, and it betrayed 
itself at last in the trembling of her 
voice. “It is a great thing to be 
separated like that from your 
father, when you have worshipped 
him before. It has made me very 
unhappy; or it would have made 
me so if I didn’t love you. You can 
tell when a person speaks to you as 
if—as if ——” 

“As if what?” 

“As if they despised you!” said 
Catherine passionately. “He spoke 
that way the night before we sailed. 
It wasn’t much, but it was enough, 
and I thought of it on the voyage, 
all the time. Then I made up my 
mind. I will never ask him for any- 
thing again, or expect anything 
from him. It would not be natural 
now. We must be very happy to- 
gether, and we must not seem to 
depend upon his forgiveness. And 
Morris, Morris, you must never de- 
spise mel” 

This was an easy }romise to 
make, and Morris made it with fine 
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effect. But for the moment he un- 
dertook nothing more onerous. 
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Tue Docror, of course, on his re- 
turn, had a good deal of talk with 
his sisters. He was at no great 
pains to narrate his travels or to 
communicate his impressions of dis- 
tant lands to Mrs. Penniman, upon 
whom he contented himself with 
bestowing a memento of his envi- 
able experience, in the shape of a 
velvet gown. But he conversed 
with her at some length about mat- 
ters nearer home, and lost no time 
in assuring her that he was still an 
inflexible father. 

“I have no doubt you have seen 
a great deal of Mr. Townsend, 
and done your best to console him 
for Catherine’s absence,” he said. 
“TI don’t ask you, and. you needn't 
deny it. I wouldn’t put the ques- 
tion to you for the world, and ex- 
pose you to the inconvenience of 
having to—a-—excogitate an an- 
swer. No one has betrayed you, 
and there has been no spy upon 
your proceedings. Elizabeth has 
told no tales, and has never men- 
tioned you except to praise your 
good looks and good spirits. The 
thing is simply an inference of 
my own—an_ induction, 
philosophers say. It seems to me 
likely that you would have of- 
fered an asylum to an interesting 
sufferer. Mr. Townsend has been 
a good deal in the house; there is 


as the. 


something in the house that tells 
me so. We doctors, you know, end. 
by acquiring fine perceptions, and 
it is impressed upon my sensorium 
that he has sat in these chairs, in 
a very. easy attitude, and warmed 
himself at that fire. I don’t grudge 
him the comfort of it; it is the 
only one he will ever enjoy at my © 
expense. It seems likely, indeed, 
that I shall be able to economise 
at his own. I don’t know what you 
may have said to him, or what 
you may say hereafter; but I 
should like you to know that if 
you have encouraged him to be- 
lieve that he will gain anything by 
hanging on, or that I have budged 
a hair’s-breadth from the position 
I took up a year ago, you have 
played him a trick for which he 
may exact reparation. I’m not sure 
that he may not bring a suit 
against you. Of course you have 
done it conscientiously; you have: 
made yourself believe that I can 
be tired out. This is the most base- 
less hallucination that ever visited. 
the brain of a genial optimist. I 
am not in the least tired; I am as. 
fresh as when I started; I am good 
for fifty years yet. Catherine ap- 
pears not to have budged an inch 
either; she is equally fresh; so we: 
are about where we were before. 
This, however, you know as well 
as I. What I wish is simply to 
give you notice of my own state of 
mind! Take it to heart, dear La- 
vinia. Beware of the just resent- 
ment of a deluded fortune-hunter!” 

“T can’t say I expected it,” said 
Mrs. Penniman. “And I had a sort 
of foolish hope that you would 
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come home without that odious 
ironical tone with which you treat 
the most sacred subjects.” 

“Don’t undervalue irony, it is 
often of great use. It is not, how- 
ever, always necessary, and I will 
show you how gracefully I can 
lay it aside. I should like to know 
‘whether you think Morris Town- 
send will hang on.” 

“J will answer you with your 
own weapons,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man. “You had better wait and 
see!” 

“Do you call such a speech as 
that one of my own weapons? I 
never said anything so rough.” 

“He will hang on long enough 
to make you very uncomfortable, 
then.” 

“My dear Lavinia,” exclaimed 
the Doctor, “do you call that 
irony? I call it pugilism.” 

Mrs. Penniman, however, in 
‘spite of her pugilism, was a good 
deal frightened, and she took 
counsel of her fears. Her brother 
meanwhile took counsel, with 
many reservations, of Mrs. Al- 
mond, to whom he was no less 
generous than to Lavinia, and a 
good deal more communicative. 

“T suppose she has had him 
there all the while,” he said. “I 
must look into the state of my 
wine! You needn’t mind telling me 
now; I have already said all I 
mean to say to her on the sub- 
ject.” 

“I believe he was in the house 
a good deal,” Mrs. Almond an- 
swered. “But you must admit that 
your leaving Lavinia quite alone 
was a great change for her, and 


that it was natural she should 
want some society.” 

“I do admit that, and that is 
why I shall make no row about 
the wine; I shall set it down as 
compensation to Lavinia. She is 
capable of telling me that she 
drank it all herself. Think of the 
inconceivable bad taste, in the cir- 
cumstances, of that fellow making 
free with the house—or coming 


there at all! If that doesn’t de- 


scribe him, he is indescribable.” 

“His plan is to get what he can. 
Lavinia will have supported him 
for a year,” said Mrs. Almond. 
“It’s so much gained.” 

“She will have to support him ' 
for the rest of his life, then!” cried 
the Doctor. “But without wine, as 
they say at the tables d’héte.” 

“Catherine tells me he has set 
up a business, and is making a 
great deal of money.” 

The Doctor stared. “She has not 
told me that—and Lavinia didn’t 
deign. Ah!” he cried, “Catherine 
has given me up. Not that it mat- 
ters, for all that the business 
amounts to.” 

“She has not given up Mr. 
Townsend,” said Mrs. Almond. “I 
saw that in the first half minute. 
She has come home exactly the 
same.” 

“Exactly the same; not a grain 
more intelligent. She didn’t notice 
a stick or a stone all the while we 
were away—not a picture nor a 
view, not a statue nor a cathe- 
dral.” 

““How could she notice? She 
had other things to think of; they 
are never for an instant out of her 
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mind. She touches me 
much.” 

“She would touch me if “she 
didn’t irritate me. That’s the ef- 
fect she has upon me now. I have 
tried everything upon her; I re- 
ally have been quite merciless. 
But it is of no use whatever; she 
is absolutely glued. I have passed, 
in consequence, into the exasper- 
ated stage. At first I had a good 
deal of a certain genial curiosity 
about it; I wanted to see if she 
really would stick. But, good 
Lord, one’s curiosity is satisfied! I 
see she is capable of it, and now 
she can let go.” 

“She will never let go,” said 
Mrs. Almond. 

“Take care, or you will exasper- 
ate me too. If she doesn’t let go, 
she will be shaken off — sent tum- 
bling into the dust! That’s a nice 
position for my daughter. She 
can’t see that if you are going to 
be pushed you had better jump. 
And then she will complain of her 
bruises.” 

“She will never complain,” said 
Mrs. Almond. 

“That I shall object to even 
more. But the deuce will be that 
I can’t prevent anything.” 

“If she is to have a fall,” said 
Mrs. Almond, with a gentle laugh, 
“we must spread as many carpets 
as we can.” And she carried out 
this idea by showing a great deal 
of motherly kindness to the girl. 

Mrs. Penniman immediately 
wrote to Morris Townsend. The 
intimacy between these two was 
by this time consummate, but I 
must content myself with noting 


very 


but a few of its features. Mrs. 


_ Penniman’s own share in it was a 


singular sentiment, which might 
have been misinterpreted, but 
which in itself was not discredit- 
able to the poor lady. It was a ro- 
mantic interest in this attractive 
and unfortunate young man, and 
yet it was not such an interest as 
Catherine might have been jeal- 
ous of. Mrs. Penniman had not a 
particle of jealousy of her niece. 
For herself, she felt as if she 
were Morris’s mother or sister —a 
mother or sister of an emotional 
temperament—and she had an 
absorbing desire to make him com- 
fortable and happy. She had 
striven to do so during the year 
that her brother left her an open 
field, and her efforts had been at- 
tended with the success that has 
been pointed out. She had never 
had a child of her own, and Cath- 
erine, whom she had done her best 
to invest with the importance that 
would naturally belong to a youth- 
ful Penniman, had only partly re- 
warded her zeal. Catherine, as an 
object of affection and solicitude, 
had never had that picturesque 
charm which (as it seemed to her) 
would have been a natural attri- 
bute of her own progeny. Even 
the maternal passion in Mrs. Pen- 
niman would have been romantic 
and factitious, and Catherine was 
not constituted to inspire a roman- 
tic passion. Mrs. Penniman was as 
fond of her as ever, but she had 
grown to feel that with Catherine 
she lacked opportunity. Sentimen- 
tally speaking, therefore, she had 
(though she had not disinherited 
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her niece) adopted Morris Town- 
send, who gave her opportunity in 
abundance. She would have been 
very happy to have a handsome 
and tyrannical son, and would 
have taken an extreme interest in 
his love affairs. This was the light 
in which she had come to regard 
Morris, who had conciliated her 
at first, and made his impression 
by his delicate and calculated def- 
erence—a sort of exhibition to 
which Mrs. Penniman was _ partic- 
ularly sensitive. He had largely 
abated his deference afterwards, 
for he economised his resources, 
but the impression was made, and 
the young man’s very brutality 
came to have a sort of filial value. 
If Mrs. Penniman had had a son, 
she would probably have been 
afraid of him, and at this stage of 
our narrative she was certainly 
afraid of Morris Townsend. This 
was one of the results of his do- 
mestication in Washington Square. 
He took his ease with her — as, for 
that matter, he would certainly 
' have done with his own smother. 
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THE LETTER was a word of warn- 
ing; it informed him that the Doc- 
tor had come home more imprac- 
ticable than ever. She might have 
reflected that Catherine would 
supply him with all the informa- 
tion he needed on this point; but 
we know that Mrs. Penniman’s re- 
flexions were rarely just; and, 


moreover, she felt that it was not 
for her to depend on what Cather- 
ine might do. She was to do her 
duty, quite irrespective of Cath- 
erine. I have said that her young 
friend took his ease with her, and 
it is an illustration of the fact that 
he made no answer to her letter. 
He took note of it, amply; but he 
lighted his cigar with it, and he 
waited, in tranquil confidence that 
he should receive another. “His 
state of mind really freezes my 
blood,” Mrs. Penniman had writ- 
ten, alluding to her brother; and 
it would have seemed that upon 
this statement she could hardly 
improve. Nevertheless, she wrote 
again, expressing herself with the 
aid of a different figure. “His ha- 
tred of you burns with a lurid 
flame — the flame that never dies,” 
she wrote. “But it doesn’t light up 
the darkness of your future. If my 
affection could do so, all the years 
of your life would be an eternal 
sunshine. I can extract nothing 
from C.; she is so terribly secre- 
tive, like her father. She seems to 
expect to be married very soon, 
and has evidently made prepara- 
tions in Europe — quantities of 
clothing, ten pairs of shoes, etc. 
My dear friend, you cannot set 
up in married life simply with a 
few pairs of shoes, can you? Tell 
me what you think of this. I am 
intensely anxious to see you; I 
have so much to say. I miss you 
dreadfully; the house seems so 
empty wtihout you. What is the 
news down town? Is the business 
extending? That dear little busi- 
ness — I think it’s so brave of you! 
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Couldn’t I come to your office? — 
just for three minutes? I might 
pass for a customer — is that what 
you call them? I might come in 
to buy something — some shares or 
some railroad things. Tell me what 
you think of this plan. I would 
carry a little reticule, like a woman 
of the people.” 

In spite of the suggestion about 
the reticule, Morris appeared to 
think poorly of the plan, for he 
gave Mrs. Penniman no encour- 
agement whatever to visit his of- 
fice, which he had already repre- 
sented to her as a place peculiarly 
and unnaturally difficult to find. 
But as she persisted in desiring an 
interview —up to the last, after 
months of intimate colloquy, she 
called these meetings “interviews” 
—he agreed that they should take 
a walk together, and was even 
kind enough to leave his office for 
this purpose, during the hours at 
which business might have been 
supposed to be liveliest. It was no 
surprise to him, when they met at 
a street corner, in a region of 
empty lots and undeveloped pave- 
ments (Mrs. Penniman being at- 
tired as much as possible like a 
“woman of the people”), to find 
that, in spite of her urgency, what 
she chiefly had to convey to him 
was the assurance of her sympa- 
thy. Of such assurances, however, 
he had already a voluminous col- 
lection, and it would not have 
been worth his while to forsake a 
fruitful avocation merely to hear 
Mrs. Penniman say, for the thou- 
sandth time, that she had made 
his cause her own. Morris had 


something of his own to say. It 
was not an easy thing to bring out, 
and while he turned it over the 
difficulty made him acrimonious. 

“Oh yes, I know perfectly that 
he combines the properties of a 
lump of ice and a red-hot coal,” he 
observed. “Catherine has made it 
thoroughly clear, and you have 
told me so till I am sick of it. You 
needn’t tell me again; I am per- 
fectly satisfied. He will never give 
us a penny; I regard that as math- 
ematically proved.” 

Mrs. Penniman at this point had 
an inspiration. 

“Couldn’t you bring a lawsuit 
against him?” She wondered that 
this simple expedient had never 
occurred to her before. 

“I will bring a lawsuit against 
you,” said Morris, “if you ask me 
any more such aggravating ques- 
tions. A man should know when 
he is beaten,” he added, in a mo- 
ment. “I must give her up!” 

Mrs. Penniman received this 
declaration in silence, though it 
made her heart beat a little. It 
found her by no means unpre- 
pared, for she had accustomed 
herself to the thought that, if Mor- 
ris should decidedly not be able to 
get her brother’s money, it would 
not do for him to marry Cather- 
ine without it. “It would not do” 
was a vague way of putting the 
thing; but Mrs. Penniman’s natu- 
ral affection completed the idea, 
which, though it had not as yet 
been so crudely expressed between 
them as in the form that Morris 
had just given it, had nevertheless 
been implied so often, in certain 
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easy intervals of talk, as he sat 
stretching his legs in the Doctor’s 
well-stuffed armchairs, that she 
had grown first to regard it with 
an emotion which she flattered 
herself was philosophic, and then 
to have a secret tenderness for it. 
The fact that she kept her tender- 
ness secret proves, of course, that 
she was ashamed of it; but she 
managed to blink her shame by 
reminding herself that she was, 
after all, the official protector of 
her niece’s marriage. Her logic 
would scarcely have passed mus- 
ter with the Doctor. In the first 
place, Morris must get the money, 
and she would help him to it. In 
the second, it was plain it would 
never come to him, and it would 
be a grievous pity he should marry 
without it—a young man who 
might so easily find something bet- 
ter. After her brother had deliv- 
ered himself, on his return from 
Europe, of that incisive little ad- 
dress that has been quoted, Mor- 
ris’s cause seemed so hopeless that 
Mrs. Penniman fixed her attention 
exclusively upon the latter branch 
of her argument. If Morris had 
been her son, she would certainly 
have sacrificed Catherine to a su- 
perior conception of his future; 
and to be ready to do so as the 
case stood was therefore even a 
finer degree of devotion. Never- 
theless, it checked her breath a 
little to have the sacrificial knife, 
as it were, suddenly thrust into her 
hand. 

Morris walked along a moment, 
and then he repeated harshly: 

“T must give her up!” 


“I think I understand you,” 
said Mrs. Penniman gently. 

“I certainly say it distinctly 
enough — brutally and _ vulgarly 
enough.” 

He was ashamed of himself, and 
his shame was uncomfortable; and 
as he was extremely intolerant of 
discomfort, he felt vicious and 
cruel. He wanted to abuse some- 
body, and he began, cautiously — 
for he was always cautious — with 
himself. 

“Couldn’t you take her down a 
little?” he asked. 

“Take her down?” 

“Prepare her—try and ease me 
oites 

Mrs. Penniman stopped, look- 
ing at him very solemnly. 

“My poor Morris, do you know 
how much she loves you?” 

“No, I don’t. I don’t want to 
know. I have always tried to keep 
from knowing. It would be too 
painful.” 

“She will suffer much,” 
Mrs. Penniman. 

“You must console her. If you 
are as good a friend to me as you 
pretend to be, you will manage it.” 

Mrs. Penniman shook her. head 
sadly. 

“You talk of my ‘pretending’ to 
like you; but I can’t pretend to 
hate you. I can only tell her I 
think very highly of you; and how 
will that console her for losing 
you?” 

“The Doctor will help you. He 
will be delighted at the thing be- 
ing broken off, and, ‘as he is a 
knowing fellow, he will invent 
something to comfort her.” 


said 
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“He will invent a new torture!” 
cried Mrs. Penniman. “Heaven de- 
liver her from her father’s com- 
fort. It will consist of his crowing 
over her and saying, ‘I always 
told you so!’” 

Morris coloured a most uncom- 
fortable red. 

“If you don’t console her any 
better than you console me, you 
certainly won’t be of much use! 
It’s a damned disagreeable neces- 
sity; I feel it extremely, and you 
ought to make it easy for me.” 

“T will be your friend for life!” 
Mrs. Penniman declared. 

“Be my friend now!” And Mor- 
ris walked on. 

She went with him; she was al- 
most trembling. 

“Should you like me to tell 
her?” she asked. 

“You mustn't tell her, but you 
can — you can——” And he hesi- 
tated, trying to think what Mrs. 
Penniman could do. “You can ex- 
plain to her why it is. It’s because 
I can’t bring myself to step in be- 
tween her and her father — to give 
him the pretext he grasps at so ea- 
gerly (it’s a hideous sight) for de- 
priving her of her rights.” 

Mrs. Penniman felt with re- 
markable promptitude the charm 
of this formula. 

“That’s so like you,” she said; 
“it’s so finely felt.” 

Morris gave his stick an angry 
swing. 

“Oh, botheration!” he exclaimed 
perversely. 

Mrs. Penniman, however, was 
not discouraged. 

“It may turn out better than 


you think. Catherine is, after all, 
so very peculiar.” And she thought 
she might take it upon herself to 
assure him that, whatever hap- 
pened, the girl would be very 
quiet — she wouldn’t make a noise. 
They extended their walk, and, 
while they proceeded, Mrs. Pen- 
niman took upon herself other 
things besides, and ended by hay- 
ing assumed a considerable bur- 
den; Morris being ready enough, 
as may be imagined, to put every- 
thing off upon her. But he was 
not for a single instant the dupe 
of her blundering alacrity; he 
knew that of what she promised 
she was competent to perform but 
an insignificant fraction, and the 
more she professed her willingness 
to serve him, the greater fool he 
thought her. 

“What will you do if you don’t 
marry her?” she ventured to in- 
quire in the course of this con- 
versation. 

“Something brilliant,” said Mor- 
ris. “Shouldn’t you like me to do 
something brilliant?” 

The idea gave Mrs, Penniman 
exceeding pleasure. 

“I shall feel sadly taken in if 
you don’t.” 

“T shall have to, to make up for 
this. This isn’t at all brilliant, you 
know.” 

Mrs. Penniman mused a little, 
as if there might be some way of 
making out that it was; but she 
had to give up the attempt, and, 
to carry off the awkwardness of 
failure, she risked a new inquiry. 

“Do you mean—do you mean 
another marriage?” 
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Morris greeted this question 
with a reflexion which was hardly 
the less impudent from being in- 
audible. “Surely, women are more 
crude than men!” And then he 
answered audibly: 
~ “Never in the world!” 

Mrs. Penniman felt disappointed 
and snubbed, and she relieved 
herself in a little vaguely-sarcastic 
cry. He was certainly perverse. 

“I give her up, not for another 
woman, but for a wider career!” 
Morris announced. 

This was very grand; but still 
Mrs. Penniman, who felt that she 
had exposed herself, was faintly 
rancorous. 

“Do you mean never to come to 
see her again?” she asked, with 
some sharpness. 

“Oh no, I shall come again; but 
what is the use of dragging it out? 
I have been four times since she 
came back, and it’s terribly awk- 
ward work. I can’t keep it up in- 
definitely; she oughtn’t to expect 
that, you know. A woman should 
never keep a man dangling!” he 
added finely. 

“Ah, but you must have your 
last parting!” urged his compan- 
ion, in whose imagination the idea 
of last partings occupied a place 
inferior in dignity only to that of 
first meetings. 
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He came again, without manag- 
ing the last parting; and again and 


again, without finding that Mrs. 
Penniman had as yet done much 
to pave the path of retreat with. 
flowers. It was devilish awkward, 
as he said, and he felt a lively an- 
imosity for Catherine’s aunt, who, 
as he had now quite formed the 
habit of saying to himself, had 
dragged him into the mess and 
was bound in common charity to 
get him out of it. Mrs. Penniman, 
to tell the truth, had, in the se- 
clusion of her own apartment — 
and, I may add, amid the sugges- 
tiveness of Catherine’s, which wore 
in those days the appearance of 
that of a young lady laying out 
her trousseau — Mrs. Penniman had 
measured her responsibilities, and 
taken fright at their magnitude. 
The task of preparing Catherine 
and easing off Morris presented 
difficulties which increased in the 
execution, and even led the impul- 
sive Lavinia to ask herself whether 
the modification of the young 
man’s original project had been 
conceived in a happy spirit. A 
brilliant future, a wider career, a 
conscience exempt from the re- 
proach of interference between a 
young lady and her natural rights 
—these excellent things might be 
too troublesomely purchased. From 
Catherine herself Mrs. Penniman 
received no assistance whatever; 
the poor girl was apparently with- 
out suspicion of her danger. She 
looked at her lover with eyes of 
undiminished trust, and though 
she had less confidence in her 
aunt than in a young man with 
whom she had exchanged so many 
tender vows, she gave her no han- 
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dle for explaining or confessing. 
Mrs. Penniman, faltering and 
wavering, declared Catherine was 
very stupid, put off the great 
scene, as she would have called 
it, from day to day, and wan- 
dered about very uncomfortably, 
primed, to repletion, with her 
apology, but unable to bring ‘it to 
the light. Morris’s own scenes were 
very small ones just now; but even 
these were beyond his strength. 
He made his visits as brief as pos- 
sible, and while he sat with his 
mistress, found terribly little to 
talk about. She was waiting for 
him, in vulgar parlance, to name 
the day; and so long as he was un- 
prepared to be explicit on this 
point it seemed a mockery to pre- 
tend to talk about matters more 
abstract. She had no airs and no 
arts; she never attempted to dis- 
guise her expectancy. She was 
waiting on his good pleasure, and 
would wait modestly and pa- 
tiently; his hanging back at this 
supreme time might appear 
strange, but of course he must 
have a good reason for it. Cather- 
ine would have made a wife of 
the gentle old-fashioned pattern 
— regarding reasons as favours and 
windfalls, but no more expecting 
one every day than she would 
have expected a bouquet of ca- 
mellias. During the period of her 
engagement, however, a young 
lady even of the most slender pre- 
tensions counts upon more bou- 
quets than at other times; and 
there was a want of perfume in 
the air at this moment which at 
last excited the girl’s alarm. 


“Are you sick?” she asked of 
Morris. “You seem so restless, and 
you look pale.” 

“I am not at all well,” said 
Morris; and it occurred to him 
that, if he could only make her 
pity him enough, he might get off. 

“I am afraid you are over- 
worked; you oughtn’t to work so 
much.” 

“I must do that.” And then he 
added, with a sort of calculated 
brutality, “I don’t want to owe 
you everything!” 

“Ah, how can you say that?” 

“I am too proud,” said Morris. 

“Yes — you are too proud!” 

“Well, you must take me as I 
am,” he went on, “you can never 
change me.” 

“I don’t want to change you,” 
she said gently. “I will take you 
as you are!” And she stood look- 
ing at him. 

“You know people talk tremen- 
dously about a man’s marrying a 
rich girl,” Morris remarked. “It’s 
excessively disagreeable.” 

“But.I am not rich?” said Cath- 


erine. 


“You are rich enough to make 
me talked about!” 

“Of course you are talked about. 
It’s an honour!” 

“Tt’s an honour I could easily 
dispense with.” 

She was on the point of asking 
him whether it were not a com- 
pensation for this annoyance that 
the poor girl who had the misfor- 
tune to bring it upon him, loved 
him so dearly and believed in him 
so truly; but she hesitated, think- 
ing that this would perhaps seem 
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an exacting speech, and while she 
hesitated, he suddenly left her. 

The next time he came, how- 
ever, she brought it out, and she 
told him again that he was too 
proud. He repeated that he 
couldn’t change, and this time she 
felt the impulse to say that with 
a little effort he might change. 

Sometimes he thought that if he 
could only make a quarrel with 
her it might help him; but the 
question was how to quarrel with 
a young woman who had such 
treasures of concession. “I suppose 
you think the effort is all on your 
side!” he was reduced to exclaim- 
ing. “Don’t you believe that I 
have my own effort to make?” 

“It’s all yours now,” she said. 
“My effort is finished and done 
with!” 

“Well, mine is not.” 

“We must bear things together,” 
said Catherine. “That’s what we 
ought to do.” 

Morris attempted a_ natural 
smile. “There are some things 
which we can’t very well bear to- 
gether — for instance, separation.” 

“Why do you speak of separa- 
Tonka 

“Ah! you don’t like it; I knew 
you wouldn't!” 

“Where are you going, Morris?” 
she suddenly asked. 

He fixed his eye on her for a 
moment, and for a part of that 
moment she was afraid of it. “Will 
you promise not to make a scene?” 

“A scene! —do I make scenes?” 

“All women do!” said Morris, 
with the tone of large experience. 

“I don’t. Where are you going?” 


“If I should say I was going 
away on business, should you think 
it very strange?” 

She wondered a moment, gaz- 
ing at him. “Yes—no. Not if you 
will take me with you.” 

“Take you with me—on busi- 
ness?” 

“What is your business? Your 
business is to be with me.” 

“I don’t earn my living with 
you,” said Morris. “Or rather,” he 
cried with a sudden inspiration, 
“that’s just what I do—or what 
the world says I do!” 

This ought perhaps to have 
been a great stroke, but it miscar- 
ried. “Where are you going?” 
Catherine simply repeated. 

“To New Orleans. About buy- 
ing some cotton.” 

“TI am perfectly willing to go to 
New Orleans,” Catherine said. 

“Do you suppose I would take 
you to a nest of yellow fever?” 
cried Morris. “Do you suppose I 
would expose you at such a time 
as this?” 

“If there is yellow fever, why 
should you go? Morris, you must 
not go!” 

“It is to make six thousand dol- 
lars,” said Morris. “Do you grudge 
me that satisfaction?” 

“We have no need of six thou- 
sand dollars. You think too much 
about money!” 

“You can afford to say that? 
This is a great chance; we heard 
of it last night.” And he explained 
to her in what the chance con- 
sisted; and told her a long story, 
going over more than once sev- 
eral of the details, about the re- 
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markable stroke of business which 
he and his partner had planned 
between them. . 

But Catherine’s imagination, for 
reasons best known to herself, ab- 
solutely refused to be fired. “If you 
can go to New Orleans, I can go,” 
she said. “Why shouldn't you 
catch yellow fever quite as easily 
as IP I am every bit as strong as 
you, and not in the least afraid of 
any fever. When we were in Eu- 
rope, we were in very unhealthy 
places; my father used to make me 
take some pills. I never caught 
anything, and I never was nerv- 
ous. What will be the use of six 
thousand dollars if you die of a 
fever? When persons are going to 
be married they oughtn’t to think 
so much about business. You 
shouldn’t think about cotton, you 
should think about me. You can 
go to New Orleans some other 
time — there will always be plenty 
of cotton. It isn’t the moment to 
choose — we have waited too long 
already.” She spoke more forcibly 
and volubly than he had ever 
heard her, and she held his arm in 
her two hands. 

“You said you wouldn’t make a 
scene!” cried Morris. “I call this a 
scene.” 

“It’s you that are making it! I 
have never asked you anything 
before. We have waited too long 
already.” And it was a comfort to 
her to think that she had hitherto 
asked so little; it seemed to make 
her right to insist the greater 
now. 

Morris bethought himself a lit- 
tle. “Very well, then; we wont 


talk about it any more. I will 
transact my business by letter.” 
And he began to smooth his hat, 
as if to take leave. 

“You won't go?” And she stood 
looking up at him. 

He could not give up his idea 
of provoking a quarrel; it was so 
much the simplest way! He bent 
his eyes on her upturned face, 
with the darkest frown he could 
achieve. “You are not discreet. 
You mustn’t bully me!” 

But, as usual, she conceded ev- 
erything. “No, I am not discreet; 
I know I am too pressing. But 
isn’t it natural? It is only for a 
moment.” 

“In a moment you may do a 
great deal of harm. Try and be 
calmer the next time I come.” 

“When will you come?” 

“Do you want to make condi- 
tions?” Morris asked. “I will come 
next Saturday.” 

“Come to-morrow,” Catherine 
begged; “I want you to come to- 
morrow. I will be very quiet,” she 
added; and her agitation had by 
this time become so great that the 
assurance was not becoming. A 
sudden fear had come over her; it 
was like the solid conjunction of a 
dozen disembodied doubts, and 
her imagination, at a single bound, 
had traversed an enormous dis- 
tance. All her being, for the mo- 
ment, centred in the wish to keep 
him in the room. 

Morris bent his head and kissed 
her forehead. “When you are 
quiet, you are perfection,” he said; 
“but when you are violent, you are 
not in character.” 
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It was Catherine’s wish that 
there should be no violence about 
her save the beating of her heart, 
which she could not help; and she 
went on, as gently as possible, 
“Will you promise to come to- 
morrow?” 

“I said Saturday!” Morris an- 
swered, smiling. He tried a frown 
at one moment, a smile at an- 
other; he was at his wit’s end. 

“Yes, Saturday too,” she an- 
swered, trying to smile. “But to- 
morrow first.” He was going to the 
door, and she went with him 
quickly. She leaned her shoulder 
against it; it seemed to her that 
she would do anything to keep 
him. 

“If I am prevented from com- 
ing to-morrow, you will say I have 
deceived you!” he said. 

“How can you be prevented? 
You can come if you will.” 

“I am a busy man—I am not a 
dangler!” cried Morris sternly. 

His voice was so hard and un- 
natural that, with a helpless look 
at him, she turned away; and then 
he quickly laid his hand on the 
door-knob. He felt as if he were 
absolutely running away from her. 
But in an instant she was close to 
him again, and murmuring in a 
tone none the less penetrating for 
being low, “Morris, you are going 
to leave me.” 

“Yes, for a little while.” 

“For how long?” 

“Till you are reasonable again.” 

“I shall never be reasonable in 
that way!” And she tried to keep 
him longer; it was almost a strug- 
gle. “Think of what I have done!” 


she broke out. “Morris, I have 
given up everything!” 

“You shall have 
back!” 

“You wouldn’t say that if you 
didn’t mean something. What is 
itp —what has happened? — what 
have I done? — what has changed 
you?” 

“I will write to you—that is 
better,” Morris stammered. 

“Ah, you won’t come back!” she 
cried, bursting into tears. 

“Dear Catherine,” -he _ said, 
“don’t believe that! I promise you 
that you shall see me again!” And 
he managed to get away and to 
close the door behind him. 


everything 
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Ir was almost her last outbreak of 
passive grief; at least, she never 
indulged in another that the world 
knew anything about. But this one 
was long and terrible; she flung 
herself on the sofa and gave her- 
self up to her misery. She hardly 
knew what had happened; osten- 
sibly she had only had a differ- 
ence with her lover, as other girls 
had had before, and the thing was 
not only not a rupture, but she 
was under no obligation to regard 
it even as a menace. Nevertheless, 
she felt a wound, even if he had 
not dealt it; it seemed to her that 
a mask had suddenly fallen from 
his face. He had wished to get 
away from her; he had been an- 
gry and cruel, and said strange 
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things, with strange looks. She was 
smothered and stunned; she bur- 
ied her head in the cushions, sob- 
bing and talking to herself. But at 
last she raised herself, with the 
fear that either her father or Mrs. 
Penniman would come in; and 
then she sat there, staring before 
her, while the room grew darker. 
She said to herself that perhaps he 
would come back to tell her he 
had not meant what he said; and 
she listened for his ring at the 
door, trying to believe that this 
was probable. A long time passed, 
but Morris remained absent; the 
shadows gathered; the evening set- 
tled down on the meagre elegance 
of the light, clear-coloured room; 
the fire went out. When it had 
grown dark, Catherine went to the 
window and looked out; she stood 
there for half an hour, on the mere 
chance that he would come up the 
steps. At last she turned away, for 
she saw her father come in. He 
had seen her at the window look- 
ing out, and he stopped a mo- 
ment at the bottom of the white 
steps, and gravely, with an air of 
exaggerated courtesy, lifted his 
hat to her. The gesture was so in- 
congruous to the condition she 
was in, this stately tribute of re- 
spect to a poor girl despised and 
forsaken was so out of place, that 
the thing gave her a kind of hor- 
ror, and she hurried away to her 
room. It seemed to her that she 
had given Morris up. 

She had to show herself half an 
hour later, and she was sustained 
at table by the immensity of her 
desire that her father should not 


perceive that anything had hap- 
pened. This was a great help to 
her afterwards, and it served her 
(though never as much as she sup- 
posed) from the first. On this oc- 
casion Dr. Sloper was rather talk- 
ative. He told a great many stories 
about a wonderful poodle that he 
had seen at the house of an old 
lady whom he visited profession- 
ally. Catherine not only tried to 
appear to listen to the anecdotes 
of the poodle, but she endeav- 
oured to interest herself in them, 
so as not to think of her scene 
with Morris. That perhaps was an 
hallucination; he was mistaken, 
she was jealous; people didn’t 
change like that from one day to 
another. Then she knew that she 
had had doubts before — strange 
suspicions, that were at once vague 
and acute — and that he had been 
different ever since her return 
from Europe: whereupon she tried 
again to listen to her father, who 
told a story so remarkably well. 
Afterwards she went straight to 
her own room; it was beyond her 
strength to undertake to spend the 
evening with her aunt. All the eve- 
ning, alone, she questioned her- 
self. Her trouble was terrible; but 
was it a thing of her imagination, 
engendered by an extravagant sen- 
sibility, or did it represent a clear- 
cut reality, and had the worst that 
was possible actually come to 
pass? Mrs. Penniman, with a de- 
gree of tact that was as unusual as 
it was commendable, took the line 
of leaving her alone. The truth is, 
that her suspicions having been 
aroused, she indulged a desire, 
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natural to a timid person, that the 
explosion should be localised. So 
long as the air still vibrated she 
kept out of the way. 

She passed and repassed Cath- 
erine’s door several times in the 
course of the evening, as if she ex- 
pected to hear a plaintive moan 
behind it. But the room remained 
perfectly still; and accordingly, 
the last thing before retiring to 
her own couch, she applied for 
admittance. Catherine was sitting 
up, and had a book that she pre- 
tended to be reading. She had no 
wish to go to bed, for she had no 
expectation of sleeping. After Mrs. 
Penniman had left her she sat up 
half the night, and she offered her 
visitor no inducement to remain. 
Her aunt came stealing in very 
gently, and approached her with 
great solemnity. 

“I am afraid you are in trou- 
ble, my dear. Can I do anything 
to help you?” 

“I am not in any trouble what- 
ever, and do not need any help,” 
said Catherine, fibbing roundly, 
and proving thereby that not only 
our faults, but our most involun- 
tary misfortunes, tend to corrupt 
our morals, 

“Has nothing happened to you?” 

“Nothing whatever.” 

“Are you very sure, dear?” 

“Perfectly sure.” 

“And can I really do nothing 
for you?” 

“Nothing, aunt, but kindly leave 
me alone,” said Catherine. 

Mrs. Penniman, though she had 
been afraid of too warm a wel- 


come before, was now disap- 
pointed at so cold a one; and in 
relating afterwards, as she did to 
many persons, and with consider- 
able variations of detail, the his- 
tory of the termination of her 
niece’s engagement, she was usu- 
ally careful to mention that the 
young lady, on a certain occasion, 
had “hustled” her out of the room. 
It was characteristic of Mrs. Pen- 
niman that she related this fact, 
not in the least out of malignity to 
Catherine, whom she very sufli- 
ciently pitied, but simply from a 
natural disposition to embellish 
any subject that she touched. 
Catherine, as I have said, sat up 
half the night, as if she still ex- 
pected to hear Morris Townsend 
ring at the door. On the morrow 
this expectation was less unrea- 
sonable; but it was not gratified 
by the reappearance of the young 
man. Neither had he written; 
there was not a word of explana- 
tion or reassurance. Fortunately 
for Catherine she could take ref- 
uge from her excitement, which 
had now become intense, in her 
determination that her father 
should see nothing of it. How well 
she deceived her father we shall 
have occasion to learn; but her in- 
nocent arts were of little avail be- 
fore a person of the rare perspi- 
cacity of Mrs. Penniman. This 
lady easily saw that she was agi- 
tated, and if there was any agi- 
tation going forward, Mrs. Penni- 
man was not a person to forfeit 
her natural share in it. She re- 
turned to the charge the next eve- 
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ning, and requested her niece to 
lean upon her—to unburden her 
heart. Perhaps she should be able 
to explain certain things that now 
seemed dark, and that she knew 
more about than Catherine sup- 
posed. If Catherine had been 
frigid the night before, to-day she 
was haughty. 

“You are completely mistaken, 
and I have not the least idea what 
you mean. I don’t know what 
you are trying to fasten on me, 
and I have never had less need 
of any one’s explanations in my 
life.” 

In this way the girl delivered 
herself, and from hour to hour 
kept her aunt at bay. From hour 
to hour Mrs. Penniman’s curios- 
ity grew. She would have given 
her little finger to know what 
Morris had said and done, what 
tone he had taken, what pretext 
he had found. She wrote to him, 
naturally, to request an interview; 
but she received, as naturally, no 
answer to her petition. Morris 
was not in a writing mood; for 
Catherine had addressed him two 
short notes which met with no ac- 
knowledgment. These notes were 
so brief that I may give them en- 
tire. “Won't you give me some 
sign that you didn’t mean to be 
so cruel as you seemed on Tues- 
day?” —that was the first, the 
other was a little longer. “If I was 
unreasonable or suspicious on 
Tuesday —if I annoyed you or 
troubled you in any way —I beg 
your forgiveness, and I promise 
never again to be so foolish. I am 


punished enough, and I don’t un- 
derstand. Dear Morris, you are 
killing me!” These notes were des- 
patched on the Friday and Sat- 
urday; but Saturday and Sunday 
passed without bringing the poor 
girl the satisfaction she desired. 
Her punishment accumulated; she 
continued to bear it, however, 
with a good deal of superficial for- 
titude. On Saturday morning the 
Doctor, who had been watching 
in silence, spoke to his sister La- 
vinia. 

“The thing has happened — the 
scoundrel has backed out!” 

“Never!” cried Mrs. Penniman, 
who had bethought herself what 
she should say to Catherine, but 
was not provided with a line of 
defence against her brother, so 
that indignant negation was the 
only weapon in her hands. 

“He has begged for a reprieve, 
then, if you like that better!” 

“Tt seems to make you very 
happy that your daughter’s affec- 
tions have been trifled with.” 

“Tt does,” said the Doctor; “for 
I had foretold it! Its a great 
pleasure to be in the right.” 

“Your pleasures make one shud- 
der!” his sister exclaimed. 

Catherine went rigidly through 
her usual occupations; that is, up 
to the point of going with her 
aunt to church on Sunday morn- 
ing. She generally went to after- 
noon service as well; but on this 
occasion her courage faltered, and 
she begged of Mrs. Penniman to 
go without her. 

“I am sure you have a secret,” 
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said Mrs. Penniman, with great 
significance, looking at her rather 
grimly. 

“If I have, I shall keep it!” 
Catherine answered, turning away. 

Mrs. Penniman started for 
church; but before she had ar- 
rived, she stopped and turned 
back, and before twenty minutes 
had elapsed she re-entered the 
house, looked into the empty par- 
lours, and then went upstairs and 
knocked at Catherine’s door. She 
got no answer; Catherine was not 
in her room, and Mrs. Penniman 
presently ascertained that she was 
not in the house. “She has gone 
to him, she has fled!” Lavinia 
cried, clasping her hands with 
admiration and envy. But she 
soon perceived that Catherine had 
taken nothing with her—all her 
personal property in her room was 
intact—and then she jumped at 
the hypothesis that the girl had 
gone forth, not in tenderness, but 
in resentment. “She has followed 
him to his own door—she has 
burst upon him in his own apart- 
ment!” It was in these terms that 
Mrs. Penniman depicted to her- 
self her niece’s errand, which, 
viewed in this light, gratified her 
sense of the picturesque only a 
shade less strongly than the idea 
of a clandestine marriage. To visit 
one’s lover, with tears and re- 
proaches, at his own residence, 
was an image so agreeable to Mrs. 
Penniman’s mind that she felt a 
sort of esthetic disappointment at 
its lacking, in this case, the har- 
monious accompaniments of dark- 
ness and storm, A quiet Sunday 


afternoon appeared an inadequate 
setting for it; and, indeed, Mrs. 
Penniman was quite out of hu- 
mour with the conditions of the 
time, which passed very slowly as 
she sat in the front parlour in her 
bonnet and her cashmere shawl, 
awaiting Catherine’s return. 

This event at last took place. 
She saw her—at the window — 
mount the steps, and she went to 
await her in the hall, where she 
pounced upon her as soon as she 
had entered the house, and drew 
her into the parlour, closing the 
door with solemnity. Catherine was 
flushed, and her eye was. bright. 
Mrs. Penniman hardly knew what 
to think. ; 

“May I venture to ask where you 
have been?” she demanded. 

“I have been to take a walk,” 
said Catherine. “I thought you had 
gone to church.” 

“I did go to church; but the 
service was shorter than usual. And 
pray, where did you walk?” 

“T don’t know!” said Catherine. 

“Your ignorance is most extraor- 
dinary! Dear Catherine, you can 
trust me.” 

“What am I to trust you with?” 

“With your secret— your sor- 
row.” 

“I have no sorrow!” said Cath- 
erine fiercely. 

“My poor child,” Mrs. Penniman 
insisted, “you can’t deceive me. I 
know everything. I have been re- 
quested to—a—to converse with 
you.” 

“J don’t want to converse!” 

“It will relieve you. Don’t you 
know Shakespeare’s lines? — ‘the 
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grief that does not speak!’ My dear 
girl, it is better as it is.” 

“What is better?” 
asked. 

She was really too perverse. A 
certain amount of perversity was 
to be allowed for in a young lady 
whose lover had thrown her over; 
but not such an amount as would 
prove inconvenient to his apolo- 
gists. “That you should be reason- 
able,” said Mrs. Penniman, with 
some sternness. “That you should 
take counsel of worldly prudence, 
and submit to practical considera- 
tions. That you should agree to — 
a— separate.” 

Catherine had been ice up to 
this moment, but at this word she 
flamed up. “Separate? What do 
you know about our separating?” 

Mrs. Penniman shook her head 
with a sadness in which there was 
almost a sense of injury. “Your 
pride is my pride, and your sus- 
ceptibilities are mine. I see your 
side perfectly, but I also” —and 
she smiled with melancholy sug- 
gestiveness—“I also see the situ- 
ation as a whole!” 

This suggestiveness was lost 
upon Catherine, who repeated her 
violent inquiry. “Why do you talk 
about separation; what do you 
know about it?” 

“We must study resignation,” 
said Mrs. Penniman, hesitating, 
but sententious at a venture. 

“Resignation to what?” 

“To a change of — of our plans.” 

“My plans have not changed!” 
said Catherine, with a little laugh. 

“Ah, but Mr. Townsend’s have,” 
her aunt answered very gently. 


Catherine 


“What do you mean?” 

There was an imperious brev- 
ity in the tone of this inquiry, 
against which Mrs. Penniman felt 
bound to protest; the informa- 
tion with which she had under- 
taken to supply her niece was, 
after all, a favour. She had tried 
sharpness, and she had tried stern- 
ness: but neither would do; she 
was shocked at the girl’s obstinacy. 
“Ah, well,” she said, “if he hasn’t 
told you! ...” and she turned 
away. 

Catherine watched her a mo- 
ment in silence; then she hurried 
after her, stopping her before she 
reached the door. “Told me what? 
What do you mean? What are 
you hinting at and threatening me 
with?” 

“Isn’t it broken off?” asked Mrs. 
Penniman. 

“My engagement? Not in the 
least!” 

“J beg your pardon in that case. 
I have spoken too soon!” 

“Too soon! Soon or late,” Cath- 
erine broke out, “you speak fool- 
ishly and cruelly!” 

“What has happened between 
you, then?” asked her aunt, struck 
by the sincerity of this cry. “For 
something certainly has happened.” 

“Nothing has happened but that 
I love him more and more!” 

Mrs. Penniman was silent an 
instant. “I suppose that’s the rea- 
son you went to see him this aft- 
ernoon.” 

Catherine flushed as if she had 
been struck. “Yes, I did go to see 
him! But that’s my own business.” 

“Very well, then; we won't talk 
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about it.” And Mrs. Penniman 
moved towards the door again. 
But she was stopped by a sud- 
den imploring cry from the girl. 

“Aunt Lavinia, where has he 
gone?” 

“Ah, you admit, then, that he 
has gone away? Didn’t they know 
at his house?” 

“They said he had left town. I 
asked no more questions; I was 
ashamed,” said Catherine, simply 
enough. 

“You needn’t have taken so com- 
promising a step if you had had a 
little more confidence in me,” Mrs. 
Penniman observed, with a good 
deal of grandeur. 

“Ts it to New Orleans?” Cath- 
erine went on irrelevantly. 

It was the first time Mrs. Pen- 
niman had heard of New Orleans 
in this connexion; but she was 
averse to letting Catherine know 
that she was in the dark. She at- 
tempted to strike an illumination 
from the instructions she had re- 
ceived from Morris. “My dear 
Catherine,” she said, “when a sep- 
aration has been agreed upon, the 
farther he goes away the better.” 

“Agreed upon? Has he agreed 
upon it with you?” A consummate 
sense of her aunt’s meddlesome 
folly had come over her during 
the last five minutes, and she was 
sickened at the thought that Mrs. 
Penniman had been let loose, as 
it were, upon her happiness. 

“He certainly has sometimes ad- 
vised with me,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man. 


“Is it you, then, that have 


changed him and made him so 
unnatural?” Catherine cried. “Is it 
you that have worked on him and 
taken him from me? He doesn’t 
belong to you, and I don't see. 
how you have anything to do with 
what is between us! Is it you that 
have made this plot and told him 
to leave me? How could you be so 
wicked, so cruel? What have I 
ever done to you; why can’t you 
leave me alone? I was afraid you 
would spoil everything; for you do 
spoil everything you touch; I was 
afraid of you all the time we were 
abroad; I had no rest when I 
thought that you were always talk- 
ing to him.” Catherine went on 
with growing vehemence, pouring 
out in her bitterness and in the 
clairvoyance of her passion (which 
suddenly, jumping all processes, 
made her judge her aunt finally 
and without appeal) the uneasi- 
ness which had lain for so many 
months upon her heart. 

Mrs. Penniman was scared and 
bewildered; she saw no prospect 
of introducing her little account of 
the purity of Morris’s motives. 
“You are a most ungrateful girl!” 
she cried. “Do you scold me for 
talking with him? I am sure we 
never talked of anything but you!” 

“Yes; and that was the way you 
worried him; you made him tired 
of my very name! I wish you had 
never spoken of me to him; I 
never asked your help!” 

“T am sure if it hadn’t been for 
me he would never have come to 
the house, and you would never 
have known what he thought of 
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you,” Mrs. Penniman rejoined, 
with a good deal of justice. 

“I wish he never had come to 
the house, and that I never had 
known it! That’s better than this,” 
said poor Catherine. 

“You are a very ungrateful girl,” 
Aunt Lavinia repeated. 

Catherine’s outbreak of anger 
and the sense of wrong gave her, 
while they lasted, the satisfaction 
that comes from all assertion of 
force; they hurried her along, and 
there is always a sort of pleasure 
in cleaving the air. But at the bot- 
tom she hated to be violent, and 
she was conscious of no aptitude 
for organised resentment. She 
calmed herself with a great effort, 
but with great rapidity, and 
walked about the room a few mo- 
ments, trying to say to herself that 
her aunt had meant everything 
for the best. She did not succeed 
in saying it with much conviction, 
but after a little she was able to 
speak quietly enough. 

“I am not ungrateful, but I am 
very unhappy. It’s hard to be 
grateful for that,” she said. “Will 
you please tell me where he is?” 

“I haven’t the least idea; I am 
not in secret correspondence with 
him!” And Mrs. Penniman wished 
indeed that she were, so that she 
might let him know how Cather- 
ine abused her, after all she had 
done. 

“Was it a plan of his, then, to 
break off —— ?” By this time Cath- 
erine had become completely 
quiet. 

Mrs. Penniman began again to 


have a glimpse of her chance 
for explaining. “He shrank —he 
shrank,” she said. “He lacked cour- 
age, but it was the courage to in- 
jure you! He couldn't bear to 
bring down on you your father’s 
curse.” 

Catherine listened to this with 
her eyes fixed upon her aunt, and 
continued to gaze at her for some 
time afterwards. “Did he tell you 
to say that?” 

“He told me to say many things 
—all so delicate, so discriminating. 
And he told me to tell you he 
hoped you wouldn’t despise him.” 

“I don’t,” said Catherine. And 
then she added: “And will he stay 
away for ever?” 

“Oh, for ever is a long time. 
Your father, perhaps, won't live 
for ever.” 

“Perhaps not.” 

“I am sure you appreciate — you 
understand—even though your 
heart bleeds,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man. “You doubtless think him too 


‘scrupulous. So do I, but I respect 


his scruples. What he asks of you 
is that you should do the same.” 

Catherine was still gazing at her 
aunt, but she spoke at last, as if 
she had not heard or not under- 
stood her. “It has been a regular 
plan, then. He has broken it off 
deliberately; he has given me up.” 

“For the present, dear Cather- 
ine. He has put it off only.” 

“He has left me alone,” Cather- 
ine went on. 

“Haven't you me?” asked Mrs. 
Penniman, with much expression. 


Catherine shook her head 
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slowly. “I don’t believe it!” and 
she left the room. 
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Tuoucu she had forced herself to 
be calm, she preferred practising 
this virtue in private, and she for- 
bore to show herself at tea—a re- 
past which, on Sundays, at six 
o'clock, took the place of dinner. 
Dr. Sloper and his sister sat face 
to face, but Mrs. Penniman never 
met her brother’s eye. Late in the 
evening she went with him, but 
without Catherine, to their sister 
Almond’s, where, between the two 
ladies, Catherine’s unhappy situa- 
tion was discussed with a frankness 
that was conditioned by a good 
deal of mysterious reticence on 
Mrs. Penniman’s part. 

“I am delighted he is not to 
marry her,” said Mrs. Almond, “but 
he ought to be horsewhipped all 
the same.” 

Mrs. Penniman, who was 
shocked at her sister’s coarseness, 
replied that he had been actuated 
by the noblest of motives — the de- 
sire not to impoverish Catherine. 

“I am very happy that Catherine 
is not to be impoverished — but I 
hope he may never have a penny 
too much! And what does the poor 
girl say to youP” Mrs. Almond 
asked. 

“She says I have a genius for 
consolation,” said Mrs. Penniman. 

This was the account of the mat- 
ter that she gave to her sister, and 
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it was perhaps with the conscious- 
ness of genius that, on her return 
that evening to Washington Square, 
she again presented herself for ad- 
mittance at Catherine’s door. Cath- 
erine came and opened it; she was 
apparently very quiet. 

- “I only want to give you a lit- 
tle word of advice,” she said. “If 
your father asks you, say that ev- 
erything is going on.” 

Catherine stood there, with her 
hand on the knob, looking at her 
aunt, but not asking her to come 
in. “Do you think he will ask 
me?” 

“I am sure he will. He asked 
me just now, on our way home 
from your Aunt Elizabeth’s. I ex- 
plained the whole thing to your 
Aunt Elizabeth. I said to your fa- 
ther I know nothing about it.” 

“Do you think he will ask me 
when he sees — when he sees —— ?” 
But here Catherine stopped. 

“The more he sees the more dis- 
agreeable he will be,” said her 
aunt. 

“He shall see as little as possi- 
ble!” Catherine declared. 

“Tell him you are to be mar- 
ried.” 

“So I am,” said Catherine softly; 
and she closed the door upon her 
aunt. 

She could not have said this two 
days later — for instance, on Tues- 
day, when she at last received a 
letter from Morris Townsend. It 
was an epistle of considerable 
length, measuring five large square 
pages, and written at Philadel- 
phia. It was an explanatory doc- 
ument, and it explained a great 
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many things, chief among which 
were the considerations that had 
led the writer to take advantage 
of an urgent “professional” absence 
to try and banish from his mind 
the image of one whose path he 
had crossed only to scatter it with 
ruins. He ventured to expect but 
partial success in this attempt, but 
he could promise her that, what- 
ever his failure, he would never 
again interpose between her gen- 
erous heart and her brilliant pros- 
pects and filial duties. He closed 
with an intimation that his profes- 
sional pursuits might compel him 
to travel for some months, and 
with the hope that when they 
should each have accommodated 
themselves to what was sternly in- 
volved in their respective posi- 
tions — even should this result not 
be reached for years — they should 
meet as friends, as fellow-suffer- 
ers, as innocent but philosophic 
victims of a great social law. That 
her life should be peaceful and 
happy was the dearest wish of him 
who ventured still to subscribe 
himself her most obedient serv- 
ant. The letter was beautifully 
written, and Catherine, who kept 
it for many years after this, was 
able, when her sense of the bit- 
terness of its meaning and the hol- 
lowness of its tone had grown less 
acute, to admire its grace of ex- 
pression. At present, for a long 
time after she received it, all she 
had to help her was the determi- 
nation, daily more rigid, to make 
no appeal to the compassion of 
her father. 

He suffered a week to elapse, 


and then one day, in the morning, 
at an hour at which she rarely 
saw him, he strolled into the back 
parlour. He had watched his time, 
and he found her alone. She was 
sitting with some work, and he 
came and stood in front of her. 
He was going out, he had on his 
hat and was drawing on his gloves. 

“It doesn’t seem to me that you 
are treating me just now with all 
the consideration I deserve,” he 
said in a moment. 

“I don’t know what I have 
done,” Catherine answered, with 
her eyes on her work. 

“You have apparently quite 
banished from your mind the re- 
quest I made you at Liverpool, 
before we sailed; the request that 
you would notify me in advance 
before leaving my house.” 

“J have not left your house!” 
said Catherine. 

“But you intend to leave it, and 
by what you gave me to under- 
stand, your departure must be im- 
pending. In fact, though you are 
still here in body, you are already 
absent in spirit. Your mind has 
taken up its residence with your 
prospective husband, and you 
might quite as well be lodged un- 
der the conjugal roof, for all the 
benefit we get from your society.” 

“I will try and be more cheer- 
ful!” said Catherine. 

“You certainly ought to be 
cheerful, you ask a great deal if 
you are not. To the pleasure of 
marrying a brilliant young man, 
you add that of having your own 
way; you strike me as a very 
lucky young lady!” 
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Catherine got up; she was suf- 
focating. But she folded her work, 
deliberately and correctly, bend- 
ing her burning face upon it. Her 
father stood where he had planted 
himself; she hoped he would go, 
but he smoothed and buttoned his 
gloves, and then he rested his 
hands upon his hips. 

“It would be a convenience to 
me to know when I may expect 
to have an empty house,” he went 
on. “When you go, your aunt 
marches.” 

She looked at him at last, with 
a long silent gaze, which, in spite 
of her pride and her resolution, 
uttered part of the appeal she had 
tried not to make. Her father’s 
cold grey eye sounded her own, 
and he insisted on his point. 

“Is it to-morrow? Is it next 
week, or the week after?” 

“I shall not go away!” 
Catherine. 

The Doctor raised his eyebrows. 
“Has he backed out?” 

“I have broken off my engage- 
ment.” 

“Broken it off?” 

“T have asked him to leave New 
York, and he has gone away for a 
long time.” 

The Doctor was both puzzled 
and disappointed, but he solved 
his perplexity by saying to him- 
self that his daughter simply mis- 
represented — justifiably, if one 
would, but nevertheless misrepre- 
sented — the facts; and he eased 
off his disappointment, which was 
that of a man losing a chance for 
a little triumph that he had rather 


said 


counted on, by a few words that 
he uttered aloud. 

“How does he take his dismis- 
salP” 

“I don’t know!” said Catherine, 
less ingeniously than she had hith- 
erto spoken. 

“You mean you don’t care? You 
are rather cruel, after encouraging 
him and playing with him for so 
long!” 

’ The Doctor had his revenge, 
after all. 
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Our story has hitherto moved with 
very short steps, but as it ap- 
proaches its termination it must 
take a long stride. As time went 
on, it might have appeared to the 
Doctor that his daughter’s account 
of her rupture with Morris Town- 
send, mere bravado as he had 
deemed it, was in some degree 
justified by the sequel. Morris re- 
mained as rigidly and unremit- 
tingly absent as if he had died of 
a broken heart, and Catherine had 
apparently buried the memory of 
this fruitless episode as deep as if 
it had terminated by her own 
choice. We know that she had 
been deeply and __ incurably 
wounded, but the Doctor had no 
means of knowing it. He was cer- 
tainly curious about it, and would 
have given a good deal to discover 
the exact truth; but it was his pun- 
ishment that he never knew — his 
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punishment, I mean, for the abuse 
of sarcasm in his relations with his 
daughter. There was a good deal 
of effective sarcasm in her keep- 
ing him in the dark, and the rest 
of the world conspired with her, 
in this sense, to be sarcastic. Mrs. 
Penniman told him nothing, partly 
because, he never questioned her 
—he made too light of Mrs. Pen- 
niman for that—and partly be- 
cause she flattered herself that a 
tormenting reserve, and a serene 
profession of ignorance, would 
avenge her for his theory that she 
had meddled in the matter. He 
went two or three times to see 
Mrs. Montgomery, but Mrs. Mont- 
gomery had nothing to impart. 
She simply knew that her broth- 
er’s engagement was broken off, 
and now that Miss Sloper was out 
of danger she preferred not to 
bear witness in any way against 
Morris. She had done so before — 
however unwillingly — because she 
was sorry for Miss Sloper; but she 
was not sorry for Miss Sloper now 
—not at all sorry. Morris had told 
her nothing about his relations 
with Miss Sloper at the time, and 
he had told her nothing since. He 
was always away, and he very sel- 
dom wrote to her; she believed he 
had gone to California. Mrs. Al- 
mond had, in her sister’s phrase, 
“taken up” Catherine violently 
since the recent catastrophe; but 
though the girl was very grateful 
to her for her kindness, she re- 
vealed no secrets, and the good 
lady could give the Doctor no sat- 
isfaction. Even, however, had she 


been able to narrate to him the 
private history of his daughter’s 
unhappy love affair, it would have 
given her a certain comfort to 
leave him in ignorance; for Mrs. 
Almond was at this time not al- 
together in sympathy with her 
brother. She had guessed for her- 
self that Catherine had been cru- 
elly jilted—she knew nothing 
from Mrs. Penniman, for Mrs. 
Penniman had not ventured to lay 
the famous explanation of Mor- 
ris’s motives before Mrs. Almond, 
though she had thought it good 
enough for Catherine—and she 
pronounced her brother too con- 
sistently indifferent to what the 
poor creature must have suffered 
and must still be suffering. Dr. 
Sloper had his theory, and he 
rarely altered his theories. The 
marriage would have been an 
abominable one, and the girl had 
had a blessed escape. She was not 
to be pitied for that, and to pre- 


tend to condole with her would 


have been to make concessions to 
the idea that she had ever had a 
right to think of Morris. 

“I put my foot on this idea from 
the first, and I keep it there now,” 
said the Doctor. “I don’t see any- 
thing cruel in that; one can’t keep 
it there too long.” To this Mrs. Al- 
mond more than once replied that 
if Catherine had got rid of her 
incongruous lover, she deserved 
the credit of it, and that to bring 
herself to her father’s enlight- 
ened view of the matter must have 
cost her an effort that he was 
bound to appreciate. 
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“T am by no means sure she has 
got rid of him,” the Doctor said. 
“There is not the smallest prob- 
ability that, after having been as 
obstinate as a mule for two years, 
she suddenly became amenable 
to reason. It is infinitely more 
probable that he got rid of 
her.” 

“All the more reason you should 
be gentle with her.” 

“I am gentle with her. But I 
can’t do the pathetic; I can’t 
pump up tears, to look graceful, 
over the most fortunate thing that 
ever happened to her.” 

“You have no sympathy,” said 
Mrs. Almond; “that was never 
your strong point. You have only 
to look at her to see that, right or 
wrong, and whether the rupture 
came from herself or from him, 
her poor little heart is grievously 
bruised.” 

“Handling bruises—and even 
dropping tears on them — doesn’t 
make them any better! My busi- 
ness is to see she gets no more 
knocks, and that I shall carefully 
attend to. But I don’t at all recog- 
nise your description of Catherine. 
She doesn’t strike me in the least 
as a young woman going about in 
search of a moral poultice. In fact, 
she seems to me much better than 
while the fellow was hanging 
about. She is perfectly comfort- 
able and blooming; she eats and 
sleeps, takes her usual exercise, 
and overloads herself, as usual, 
with finery. She is always knitting 
some purse or embroidering some 
handkerchief, and it seems to me 
she turns these articles out about 


as fast as ever. She hasn’t much to 
say; but when had she anything to 
say? She had her little dance, and 
now she is sitting down to rest. I 
suspect that, on the whole, she en- 
joys it.” 

“She enjoys it as people enjoy 
getting rid of a leg that has been 
crushed. The state of mind after 
amputation is doubtless one of 
comparative repose.” 

“If your leg is a metaphor for 
young Townsend, I can assure 
you he has never been crushed. 
Crushed? Not he! He is alive and 
perfectly intact, and that’s why I 
am not satisfied.” 

“Should you have liked to kill 
him?” asked Mrs. Almond. 

“Yes, very much. I think it is 
quite possible that it is all a blind.” 

“A blind?” 

“An arrangement between them. 
Il fait le mort, as they say in 
France; but he is looking out of 
the corner of his eye. You can de- 
pend upon it he has not burned 
his ships; he has kept one to come 
back in. When I am dead, he will 
set sail again, and then she will 
marry him.” 

“It is interesting to know that 
you accuse your only daughter of 
being the vilest of hypocrites,” 
said Mrs. Almond. 

“I don’t see what difference her 
being my only daughter makes. It 
is better to accuse one than a 
dozen. But I don’t accuse any one, 
There is not the smallest hypocrisy 
about Catherine, and I deny that 
she even pretends to be miser- 
able.” 

The Doctor’s idea that the thing 
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was a “blind” had its intermissions 
and revivals; but it may be said 
on the whole to have increased. as 
he grew older; together with his 
impression of Catherine’s bloom- 
ing and comfortable condition. 
Naturally, if he had not found 
grounds for viewing her as a love- 
lorn maiden during the year or 
two that followed her great trou- 
ble, he found none at a time when 
she had completely recovered her 
self-possession. He was obliged to 
recognise the fact that if the two 
young people were waiting for him 
to get out of the way, they were 
at least waiting very patiently. He 
had heard from time to time that 
Morris was in New York; but he 
never remained there long, and, to 
the best of the Doctor’s belief, had 
no communication with Catherine. 
He was sure they never met, and 
he had reason to suspect that Mor- 
ris never wrote to her. After the 
letter that has been mentioned, 
she heard from him twice again, 
at considerable intervals; but on 
none of these occasions did she 
write herself. On the other hand, 
as the Doctor observed, she 
averted herself rigidly from the 
idea of marrying other people. Her 
opportunities for doing so were 
not numerous, but they occurred 
often enough to test her disposi- 
tion. She refused a widower, a 
man with a genial temperament, 
a handsome fortune, and three lit- 
tle girls (he had heard that she 
was very fond of children, and he 
pointed to his own with some con- 
fidence); and she turned a deaf 
ear to the solicitations of a clever 


young lawyer, who, with the pros- 
pect of a great practice, and the 


reputation of a most agreeable 


man, had had the shrewdness, 
when he came to look about him 
for a wife, to believe that she 
would suit him better than several 
younger and prettier girls. Mr. 
Macalister, the widower, had de- 
sired to make a marriage of rea- 
son, and had chosen Catherine for 
what he supposed to be her latent 
matronly qualities; but John Lud- 
low, who was a year the girl’s 
junior, and spoken of always as a 
young man who might have his 
“pick,” was seriously in love with 
her. Catherine, however, would 
never look at him; she made it 
plain to him that she thought he 
came to see her too often. He aft- 
erwards consoled himself, and 
married a very different person, 
little Miss Sturtevant, whose at- 
tractions were obvious to the dull- 
est comprehension. Catherine, at 
the time of these events, had left 
her thirtieth year well behind her, 
and had quite taken her place as 
an old maid. Her father would 
have preferred she should marry, 
and he once told her that he 
hoped she would not be too fas- 
tidious. “I should like to see you 
an honest man’s wife before I die,” 
he said. This was after John Lud- 
low had been compelled to give it 
up, though the Doctor had ad- 
vised him to persevere. The Doc- 
tor exercised no further pressure, 
and had the credit of not “worry- 
ing” at all over his daughter's sin- 
gleness. In fact he worried rather 
more than appeared, and there 
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were considerable periods during 
which he felt sure that Morris 
Townsend was hidden behind 
some door. “If he is not, why 
doesn’t she marry?” he asked him- 
self. “Limited as her intelligence 
may be, she must understand per- 
fectly well that she is made to do 
the usual thing.” Catherine, how- 
ever, became an admirable old 
maid. She formed habits, regu- 
lated her days upon a system of 
her own, interested herself in char- 
itable institutions, asylums, hospi- 
tals, and aid societies; and went 
generally, with an even and noise- 
less step, about the rigid business 
of her life. This life had, however, 
a secret history as well as a public 
one —if I may talk of the public 
history of a mature and diffident 
spinster for whom publicity had 
always a combination of terrors. 
From her own point of view the 
great facts of her career were that 
Morris Townsend had trifled with 
her affection, and that her father 
had broken its spring. Nothing 
could ever alter these facts; they 
were always there, like her name, 
her age, her plain face. Nothing 
could ever undo the wrong or cure 
the pain that Morris had inflicted 
on her, and nothing could ever 
make her feel towards her father 
as she felt in her younger years. 
There was’ something dead in her 
life, and her duty was to try and 
fill the void. Catherine recognised 
this duty to the utmost; she had 
a great disapproval of brooding 
and moping. She had, of course, 
no faculty for quenching memory 
in dissipation; but she mingled 


freely in the usual gaieties of the 
town, and she became at last an 
inevitable figure at all respectable 
entertainments. She was greatly 
liked, and as time went on she 
grew to be a sort of kindly maiden 
aunt to the younger portion of so- 
ciety. Young girls were apt to 
confide to her their love affairs 
(which they never did to Mrs. 
Penniman), and young men to be 
fond of her without knowing why. 
She developed a few harmless 
eccentricities; her habits, once 
formed, were rather stiffly main- 
tained; her opinions, on all moral 
and social matters, were extremely 
conservative; and before she was 
forty she was regarded as an old- 
fashioned person, and an author- 
ity on customs that had passed 
away. Mrs. Penniman, in compar- 
ison, was quite a girlish figure; 
she grew younger as she advanced 
in life. She lost none of her relish 
for beauty and mystery, but she 
had little opportunity to exercise 
it. With Catherine’s later wooers 
she failed to establish relations as 
intimate as those which had given 
her so many interesting hours in 
the society of Morris Townsend. 
These gentlemen had an indefin- 
able mistrust of her good offices, 
and they never talked to her about 
Catherine’s charms. Her ringlets, 
her buckles and bangles,  glis- 
tened more brightly with each 
succeeding year, and she remained 
quite the same officious and im- 
aginative Mrs. Penniman, and the 
odd mixture of impetuosity and 
circumspection, that we have hith- 
erto known. As regards one point, 
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however, her circumspection pre- 
vailed, and she must be given due 
credit for it. For upwards of sév- 
enteen years she never mentioned 
Morris Townsend’s name to her 
niece. Catherine was grateful to 
her, but this consistent silence, so 
little in accord with her aunt’s 
character, gave her a certain alarm, 
and she could never wholly rid 
herself of a suspicion that Mrs. 
Penniman sometimes had news of 
him. 
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LirrLe by little Dr. Sloper had 
retired from his profession; he vis- 
ited only those patients in whose 
symptoms he recognised a certain 
originality. He went again to Eu- 
rope, and remained two years; 
Catherine went with him, and on 
this occasion Mrs. Penniman was 
of the party. Europe apparently 
had few surprises for Mrs. Pen- 
niman, who frequently remarked, 
in the most romantic sites — “You 
know I am very familiar with all 
this.” It should be added that 
such remarks were usually not ad- 
dressed to her brother, or yet to 
her niece, but to fellow-tourists 
who happened to be at hand, or 
even to the cicerone or the goat- 
herd in the foreground. 

One day, after his return from 
Europe, the Doctor said something 
to his daughter that made her 
start — it seemed to come from so 
far out of the past. 


< 


I should like you to promise 
me something before I die.” 

“Why do you talk about your 
dying?” she asked. 

“Because I am sixty-eight years 
old.” 

“T hope you will live a long 
time,” said Catherine. 

“T hope I shall! But some day I 
shall take a bad cold, and then it 
will not matter much what any 
one hopes. That will be the man- 
ner of my exit, and when it takes 
place, remember I told you so. 
Promise me not to marry Morris 
Townsend after I am gone.” 

This was what made Catherine 
start, as I have said; but her start 
was a silent one, and for some mo- 
ments she said nothing. “Why do 
you speak of him?” she asked at 
last. 

“You challenge everything I say. 
I speak of him because he’s a 
topic, like any other. He’s to be 
seen, like any one else, and he is 
still looking for a wife — having 
had one and got rid of her, I 
don’t know by what means. He 
has lately been in New York, and 
at your cousin Marian’s house; 
your Aunt Elizabeth saw him 
there.” 

“They neither of them told me,” 
said Catherine. 

“That’s their merit; it’s not 
yours. He has grown fat and bald, 
and he has not made his fortune. 
But I can’t trust those facts alone 
to steel your heart against him, 
and that’s why I ask you to prom- 
ise.” 

“Fat and bald”: these words 
presented a strange image to Cath- 
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erine’s mind, out of which the 
memory of the most beautiful 
young man in the world had never 
faded. “I don’t think you under- 
stand,” she said. “I very seldom 
think of Mr. Townsend.” 

“Tt will be very easy for you to 
go on, then. Promise me, after my 
death, to do the same.” 

Again, for some moments, Cath- 
erine was silent; her father’s re- 
quest deeply amazed her; it opened 
an old wound and made it ache 
afresh. “I don’t think I can prom- 
ise that,” she answered. 

“It would be a great satisfac- 
tion,” said her father. 

“You don’t understand. I can’t 
promise that.” 

The Doctor was silent a min- 
ute. “I ask you for a particular rea- 
son. I am altering my will.” 

This reason failed to strike Cath- 
erine; and indeed she scarcely un- 
derstood it. All her feelings were 
merged in the sense that he was 
trying to treat her as he had treated 
her years before. She had suffered 
from it then; and now all her expe- 
rience, all her acquired tranquillity 
and rigidity, protested. She had 
been so humble in her youth that 
she could now afford to have a lit- 
tle pride, and there was something 
in this request, and in her father’s 
thinking himself so free to make it, 
that seemed an injury to her dig- 
nity. Poor Catherine’s dignity was 
not aggressive; it never sat in state; 
but if you pushed far enough you 
could find it. Her father had pushed 
very far. 

“I can’t promise,” she simply re- 
peated. 


“You are very obstinate,” said 
the Doctor. 

“{ don’t think you understand.” 

“Please explain, then.” 

“T can’t explain,” said Catherine. 
“And I can’t promise.” 

“Upon my word,” her father ex- 
plained, “I had no idea how obsti- 
nate you are!” 

She knew herself that she was 
obstinate, and it gave her a certain 
joy. She was now a middle-aged 
woman. 

About a year after this, the ac- 
cident that the Doctor had spoken 
of occurred; he took a violent 
cold. Driving out to Bloomingdale 
one April day to see a patient of 
unsound mind, who was confined 
in a private asylum for the insane, 
and whose family greatly desired 
a medical opinion from an emi- 
nent source, he was caught in a 
spring shower, and being in a 
buggy, without a hood, he found 
himself soaked to the skin. He 
came home with an ominous chill, 
and on the morrow he was seri- 
ously ill. “It is congestion of the 
lungs,” he said to Catherine; “I 
shall need very good nursing. It 
will make no difference, for I shall 
not recover; but I wish everything 
to be done, to the smallest detail, 
as if I should. I hate an ill-con- 
ducted sick-room; and you will be 
so good as to nurse me on the hy- 
pothesis that I shall get well.” He 
told her which of his fellow-physi- 
cians to send for, and gave her a 
multitude of minute directions; it 
was quite on the optimistic hypoth- 
esis that she nursed him. But he 
had never been wrong in his life, 
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and he was not wrong now. He 
was touching his seventieth year, 
and though he had a very well- 
tempered constitution, his hold 
upon life had lost its firmness. He 
died after three weeks’ illness, 
during which Mrs. Penniman, as 
well as his daughter, had been as- 
siduous at his bedside. 

On his will being opened after 
a decent interval, it was found to 
consist of two portions. The first 
of these dated from ten years 
back, and consisted of a series of 
dispositions by which he left the 
great mass of property to his 
daughter, with becoming legacies 
to his two sisters. The second was 
a codicil, of recent origin, main- 
taining the annuities to Mrs. Pen- 
niman and Mrs. Almond, but re- 
ducing Catherine’s share to a fifth 
of what he had first bequeathed 
her. “She is amply provided for 
from her mother’s side,” the doc- 
ument ran, “never having spent 
more than a fraction of her in- 
come from this source; so that her 
fortune is already more than suffi- 
cient to attract those unscrupu- 
lous adventurers whom she has 
given me reason to believe that 
she persists in regarding as an in- 
teresting class.” The large re- 
mainder of his property, there- 
fore, Dr. Sloper had divided into 
seven unequal parts, which he left, 
as endowments, to as many dif- 
ferent hospitals and schools of 
medicine, in various cities of the 
Union. 

To Mrs. Penniman it seemed 
monstrous that a man should play 
such tricks with other people’s 


money; for after his death, of 
course, as she said, it was other 
people’s. “Of course, you will dis- 
pute the will,” she remarked, fatu- 
ously, to Catherine. 

“Oh, no,” Catherine answered, 
“T like it very much. Only I wish 
it had been expressed a little dif- 
ferently!” 
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Ir was her habit to remain in 
town very late in the summer; she 
preferred the house in Washing- 
ton Square to any other habita- 
tion whatever, and it was under 
protest that she used to go to the 
seaside for the month of August. 
At the sea she spent her month at 
an hotel. The year that her father 
died she intermitted this custom 
altogether, not thinking it consist- 
ent with deep mourning; and the 
year after that she put off her de- 
parture till so late that the middle 
of August found her still in the 
heated solitude of Washington 
Square. Mrs. Penniman, who was 
fond of a change, was usually ea- 
ger for a visit to the country; but 
this year she appeared quite con- 
tent with such rural impressions as 
she could gather, at the parlour 
window, from the ailantus-trees 
behind the wooden paling. The 
peculiar fragrance of this vegeta- 
tion used to diffuse itself in the 
evening air, and Mrs. Penniman, 
on the warm nights of July, often 
sat at the open window and in- 
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haled it. This was a happy mo- 
ment for Mrs. Penniman; after the 
death of her brother she felt more 
free to obey her impulses. A vague 
oppression had disappeared from 
her life, and she enjoyed a sense 
of freedom of which she had not 
been conscious since the memora- 
ble time, so long ago, when the 
Doctor went abroad with Cather- 
ine and left her at home to en- 
tertain Morris Townsend. The 
year that had elapsed since her 
brother’s death reminded her of 
that happy time, because, although 
Catherine, in growing older, had 
become a person to be reckoned 
with, yet her society was a very 
different thing, as Mrs. Penniman 
said, from that of a tank of cold 
water. The elder lady hardly knew 
what use to make of this larger 
margin of her life; she sat and 
looked at it very much as she had 
often sat, with her poised needle 
in her hand, before her tapestry 
frame. She had a confident hope, 
however, that her rich impulses, 
her talent for embroidery, would 
still find their application, and 
this confidence was justified be- 
fore many months had elapsed. 
Catherine continued to live in 
her father’s house in spite of its 
being represented to her that a 
maiden lady of quiet habits might 
find a more convenient abode in 
one of the smaller dwellings, with 
brown stone fronts, which had at 
this time begun to adorn the trans- 
verse thoroughfares in the upper 
part of the town. She liked the 
earlier structure—it had begun 


by this time to be called an “old” 
house — and proposed to herself to 
end her days in it. If it was too 
large for a pair of unpretending 
gentlewomen, this was better than 
the opposite fault; for Catherine 
had no desire to find herself in 
closer quarters with her aunt. She 
expected to spend the rest of her 
life in Washington Square, and to 
enjoy Mrs. Penniman’s society for 
the whole of this period; as she 
had a conviction that, long as she 
might live, her aunt would live at 
least as long, and always retain 
her brilliancy and activity. Mrs. 
Penniman suggested to her the 
idea of a rich vitality. 

On one of those warm evenings 
in July of which mention has been 
made, the two ladies sat together 
at an open window, looking out 
on the quiet Square. It was too 
hot for lighted lamps, for read- 
ing, or for work; it might have ap- 
peared too hot even for conversa- 
tion, Mrs. Penniman having long 
been speechless. She sat forward 
in the window, half on the bal- 
cony, humming a little song. Cath- 
erine was within the room, in a 
low rocking-chair, dressed in 
white, and slowly using a large 
palmetto fan. It was in this way, 
at this season, that the aunt and 
niece, after they had had tea, ha- 
bitually spent their evenings. 

“Catherine,” said Mrs. Penni- 
man at last, “I am going to say 
something that will surprise you.” 

“Pray do,” Catherine answered; 
“T like surprises. And it is so quiet 
now.” 
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“Well, then, I have seen Morris 
Townsend.” 

If Catherine was surprised, .she 
checked the expression of it; she 
gave neither a start nor an excla- 
mation. She remained, indeed, 
for some moments intensely still, 
and this may very well have 
been a symptom of emotion. “I 
hope he was well,” she said at 
last. 

“I don’t know; he is a great 
deal changed. He would like very 
much to see you.” 

“J would rather not see him,” 
said Catherine quickly. 

“I was afraid you would say 
that. But you don’t seem sur- 
prised!” 

“I am—very much.” 

“I met him at Marian’s,” said 
Mrs. Penniman. “He goes to Mar- 
ian’s, and they are so afraid you 
will meet him there. It’s my belief 
that that’s why he goes. He wants 
. so much to see you.” Catherine 
made no response to this, and Mrs. 
Penniman went on. “I didn’t know 
him at first; he is so remarkably 
changed. But he knew me in a 
minute. He says I am not in the 
least changed. You know how po- 
lite he always was. He was com- 
"ing away when I came, and we 
walked a little distance together. 
He is still very handsome, only, of 
course, he looks older, and he is 
not so—so animated as he used 
to be. There was a touch of sad- 
ness about him; but there was a 
touch of sadness about him be- 
fore — especially when he. went 
away. I am afraid he has not been 


very successful — that he has never 
got thoroughly established. I don’t 
suppose he is sufficiently plodding, 
and that, after all, is what suc- 
ceeds in this world.” Mrs. Penni- 
man had not mentioned Morris 
Townsend’s name to her niece for 
upwards of the fifth of a century; 
but now that she had broken the 
spell, she seemed to wish to make 
up for lost time, as if there had 
been a sort of exhilaration in hear- 
ing herself talk of him. She pro- 
ceeded, however, with considera- 
ble caution, pausing occasionally 
to let Catherine give some sign. 
Catherine gave no other sign than 
to stop the rocking of her chair 
and the swaying of her fan; she 
sat motionless and silent. “It was 
on Tuesday last,” said Mrs. Pen- 
niman, “and I have been hesitat- 
ing ever since about telling you. 
I didn’t know how you might like 
it. At last I thought that it was so 
long ago that you would probably 
not have any particular feeling. I 
saw him again, after meeting him 
at Marian’s. I met him, in the 
street, and he went a few steps 
with me. The first thing he said 
was about you; he asked ever so 
many questions. Marian didn’t 
want me to speak to you; she 
didn’t want you to know that they 
receive him. I told him I was sure 
that after all these years you 
couldn’t have any feeling about 
that; you couldn’t grudge him the 
hospitality of his own cousin's 
house. I said you would be bitter 
indeed if you did that. Marian 
has the most extraordinary ideas 
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about what happened between 
you; she seems to think he be- 
haved in some very unusual man- 
ner. I took the liberty of remind- 
ing her of the real facts, and plac- 
ing the story in its true light. He 
has no bitterness, Catherine, I can 
assure you; and he might be ex- 
cused for it, for things have not 
gone well with him. He has been 
all over the world,‘and tried to es- 
tablish himself everywhere; but 
his evil star was against him. It is 
most interesting to hear him talk 
of his evil star. Everything failed; 
everything but his—you know, 
you remember —his proud, high 
spirit. I believe he married some 
lady somewhere in Europe. You 
know they marry in such a pe- 
culiar matter-of-course way in Eu- 
rope; a marriage of reason they 
call it. She died soon afterwards; 
as he said to me, she only flitted 
across his life. He has not been in 
New York for ten years; he came 
back a few days ago. The first 
thing he did was to ask me about 
you. He had heard you had never 
married; he seemed very much 
interested about that. He said you 
had been the real romance of his 
life.” 

Catherine had suffered her com- 
panion to proceed from point to 
point, and pause to pause, with- 
out interrupting her; she fixed her 
eyes on the ground and listened. 
But the last phrase I have quoted 
was followed by a pause ‘of pe- 
culiar significance, and then, at 
last, Catherine spoke. It will be 
observed that before doing so she 
had received a good deal of in- 


formation about Morris Townsend. 
“Please say no more; please don't 
follow up that subject.” 

“Doesn’t it interest you?” asked 
Mrs. Penniman, with a certain 
timorous archness. 

“It pains me,” said Catherine. 

“I was afraid you would say 
that. But: don’t you think you 
could get used to it? He wants so 
much to see you.” 

“Please don’t, Aunt Lavinia,” 
said Catherine, getting up from 
her seat. She moved quickly away, 
and went to the other window, 
which stood open to the balcony; 
and here, in the embrasure, con- 
cealed from her aunt by the white 
curtains, she remained a_ long 
time, looking out into the warm 
darkness. She had had a great 
shock; it was as if the gulf of the 
past had suddenly opened, and a 
spectral figure had risen out of it. 
There were some things she be- 
lieved she had got over, some feel- 
ings that she had thought of as 
dead; but apparently there was a 
certain vitality in them still. Mrs. 
Penniman had made them stir 
themselves. It was but a momen- 
tary agitation, Catherine said to 
herself; it would presently pass 
away. She was trembling, and her 
heart was beating so that she could 
feel it; but this also would sub- 
side. Then, suddenly, while she 
waited for a return of her calm- 
ness, she burst into tears. But her 
tears flowed very silently, so that 
Mrs. Penniman had no observa- 
tion of them. It was perhaps, how- 
ever, because Mrs. Penniman sus- 
pected them that she said no more 
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that evening about Morris Town- 
send. 
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Her refreshed attention to this 
gentleman had not those limits of 
which Catherine desired, for her- 
self, to be conscious; it lasted long 
enough to enable her to wait an- 
other week before speaking of him 
again. It was under the same cir- 
cumstances that she once more at- 
tacked the subject. She had been 
sitting with her niece in the eve- 
ning; only on this occasion, as the 
‘night was not so warm, the lamp 
had been lighted, and Catherine 
had placed herself near it with a 
morsel of fancy-work. Mrs. Penni- 
man went and sat alone for half 
an hour on the balcony; then she 
came in, moving vaguely about 
the room. At last she sank into a 
seat near Catherine, with clasped 
hands, and a little look of excite- 
ment. 

“Shall you be angry if I speak 
to you again about him?” she 
asked. 

Catherine looked up at her qui- 
etly. “Who is he?” 

“He whom you once loved.” 

“J shall not be angry, but I 
shall not like it.” 

“He sent you a message,” said 
Mrs. Penniman. “I promised him 
to deliver it, and I must keep my 
promise.” 

In all these years Catherine had 
had time to forget how little she 


had to thank her aunt for in the 
season of her misery; she had long. 
ago forgiven Mrs. Penniman for 
taking too much upon herself. But 
for a moment this attitude of in- 
terposition and disinterestedness, 
this carrying of messages and re- 
deeming of promises, brought back 
the sense that her companion was. 
a dangerous woman. She had said 
she would not be angry; but for 
an instant she felt sore. “I don’t 
care what you do with your prom-. 
ise!” she answered. 

Mrs. Penniman, however, with 
her high conception of the sanc-- 
tity of pledges, carried her point. 
“I have gone too far to retreat,” 
she said, though precisely what 
this meant she was not at pains to 
explain. “Mr. Townsend wishes: 
most particularly to see you, Cath-- 
erine; he believes that if you knew 
how much, and why, he wishes it,. 
you would consent to do so.” 

“There can be no reason,” said. 
Catherine; “no good reason.” 

“His happiness depends upon it. 
Is not that a good reason?” asked. 
Mrs. Penniman impressively. 

“Not for me. My happiness does 
not.” 

“T think you will be happier 
after you have seen him. He is 
going away again— going to re-. 
sume his wanderings. It is a very 
lonely, restless, joyless life. Before: 
he goes he wishes to speak to you; 
it is a fixed idea with him —he is. 
always thinking of you. He be-. 
lieves that you never understood 
him — that you never judged him 
rightly, and the belief has always 
weighed upon him terribly. He: 
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wishes to justify himself; he be- 
lieves that in a very few words he 
could do so. He wishes to meet 
you as a friend.” 

Catherine listened to this won- 
derful speech without pausing in 
her work; she had now had sev- 
eral days to accustom herself to 
think of Morris Townsend again 
as an actuality. When it was over 
she said simply, “Please say to 
Mr. Townsend that I wish he 
would leave me alone.” 

She had hardly spoken when a 
sharp, firm ring at the door vi- 
brated through the summer night. 
Catherine looked up at the clock; 
it marked a quarter-past nine—a 
very late hour for visitors, espe- 
cially in the empty condition of 
the town. Mrs. Penniman at the 
same moment gave a little start, 
and then Catherine’s eyes turned 
quickly to her aunt. They met 
Mrs. Penniman’s and _ sounded 
them for a moment, sharply. Mrs. 
Penniman was blushing; her look 
was a conscious one; it seemed 
to confess something. Catherine 
guessed its meaning, and rose 
quickly from her chair. 

“Aunt Penniman,” she said, in 
a tone that scared her companion, 
“have you taken the liberty... ?” 

“My dearest Catherine,” stam- 
mered Mrs. Penniman, “just wait 
till you see him!” 

Catherine had frightened her 
aunt, but she was also frightened 
herself; she was on the point of 
rushing to give orders to the serv- 
ant, who was passing to the door, 
to admit no one; but the fear of 
meeting her visitor checked her. 


“Mr. Morris Townsend.” 

This was what she heard, 
vaguely but recognisably articu- 
lated by the domestic, while she 
hesitated. She had her back turned 
to the door of the parlour, and 
for some moments she kept it 
turned, feeling that he had come 
in. He had not spoken, however, 
and at last she faced about. 
Then she saw a gentleman stand- 
ing in the middle of the room, 
from which her aunt had dis- 
creetly retired. 

She would never have known 
him. He was forty-five years old, 
and his figure was not that of the 
straight, slim young man she re- 
membered. But it was a very fine 
person, and a fair and lustrous ~ 
beard, spreading itself upon a 
well-presented chest, contributed 
to its effect. After a moment Cath- 
erine recognised the upper half of 
the face, which, though her visi- 
tor’s clustering locks had grown 
thin, was still remarkably hand- 
some. He stood in a deeply defer- 
ential attitude, with his eyes on 
her face. “I have ventured —I 
have ventured,” he said; and then 
he paused, looking about him, as 
if he expected her to ask him to 
sit down. It was the old voice, but 
it had not the old charm. Cather- 
ine, for a minute, was conscious 
of a distinct determination not to 
invite him to take a seat. Why 
had he come? It was wrong of 
him to come. Morris was embar- 


_rassed, but Catherine gave him no 


help. It was not that she was glad 
of his embarrassment; on the con- 
trary, it excited all her own liabil- 
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ities of this kind, and gave her 
great pain. But how could she 
welcome him when she felt “so 
vividly that he ought not to have 
come? “I wanted so much —I was 
determined,” Morris went on. But 
he stopped again; it was not easy. 
Catherine still said nothing, and 
he may well have recalled with 
apprehension her ancient faculty 
of silence. She continued to look 
at him, however, and as she did 
so she made the strangest obser- 
vation. It seemed to be he, and 
yet not he; it was the man who 
had been everything, and yet this 
person was nothing. How long ago 
it was—how old she had grown 
—how much she had lived! She 
had lived on something that was 
connected with him, and she had 
consumed it in doing so. This per- 
son did not look unhappy. He was 
fair and well-preserved, perfectly 
dressed, mature and complete. As 
Catherine looked at him, the story 
of his life defined itself in his eyes; 
he had made himself comfortable, 
and he had never been caught. 
But even while her perception 
opened itself to this, she had no 
desire to catch him; his presence 
was painful to her, and she only 
wished he would go. 

“Will you not sit down?” he 
asked. 

“J think we had better not,” 
said Catherine. 

“TI offend you by coming?” He 
was very grave; he spoke in a tone 
of the richest respect. 

“T don’t think you ought to have 
come.” 

“Did not Mrs. Penniman tell 


you—did she not give you my 
message?” 

“She told me something, but I 
did not understand.” 

“I wish you would let me tell 
you — let me speak for myself.” 

“I don’t think it is necessary,” 
said Catherine. 

“Not for you, perhaps, but for 
me. It would be a great satisfac- 
tion — and I have not many.” He 
seemed to be coming nearer; Cath- 
erine turned away. “Can we not 
be friends again?” he said. 

“We are not enemies,” 
Catherine. “I have none 
friendly feelings to you.” 

“Ah, I wonder whether you 
know the happiness it gives me to 
hear you say that!” Catherine ut- 
tered no intimation that she meas- 
ured the influence of her words; 
and he presently went on, “You 
have not changed — the years have 
passed happily for you.” 

“They have passed very qui- 
etly,” said Catherine. 

“They have left no marks; you 
are admirably young.” This time 
he succeeded in coming nearer — 
he was close to her; she saw his 
glossy perfumed beard, and his 
eyes above it looking strange and 
hard. It was very different from 
his old—from his young — face. 
If she had first seen him this way 
she would not have liked him. It 
seemed to her that he was smil- 
ing, or trying to smile. “Cather- 
ine,” he said, lowering his voice, 
“TJ have never ceased to think of 
you.” 

“Please don’t say those things,” 
she answered. 


said 
but 
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“Do you hate me?” 

“Oh no,” said Catherine. 

Something in her tone discour- 
aged him, but in a moment he re- 
covered himself. “Have you still 
some kindness for me, then?” 

“J don’t know why you have 
come here to ask me such things!” 
Catherine exclaimed. 

“Because for many years it has 
been the desire of my life that we 
should be friends again.” 

“That is impossible.” 

“Why so? Not if you will allow 
mi 
“T will not allow it!” said Cath- 
erine. 

He looked at her again in si- 
lence. “I see; my presence trou- 
bles you and pains you. I will go 
away; but you must give me leave 
to come again.” 

“Please don’t come again,” she 
said. 

“Never? — never?” 

She made a great effort; she 
wished to say something that 
would make it impossible he 
should ever again cross her thresh- 
old. “It is wrong of you. There is 
no propriety in it—no reason for 
ity 

“Ah, dearest lady, you do me 
injustice!” cried Morris Townsend. 
“We have only waited, and now 
we are free.” 

“You treated me badly,” said 
Catherine. 

“Not if you think of it rightly. 
You had your quiet life with your 
father —which was just what I 
could not make up my mind to 
rob you of.” 

“Yes; I had that.” 


Morris felt it to be a consider- 
able damage to his cause that he 
could not add that she had had 
something more besides; for it is 
needless to say that he had learnt 
the contents of Dr. Sloper’s will. 
He was nevertheless not at a loss. 
“There are worse fates than that!” 
he exclaimed, with expression; and 
he might have been supposed to 
refer to his own unprotected sit- 
uation. Then he added, with a 
deeper tenderness, “Catherine, 
have you never forgiven me?” 

“J forgave you years ago, but it 
is useless for us to attempt to be 
friends.” 

“Not if we forget the past. We 
have still a future, thank God!” 

“IT can’t forget —I don’t forget,” 
said Catherine. “You treated me 
too badly. I felt it very much; I 
felt it for years.” And then she 
went on, with her wish to show 
him that he must not come to her 
this way. “I can’t begin again —I 
can’t take it up. Everything is 
dead and buried. It was too seri- 
ous; it made a great change in my 
life. I never expected to see you 
here.” 

“Ah, you are angry!” cried Mor- 
ris, who wished immensely that 
he could extort some flash of pas- 
sion from her mildness. In that 
case he might hope. 

“No, I am not angry. Anger 
does not last, that way, for years. 
But there are other things. Im- 
pressions last, when they have 
been strong. But I can’t talk.” 

Morris stood stroking his beard, 
with a clouded eye. “Why have 
you never married?” he asked 
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abruptly. “You have had oppor- 
tunities.” 

“T didn’t wish to marry.” + 

“Yes, you are rich, you are free; 
you had nothing to gain.” 

“J had nothing to gain,” said 
Catherine. 

Morris looked vaguely round 
him, and gave a deep sigh. “Well, 
I was in hopes that we might still 
have been friends.” 

“I meant to tell you, by my 
aunt, in answer to your message 
—if you had waited for an an- 
swer — that it was unnecessary for 
you to come in that hope.” 

“Good-bye, then,” said Morris. 
“Excuse my indiscretion.” 

He bowed, and she turned away 
— standing there, averted, with her 
eyes on the ground, for some mo- 
ments after she had heard him 
close the door of the room. 

In the hall he found Mrs. Pen- 
niman, fluttered and eager; she 
appeared to have been hovering 
there under the _ irreconcilable 
promptings of her curiosity and 
her dignity. 


“That was a precious plan of 


yours!” said Morris, clapping on 
his hat. 

“Is she so hard?” asked Mrs. 
Penniman. 


“She doesn’t care a button for 
me—with her confounded little 
dry manner.” 

“Was it very dry?” pursued Mrs. 
Penniman, with solicitude. 

Morris took no notice of her 
question; he stood musing an in- 
stant, with his hat on. “But why 
the deuce, then, would she never 
marry?” 

“Yes—why indeed?” sighed 
Mrs. Penniman. And then, as if 
from a sense of the inadequacy 
of this explanation, “But you 
will not despair—you will come 
back?” 

“Come back? Damnation!” And 
Morris Townsend strode out of 
the house, leaving Mrs. Penniman 
staring. 

Catherine, meanwhile, in the 
parlour, picking up her morsel of 
fancy work, had seated herself . 
with it again — for life, as it were. 
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September 1880 
... My dear child, the bromide 
of sodium (if that’s what you call 
it) proved perfectly useless. I 
don’t mean that it did me no 
good, but that I never had occa- 
sion to take the bottle out of my 
bag. It might have done wonders 
for me if I had needed it; but I 
didn’t, simply because I’ve been 
a wonder myself. Will you believe 
that I’ve spent the whole voyage 
on deck, in the most animated 
conversation and exercise? Twelve 
times round the deck make a mile, 
I believe; and by this measure- 
ment I’ve been walking twenty 
miles a day. And down to every 
meal, if you please, where I’ve 
displayed the appetite of a fish- 
wife. Of course the weather has 
been lovely; so there’s no great 
merit. The wicked old Atlantic has 
been as blue as the sapphire in my 
only ring—rather a good one— 
and as smooth as the slippery floor 
- of Madame Galopin’s dining- 
room. We've been for the last 
three hours in sight of land, and 
are soon to enter the Bay of New 


York which is said to be exqui- 
sitely beautiful. But of course you 
recall it, though they say every- 
thing changes so fast over here. 
I find I don’t remember anything, 
for my recollections of our voy- 
age to Europe so many years ago 
are exceedingly dim; I’ve only a 
painful impression that mamma 
shut me up for an hour every day 
in the stateroom and made me 
learn by heart some religious 
poem. I was only five years old 
and I believe that as a child I 
was extremely timid; on the other 
hand mamma, as you know, had 
what she called a method with 
me. She has it to this day; only 
I’ve become indifferent; I’ve been 
so pinched and pushed — morally 
speaking, bien entendu. It’s true, 
however, that there are children 
of five on the vessel to-day who 
have been extremely conspicuous 
—ranging all over the ship and al- 
ways under one’s feet. Of course 
they’re little compatriots, which 
means that they’re little barbari- 
ans. I don’t mean to pronounce all 
our compatriots barbarous; they 
seem to improve somehow after 
their first communion. I don't 
know whether it’s that ceremony 
that improves them, especially as 
so few of them go in for it; but 
the women are certainly nicer 
than the little girls; I mean of 
course in proportion, you know. 
You warned me not to generalise, 
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and you see I’ve already begun, 
before we've arrived. But I sup- 
pose there’s no harm in it so long 
as it’s favourable. 

Isn’t it favourable when I say 
Tve had the most lovely time? 
I’ve never had so much liberty in 
my life, and I’ve been out alone, 
as you may say, every day of the 
voyage. If it’s a foretaste of what’s 
to come I shall take very kindly 
to that. When I say I’ve been out 
alone I mean we've always been 
two. But we two were alone, so 
to speak, and it wasn’t like al- 
ways having mamma or Madame 
Galopin, or some lady in the 
pension or the temporary cook. 
Mamma has been very poorly; she’s 
so very well on land that it’s a 
wonder to see her at all taken down. 
She says, however, that it isn’t the 
being at sea; it’s on the contrary 
approaching the land. She’s not in 
a hurry to arrive; she keeps well 
before her that great disillusions 
await us. I didn’t know she had 
any illusions—she has too many 
opinions, I should think, for that: 
she discriminates, as she’s always 
saying, from morning till night. 
Where would the poor illusions 
find room? She’s meanwhile very 
serious; she sits for hours in per- 
fect silence, her eyes fixed on the 
horizon. I heard her say yesterday 
to an English gentleman—a very 
odd Mr. Antrobus, the only person 
with whom she converses — that she 
was afraid she shouldn’t like her na- 
tive land, and that she shouldn't 
like not liking it. But this is a mis- 
take; she'll like that immensely —I 
mean the not liking it. If it should 


prove at all agreeable she'll be furi- 
ous, for that will go against her sys- 
tem. You know all about mamma’s 
system; I’ve explained it so often. 
It goes against her system that we 
should come back at all; that was 
my system—I’ve had at last to 
invent one! She consented to come 
only because she saw that, hav- 
ing no dot, I should never marry 
in Europe; and I pretended to be 
immensely pre-occupied with this 
idea in order to make her start. In 
reality cela mvest parfaitement 
égal. I'm only afraid I shall like it 
too much—I don’t mean mar- 
riage, of course, but the sense of 
a native land. Say what you will, 
it's a charming thing to go out 
alone, and I’ve given notice that 
I mean to be always en course. 
When I tell mamma this she looks 
at me in the same silence; her 
eyes dilate and then she slowly 
closes them. It’s as if the sea were 
affecting her a little, though it’s 
so beautifully calm. I ask her if 
shell try my bromide, which is 
there in my bag; but she motions 
me off and I begin to walk again, 
tapping my little boot-soles on the 
smooth clean deck. This allusion 
to my boot-soles, by the way, isn’t 
prompted by vanity; but it’s a fact 
that at sea one’s feet and one’s 
shoes assume the most extraordi- 
nary importance, so that one 
should take the precaution to have 
nice ones. They're all you seem to 
see as the people walk about the 
deck; you get to know them inti- 
mately and to dislike some of 
them so much. I’m afraid you'll 
think that I’ve already broken 
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loose; and for aught I know Tm 
writing as a demoiselle bien-éle- 
vée shouldn’t write. I don’t know 
whether it’s the American air; if 
it is, all I can say is that the Amer- 
ican air’s very charming. It makes 
me impatient and restless, and I 
sit scribbling here because I’m so 
eager to arrive and the time passes 
better if I occupy myself. 

I’m in the saloon, where we 
have our meals, and opposite me 
is a big round porthole, wide open 
to let in the smell of the land. 
Every now and then I rise a lit- 
tle and look through it to see if 
we're arriving. I mean in the Bay, 
you know, for we shall not come 
up to the city till dark. I dont 
want to lose the Bay; it appears 
it’s so wonderful. I don’t exactly 
understand what it contains ex- 
cept some beautiful islands; but I 
suppose you'll know all about that. 
It’s easy to see that these are the 
last hours, for all the people about 
me are writing letters to put into 
the post as soon as we come up 
to the dock. I believe they're 
dreadful at the custom-house, and 
youll remember how many new 
things you persuaded mamma that 
—with my pre-occupation of mar- 
riage —I should take to this coun- 
try, where even the prettiest girls 
are expected not to go unadorned. 
We ruined ourselves in Paris — 
that’s partly accountable for 
mamma’s solemnity— mais au 
moins je serai belle! Moreover 1 
believe that mamma’s prepared to 
say or to do anything that may be 
necessary for escaping from their 
odious duties; as she very justly 


remarks she can’t afford to be ru- 
ined twice. I don’t know how one 
approaches_ these terrible douan- 
iers, but I mean to invent some- 
thing very charming. I mean to 
say “Voyons, Messieurs, a young 
girl like me, brought up in the 
strictest foreign traditions, kept al- 
ways in the background by a very 
superior mother—Ia voila; you 
can see for yourself! — what is it 
possible that she should attempt 
to smuggle in? Nothing but a few 
simple relics of her convent!” I 
won't tell them my convent was 
called the Magasin du Bon Mar- 
ché. Mamma began to scold me 
three days ago for insisting on so 
many trunks, and the truth is that 
between us we've not fewer than 
seven. For relics, that’s a good 
many! We’re all writing very long 
letters—or at least we're writing 
a great number. There’s no news 
of the Bay as yet. Mr. Antrobus, 
mamma's friend, opposite to me, 
is beginning on his ninth. He’s a 
Right Honourable and a Member 
of Parliament; he has written dur- 
ing the voyage about a hundred 
letters and seems greatly alarmed 
at the number of stamps he'll have 
to buy when he arrives. He’s full 
of information, but he hasn't 
enough, for he asks as many ques- 
tions as mamma when she goes to 
hire apartments. He’s going to 
“look into” various things; he 
speaks as if they had a little hole 
for the purpose. He walks almost 
as much as J, and has enormous 


‘shoes. He asks questions even of 


me, and I tell him again and again 
that I know nothing about Amer- 
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ica. But it makes no difference; 
he always begins again, and in- 
deed it’s not strange he should 
fd my ignorance incredible. 
“Now how would it be in one of 
your Southwestern States?” — that’s 
his favourite way of opening con- 
versation. Fancy me giving an ac- 
count of one of “my” Southwest- 
ern States! I tell him he had bet- 
ter ask mamma -—a little to tease 
that lady, who knows no more 
about such places than I. Mr. An- 
trobus is very big and black; he 
speaks with a sort of brogue; he 
has a wife and ten children; he 
doesn’t say — apart from his talk- 
ing — anything at all to me. But 
he has lots of letters to people Id- 
bas —I forget that we're just ar- 
riving— and mamma, who takes 
an interest in him in spite of his 
views (which are dreadfully ad- 
vanced, and not at all like mam- 
ma’s own) has promised to give 
him the entrée to the best society. 
I don’t know what she knows 
about the best society over here 
today, for we’ve not kept up our 
connexions at all, and no one will 
know—or, I am afraid, care— 
anything about us. She has an 
idea we shall be immensely rec- 
ognised; but really, except the 
poor little Rucks, who are bank- 
rupt and, I’m told, in no society 
at all, I don’t know on whom we 
can count. C’est égal, mamma has 
an idea that, whether or no we 
appreciate America ourselves, we 
shall at least be universally appre- 
ciated. It’s true we have begun to 
be, a little; you would see that 
from the way Mr. Cockerel and 


Mr. Louis Leverett are always in- 
viting me to walk. Both of these 
gentlemen, who are Americans, 
have asked leave to call on me in 
New York, and I’ve said Mon 
Dieu oui, if it’s the custom of the 
country. Of course I’ve not dared 
to tell this to mamma, who flat- 
ters herself that we've brought 
with us in our trunks a complete 
set of customs of our own and that 
we shall only have to shake them 
out a little and put them on when 
we arrive. If only the two gentle- 
men I just spoke of don’t call at 
the same time I don’t think I shall 
be too much frightened. If they 
do, on the other hand, I won’t an- 
swer for it. They've a particular 
aversion to each other and are 
ready to fight about poor little me. 
I’m only the pretext, however; 
for, as Mr. Leverett says, it’s re- 
ally the opposition of tempera- 
ments. I hope they won’t cut each 
other’s throats, for I'm not crazy 
about either of them. They're very 
well for the deck of a ship, but I 
shouldn’t care about them in a sa- 
lon; they're not at all distin- 
guished. They think they are, but 
they're not; at least Mr. Louis 
Leverett does; Mr. Cockerel 
doesn’t appear to care so much. 
They're extremely different — with 
their opposed temperaments — and 
each very amusing for a while; 
but I should get dreadfully tired 
of passing my life with either. 
Neither has proposed that as yet; 
but it’s evidently what theyvre 
coming to. It will be in a great 
measure to spite each other, for I 
think that au fond they don’t quite 
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believe in me. If they don’t, it’s 
the only point on which they 
agree. They hate each other aw- 
fully; they take such different 
views. That is Mr. Cockerel hates 
Mr. Leverett—he calls him a 
sickly little ass; he pronounces his 
opinions half affectation and the 
other half dyspepsia. Mr. Lever- 
ett speaks of Mr. Cockerel as a 
“strident savage,” but he allows he 
finds him most diverting. He says 
there’s nothing in which we can’t 
find a certain entertainment if we 
only look at it in the right way, 
and that we have no business with 
either hating or loving: we ought 
only to strive to understand. He 
“claims” — he’s always claiming — 
that to understand is to forgive. 
Which is very pretty, but I don’t 
like the suppression of our affec- 
tions, though I’ve no desire to fix 
mine upon Mr. Leverett. He’s 
very artistic and talks like an arti- 
cle in some review. He has lived 
a great deal in Paris, and Mr. 
Cockerel, who doesn’t believe in 
Paris, says it’s what has made him 
such an idiot. 

That’s not complimentary to 
you, dear Louisa, and still less to 
your brilliant brother; for Mr. 
Cockerel explains that he means 
it (the bad effect of Paris) chiefly 
of men. In fact he means the bad 
effect of Europe altogether. This, 
however, is compromising to 
mamma; and I’m afraid there’s no 
doubt that, from what I’ve told 
him, he thinks mamma also an 
idiot. (I’m not responsible, you 
know —I’ve always wanted to go 
home.) If mamma knew him, 


which she doesn’t, for she always 
closes her eyes when I pass on his 
arm, she would think him disgust- 
ing. Mr. Leverett meanwhile as- 
sures me he’s nothing to what we 
shall see yet. He’s from Philadel- 
phia (Mr. Cockerel); he insists 
that we shall go and see Philadel- 
phia, but mamma says she saw it 
in 1855 and it was then affreux. 
Mr. Cockerel says that mamma’s 
evidently not familiar with the 
rush of improvement in this coun- 
try; he speaks of 1855 as if it were 
a hundred years ago. Mamma says 
she knows it goes only too fast, 
the rush—it goes so fast that it 
has time to do nothing well; and 
then Mr. Cockerel, who, to do 
him justice, is perfectly good-na- 
tured, remarks that she had better 
wait till she has been ashore and 
seen the improvements. Mamma 
retorts that she sees them from 
here, the awful things, and that 
they give her a sinking of the 
heart. (This little exchange of 
ideas is carried on through me; 
they've never spoken to each 
other.) Mr. Cockerel, as I say, is 
extremely good-natured, and he 
bears out what I’ve heard said 
about the men in America being 
very considerate of the women. 
They evidently listen to them a 
great deal; they don’t contradict 
them, but it seems to me this is 
rather negative. There’s very little 
gallantry in not contradicting one; 
and it strikes me that there are 
some things the men don’t ex- 
press. There are others on the ship 
whom I’ve noticed. It’s as if they 
were all one’s brothers or one’s 
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cousins. The extent to which one 
isn’t in danger from them —my 
dear, my dear! But I promised 
you not to generalise, and perhaps 
there will be more expression 
when we arrive. Mr. Cockerel re- 
turns to America, after a general 
tour, with a renewed conviction 
that this is the only country. I left 
him on deck an hour ago looking 
at the coast-line with an opera- 
glass and saying it was the pret- 
tiest thing he had seen in all his 
travels. When I remarked that the 
coast seemed rather low he said 
it would be all the easier to get 
ashore. Mr. Leverett at any rate 
doesn’t seem in a hurry to get 
ashore, he’s sitting within sight of 
me in a corner of the saloon— 
writing letters, I suppose, but 
looking, from the way he bites his 
pen and rolls his eyes about, as if 
he were composing a sonnet and 
waiting for a rhyme. Perhaps the 
sonnet’s addressed to me; but I 
forget that he suppresses the af- 
fections! The only person in whom 
mamma takes much interest is the 
great French critic, M. Lejaune, 
whom we have the honour to carry 
with us. We’ve read a few of his 
works, though mamma disapproves 
of his tendencies and thinks him 
a dreadful materialist. We've read 
them for the style; you know he’s 
one of the new Academicians. He’s 
a Frenchman like any other, ex- 
cept that he’s rather more quiet; 
he has a grey moustache and the 
ribbon of the Legion of Honour. 
He’s the first French writer of 
distinction who has been to Amer- 
ica since De Tocqueville; the 


French, in such matters, are not 
very enterprising. Also he has the 
air of wondering what he’s doing 
dans cette galére. He has come 
with his beau-frére, who’s an en- 
gineer and is looking after some 
mines, and he talks with scarcely 
any one else, as he speaks no Eng- 
lish and appears to take for 
granted that no one speaks French. 
Mamma would be delighted to 
convince him of the contrary; she 
has never conversed with an Acad- 
emician. She always makes a little 
vague inclination, with a smile, 
when he passes her, and he an- 
swers with a most respectful bow; 
but it goes no further, to mamma’s 
disappointment. He’s always with 
the beau-frére, a rather untidy fat 
bearded man-—decorated too, al- 
ways smoking and looking at the 
feet of the ladies, whom mamma 
(though she has very good feet) 
has not the courage to aborder, I 
believe M. Lejaune is going to 
write a book about America, and 
Mr. Leverett says it will be terri- 
ble. Mr. Leverett has made his ac- 
quaintance and says M. Lejaune 
will put him into his book; he says 
the movement of the French intel- 
lect is superb. As a general thing 
he doesn’t care for Academicians, 
but M. Lejaune’s an exception — 
he’s so living, so remorseless, so 
personal. 

I’ve asked Mr. Cockerel mean- 
while what he thinks of M. Le- 
jaune’s plan of writing a book, 
and he answers that he doesn’t 
see what it matters to him that a 
Frenchman the more should make 
the motions of a monkey —on 
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that side poor Mr. Cockerel is de 
cette force. I asked him why he 
hadn’t written a book about Eu- 
rope, and he says that in the first 
place Europe isn’t worth writing 
about, and that in the second if 
he said what he thought people 
would call it a joke. He says they’re 
‘very superstitious about Europe 
over here; he wants people in 
America to behave as if Europe 
‘didn’t exist. I told this to Mr. 
‘Leverett, and he answered that 
if Europe didn’t exist America 
wouldn’t, for Europe keeps us 
alive by buying our corn. He said 
also that the trouble with Amer- 
ica in the future will be that she'll 
produce things in such enormous 
quantities that there won't be 
enough people in the rest of the 
world to buy them, and that we 
shall be left with our productions 
—most of them very hideous — on 
our hands. I asked him if he 
thought corn a hideous produc- 
tion, and he replied that there’s 
nothing more unbeautiful than too 
much food. I think that to feed 
the world too well, however, will 
be after all a beaw réle. Of course 
I don’t understand these things, 
and I don’t believe Mr. Leverett 
does; but Mr. Cockerel seems to 
know what he’s talking about, and 
he describes America as complete 
in herself. I don’t know exactly 
what he means, but he speaks as 
if human affairs had somehow 
moved over to this side of the 
world. It may be a very good 
place for them, and heaven knows 
I’m extremely tired of Europe, 
which mamma has always insisted 


so on my appreciating; but I don’t 
think I like the idea of our being 
so completely cut off. Mr. Cock- 
erel says it is not we that are cut 
off, but Europe, and he seems to 
think Europe has somehow de- 
served it. That may be; our life 
over there was sometimes ex- 
tremely tiresome, though mamma 
says it’s now that our real fatigues 
will begin. I like to abuse those 
dreadful old countries myself, but 
I’m not sure I’m pleased when 
others do the same. We had some 
rather pretty moments there after 
all, and at Piacenza we certainly 
lived for four francs a day. Mam- 
ma’s already in a terrible state of 
mind about the expenses here; 
she’s frightened by what people 
on the ship (the few she has 
spoken to) have told her. There’s 
one comfort at any rate — we've 
spent so much money in coming 
that we shall have none left to get 
away. I’m scribbling along, as you 
see, to occupy me till we get news 
of the islands. Here comes Mr. 
Cockerel to bring it. Yes, they’re 
in sight; he tells me theyre love- 
lier than ever and that I must 
come right up right away. I sup- 
pose you'll think I’m already be- 
gining to use the language of the 
country. It’s certain that at the 
end of the month I shall speak 
nothing else. P’'ve picked up every 
dialect, wherever we've travelled; 
youve heard my Platt-Deutsch 
and my Neapolitan. But, voyons 
un peu the Bay! I’ve just called 
to Mr. Leverett to remind him of 
the islands. “The islands — the is- 
landsP Ah my dear young lady, 
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I’ve seen Capri, I’ve seen Ischia!” 
Well, so have I, but that doesn’t 
prevent ... (A little later.) J’ve 
seen the islands—theyvre rather 
queer. 
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Mrs. CHurcH IN NEW 
YorK TO MapAaME GaALopPIN AT 
GENEVA 
October 1880 
Ir I felt far away from you in the 
middle of that deplorable Atlantic, 
chére Madame, how do I feel 
now, in the heart of this extraor- 
dinary city? We've arrived — 
we've arrived, dear friend; but I 
don’t know whether to tell you 
that I consider that an advantage. 
If we had been given our choice 
of coming safely to land or going 
down to the bottom of the sea I 
should doubtless have chosen the 
former course; for I hold, with your 
noble husband and in opposition 
to the general tendency of mod- 
ern thought, that our lives are not 
our own to dispose of, but a sa- 
cred trust from a higher power by 
whom we shall be held responsi- 
ble. Nevertheless if I had fore- 
seen more vividly some of the im- 
pressions that awaited me here 
I’m not sure that, for my daugh- 
ter at least, I shouldn’t have pre- 
ferred on the spot to hand in our 
account. Should I not have been 
less (rather than more) guilty in 
presuming to dispose of her des- 
tiny than of my own? There’s a 


nice point for dear M. Galopin to: 
settle—one of those points I’ve 
heard him discuss in the pulpit 
with such elevation. We're safe, 
however, as I say; by which I 
mean we're physically safe. We’ve 
taken up the thread of our fa-- 
miliar pension-life, but under 
strikingly different conditions. 
We've found a refuge in a board- 
ing-house which has been highly 
recommended to me and where: 
the arrangements partake of the 
barbarous magnificence that in 
this country is the only alterna-: 
tive from primitive rudeness. The 
terms per week are as magnifi-. 
cent as all the rest. The landlady 
wears diamond ear-rings and the: 
drawing rooms are decorated with. 
marble statues. I should indeed. 
be sorry to let you know how I’ve: 
allowed myself to be rangonnée; 
and I should be still more sorry’ 
that it should come to the ears of 
any of my good friends in Ge-- 
neva, who know me less well than 
you and might judge me more 
harshly. There’s no wine given for 
dinner, and I’ve vainly requested. 
the person who conducts the es- 
tablishment to garnish her table 
more liberally. She says I may 
have all the wine I want if I will 
order it at the merchant’s and set- 
tle the matter with himself. But 
I’ve never, as you know, con- 
sented to regard our modest al-. 
lowance of eau rougie as an ex-. 
tra; indeed, I remember that it’s 
largely to your excellent advice 
that I’ve owed my habit of being. 
firm on this point. 

There are, however, greater dif-- 
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ficulties than the question of what 
we shall drink for dinner, chére 
Madame. Still, I’ve never lost cour- 
age and I shall not lose it now. 
At the worst we can re-embark 
again and seek repose and refresh- 
ment on the shores of your beau- 
tiful lake. (There’s absolutely no 
scenery here!) We shall not per- 
haps in that case have achieved 
what we desired, but we shall at 
least have made an honourable 
retreat. What we desire —I know 
it’s just this that puzzles you, dear 
friend; I don’t think you ever re- 
ally comprehended my motives in 
taking this formidable _ step, 
though you were good enough, and 
your magnanimous husband was 
good enough, to press my hand at 
parting in a way that seemed to tell 
me youd still be with me even were 
I wrong. To be very brief, I wished 
to put an end to the ceaseless 
reclamations of my _ daughter. 
Many Americans had assured. her 
that she was wasting her belle 
jeunesse in those historic lands 
which it was her privilege to see 
so intimately, and this unfortu- 
nate conviction had taken posses- 
sion of her. “Let me at least see 
for myself,” she used to say; “if I 
should dislike it over there as 
much as you promise me, so much 
the better for you. In that case 
we'll come back and make a new 
arrangement at Stuttgart.” The ex- 
periments a _ terribly expensive 
one, but you know how my devo- 
tion never has shrunk from an or- 
deal. There’s another point more- 
over which, from a mother to a 
mother, it would be affectation 


not to touch upon. I remember the 
just satisfaction with which you 
announced to me the fiangailles 
of your charming Cécile. You 
know with what earnest care my 
Aurora has been educated — how 
thoroughly she’s acquainted with 
the principal results of modern 
research. We've always studied 
together, we’ve always enjoyed to- 
gether. It will perhaps surprise 
you to hear that she makes these 
very advantages a reproach to me 
—represents them as an injury to 
herself. “In this country,” she says, 
“the gentlemen have not those 
accomplishments; they care noth- 
ing for thé results of modern re- 
search. Therefore it won't help a 
young person to be sought in mar- 
riage that she can give an account 
of the latest German presentation 
of Pessimism.” ‘That’s possible, 
and I’ve never concealed from 
her that it wasn’t for this country 
I had educated her. If she mar- 
ries in the United States it’s of 
course my intention that my son- 
in-law shall accompany us to Eu- 
rope. But when she calls my at- 
tention more and more to these 
facts I feel that we’re moving in 
a different world. This is more 
and more the country of the many; 
the few find less and less place 
for them; and the individual — 
well, the individual has quite 
ceased to be recognised. He’s rec- 
ognised as a voter, but he’s not 
recognised as a gentleman — still 
less as a lady. My daughter and 
I of course can only pretend to 
constitute a few! 

You know that I’ve never for 
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a moment remitted my preten- 
sions as an individual, though 
among the agitations of pensjon- 
life I've sometimes needed all my 
energy to uphold them. “Oh yes, 
I may be poor,” I’ve had occa- 
sion to say, “I may be unpro- 
tected, I may be reserved, I may 
occupy a small apartment au qua- 
triéme and be unable to scatter 
unscrupulous bribes among the 
domestics; but at least I'm a per- 
son and have personal rights.” In 
this country the people have 
rights, but the person has none. 
You'd have perceived that if you 
had come with me to make ar- 
rangements at this establishment. 
The very fine lady who conde- 
scends to preside over it kept me 
waiting twenty minutes and then 
came sailing in without a word 
of apology. I had sat very silent, 
with my eyes on the clock; Au- 
rora amused herself with a false 
admiration of the room, a wonder- 
ful drawing-room with magenta 
curtains, frescoed walls and pho- 
tographs of the landlady’s friends 
—as if one cares for her friends! 
When this exalted personage came 
in she simply remarked that she 
had just been trying on a dress — 
that it took so long to get a skirt 
to hang. “It seems to take very 
long indeed!” I answered; “but I 
hope the skirt’s right at last. You 
might have sent for us to come up 
and look at it!” She evidently 
didn’t understand, and when I 
asked her to show us her rooms 
she handed us over to a negro as 
dégingandé as herself. While we 
looked at them I heard her sit 


down to the piano in the draw- 
ing-room; she began to sing an 
air from a comic opera. I felt cer- 
tain we had gone quite astray; I 
didn’t know in what house we 
could be, and was only reassured 
by seeing a Bible in every room. 
When we come down our musical 
hostess expressed no hope the 
rooms had pleased us, she seemed 
grossly indifferent to our taking 
them. She wouldn’t consent more- 
over to. the least diminution and 
was inflexible, as I told you, on 
the article of our common bever- 
age. When I pushed this point she 
was so good as to observe that 
she didn’t keep a cabaret. One’s 
not in the least considered; there’s 
no respect for one’s privacy, for 
one’s preferences, for one’s re- 
serves. The familiarity’s without 
limits, and I’ve already made a 
dozen acquaintances, of whom I 
know, and wish to know, nothing. 
Aurora tells me she’s the “belle of 
the boarding-house.” It appears 
that this is a great distinction. 

It brings me back to my poor 
child and her prospects. She takes 
a very critical view of them her- 
self — she tells me I’ve given her 
a false education and that no one 
will marry her to-day. No Ameri- 
can will marry her because she’s 
too much of a foreigner, and no 
foreigner will marry her because 
she’s too much of an American. I 
remind her how scarcely a day 
passes that a foreigner, usually of 
distinction, doesn’t — as perversely 
as you will indeed—select an 
American bride, and she answers 
me that in these cases the young 
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lady isn’t married for her fine 
eyes. Not always, I reply; and 
then she declares that she'll marry 
no foreigner who shall not be one 
of the first of the first. Youll say 
doubtless that she should content 
herself with advantages that 
haven’t been deemed insufficient 
for Cécile; but Ill not repeat to 
you the remark she made when I 
once employed this argument. 
You'll doubtless be surprised to 
hear that I’ve ceased to argue; 
but it’s time I should confess that 
T’ve at last agreed to let her act 
for herself. She’s to live for three 
months 4 l’Américaine and I’m to 
be a mere passive spectator. You'll 
feel with me that this is a cruel 
position for a coeur de mére. I 
count the days till our three 
months are over, and I know 
‘youll join with me in my prayers. 
Aurora walks the streets alone; 
she goes out in the tramway: a 
voiture de place costs five francs 
for the least little course. (I be- 
seech you not to let it be known 
that I’ve sometimes had the weak- 
ness.) My daughter’s frequently 
accompanied by a gentleman — by 
a dozen gentlemen; she remains 
‘out for hours and her conduct ex- 
cites no surprise in this establish- 
ment. I know but too well the 
emotions it will excite in your 
quiet home. If you betray us, 
chére Madame, we're lost; and 
why, after all, should any one 
. know of these things in Geneva? 
Aurora pretends she has been able 
to persuade herself that she doesn’t 
-care who knows them; but there’s 
.a strange expression in her face 


which proves that her conscience 
isn’t at rest. I watch her, I let 
her go, but I sit with my hands 
clasped. There’s a peculiar cus- 
tom in this country—I shouldn’t 
know how to express it in Gene- 
vese: it’s called “being attentive,” 
and young girls are the object of 
the futile process. It hasn’t neces- 
sarily anything to do with projects 
of marriage — though it’s the priv- 
ilege only of the unmarried and 
though at the same time (fortu- 
nately, and this may surprise you) 
it has no relation to other projects. 
It’s simply an invention by which 
young persons of the two sexes 
pass large parts of their time to- 
gether with no questions asked. 
How shall I muster courage to tell 
you that Aurora now constitutes 
the main apparent recreation of 
several gentlemen? Though it has 
no relation to marriage the prac- 
tice happily doesn’t exclude it, 
and marriages have been known 
to take place in consequence (or 
in spite) of it. It’s true that even 
in this country a young lady may 
marry but one husband at a time, 
whereas she may receive at once 
the attentions of several gentle- 
men, who are equally entitled “ad- 
mirers.” My daughter then has ad- 
mirers to an indefinite number. 
Youll think I’m joking perhaps 
when I tell you that I’m unable to 
be exact—I who was formerly 
Yexactitude méme. 

Two of these gentlemen are to 
a certain extent old friends, hav- 
ing been passengers on the steamer 
which carried us so far from you. 
One of them, still young, is typi- 
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cal of the American character, but 
a respectable person and a lawyer 
considerably launched. Every, one 
in this country follows a profes- 
sion, but it must be admitted that 
the professions are more highly re- 
munerated than chez vous. Mr. 
Cockerel, even while I write you, 
is in not undisputed, but tempo- 
rarily triumphant, possession of my 
child. He called for her an hour 
ago in a “boghey” —a strange un- 
safe rickety vehicle, mounted on 
enormous wheels, which holds two 
persons very near together; and I 
watched her from the window 
take her place at his side. Then 
he whirled her away behind two 
little horses with terribly thin legs; 
the whole equipage — and most of 
all her being in it—was in the 
most questionable taste. But she'll 
return—return positively very 
much as she went. It’s the same 
when she goes down to Mr. Louis 
Leverett, who has no vehicle and 
who merely comes and sits with 
her in the front salon. He has 
lived a great deal in Europe and 
is very fond of the arts, and 
though I’m not sure I agree with 
him in his views of the relation of 
art to life and life to art, and in 
his interpretation of some of the 
great works that Aurora and I 
have studied together, he seems to 
me a sufficiently serious and in- 
telligent young man. I don’t re- 
gard him as intrinsically danger- 
ous, but on the other hand he of- 
fers absolutely no guarantees. I've 
no means whatever of ascertain- 
ing his pecuniary situation. There’s 
a vagueness on these points which 


is extremely embarrassing, and it 
never occurs to young men to of- 
fer you a reference. In Geneva I 
shouldn’t be at a loss; I should 
come to you, chére Madame, with 
my little enquiry, and what you 
shouldn’t be able to tell me 
wouldn’t be worth my knowing. 
But no one in New York can give 
me the smallest information about 
the état de fortune of Mr. Louis 
Leverett. It’s true that he’s a na- 
tive of Boston, where most of his 
friends reside; I can’t, however, 
go to the expense of a journey to 
Boston simply to learn perhaps | 
that Mr. Leverett (the young 
Louis) has an income of five thou- 
sand francs. As I say indeed, he 
doesn’t strike me as dangerous. . 
When Aurora comes back to me 
after having passed an hour with 
him she says he has described to 
her his emotions on visiting the 
home of Shelley or discussed some 
of the differences between the 
Boston temperament and that of 
the Italians of the Renaissance. 
Youll not enter into these rap- 
prochements, and I can’t blame 
you. But you won't betray me, 
chére Madame? 
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From Miss STurDY AT 
Newrort To Mrs. DRAPER AT 
OucHy 

September 1880 
I promisep to tell you how I like 
it, but the truth is I've gone to 
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and fro so often that I’ve ceased 
to like and dislike. Nothing strikes 
me as unexpected; I expect every- 
thing in its order. Then too, you 
know, I’m not a critic; I've no 
talent for keen analysis, as the 
magazines say; I don’t go into the 
reasons of things. It’s true I’ve 
been for a longer time than usual 
on the wrong side of the water, 
and I admit that I feel a little out 
of training for American life. 
Theyre breaking me in very fast, 
however. I don’t mean’ that they 
bully me—I absolutely decline to 
be bullied. I say what I think, be- 
cause I believe I’ve on the whole 
the advantage of knowing what I 
think—when I think anything; 
_ which is half the battle. Some- 
times indeed I think nothing at 
all. They don’t like that over here; 
they like you to have impressions. 
That they like these impressions 
to be favourable appears to me 
perfectly natural; I don’t make a 
crime to them of this; it seems to 
me on the contrary a very amia- 
ble point. When individuals be- 
tray it we call them sympathetic; 
I don’t see why we shouldn’t give 
nations the same benefit. But there 
are things I haven’t the least de- 
sire to have an opinion about. The 
privilege of indifference is the 
dearest we possess, and I hold 
that intelligent people are known 
by the way they exercise it. Life 
is full of rubbish, and we have at 
least our share of it over here. 
When you wake up in the morn- 
ing you find that during the night 
a cartload has been deposited in 


your front garden. I decline, how- 
ever, to have any of it in my 
premises; there are thousands of 
things I want to know nothing 
about. I’ve outlived the necessity 
of being hypocritical; I've nothing 
to gain and everything to lose. 
When one’s fifty years old —sin- 
gle stout and red in the face— 
one has outlived a good many ne- 
cessities. They tell me over here 
that my increase of weight’s ex- 
tremely marked, and though they 
don’t tell me I’m coarse I feel 
they think me so. There’s very lit- 
tle coarseness here—not quite 
enough, I think—though there’s 
plenty of vulgarity, which is a 
very different thing. On the whole 
the country becomes much more 
agreeable. It isn’t that the people 
are charming, for that they always 
were (the best of them, I mean — 
it isn’t true of the others), but 
that places and things as well rec- 
ognise the possibility of pleasing. 
The houses are extremely good 
and look extraordinarily fresh and 
clean. Many European interiors 
seem in comparison musty and 
gritty. We have a great deal of 
taste; I shouldn’t wonder if we 
should end by inventing some- 
thing pretty; we only need a lit- 
tle time. Of course as yet it’s all 
imitation, except, by the way, 
these delicious piazzas. I’m sitting 
on one now; I’m writing to you 
with my portfolio on my knees. 
This broad light loggia surrounds 
the house with a movement as 
free as the expanded wings of a 
bird, and the wandering airs 
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come up from the deep sea, which 
murmurs ‘on the rocks at the end 
of the lawn. ” 
Newport’s more charming even 
than you remember it; like every- 


thing else over here it has im-. 


proved. It’s very exquisite to-day; 
it’s indeed, I think, in all the 
world the only exquisite water- 
ing-place, for I detest the whole 
genus. The crowd has left it now, 
which makes it all the better, 
though plenty of talkers remain in 
these large light luxurious houses 
which are planted with a kind of 
Dutch definiteness all over the 
green carpet of the cliff. This 
carpet’s very neatly laid and won- 
derfully well swept, and the sea, 
just at hand, is capable of prodi- 
gies of blue. Here and there a 
pretty woman strolls over ‘one ot 
the lawns, which all touch each 
other, you know, without hedges 
or fences; the light looks intense 
as it plays on her brilliant dress; 
her large parasol shines like a sil- 
ver dome. The long lines of the 
far shores are soft and pure, 
though they are places one hasn't 
the least desire to visit. Altogether 
the effect’s very delicate, and any- 
thing that’s delicate counts im- 
mensely over here; for delicacy, I 
think, is as rare as coarseness. I’m 
talking to you of the sea, however, 
without having told you a word of 
my voyage. It was very comfort- 
able and amusing; I should like to 
take another next month. You 
know I’m almost offensively well 
at sea—I breast the weather and 
brave the storm. We had no storm 


fortunately, and I had brought 
with me a supply of light litera- 
ture; so I passed nine days on 
deck in my sea-chair with my heels 
up — passed them reading Tauch- 
nitz novels. There was a great lot 
of people, but no one in particu- 
lar save some fifty American girls. 
You know all about the American 
girl, however, having been one 
yourself. They're on the whole 
very nice, but fifty’s too many; 
there are always too many. There 
was an enquiring Briton, a radical 
M.P., by name Mr. Antrobus, who 
entertained me as much as any 
one else. He’s an excellent man; I 
even asked him to come down 
here and spend a couple of days. 
He looked rather frightened till I 
told him he shouldn’t be alone 
with me, that the house was my 
brother’s and that I gave the in- 
vitation in his name. He came a 
week ago; he goes everywhere; 
weve heard of him in a dozen 
places. The English are strangely 
simple, or at least they seem so 
over here. Their old measurements 
and comparisons desert them; they 
don’t know whether it’s all a joke 
or whether it’s too serious by half. 
We're quicker than they, though 
we talk so much more slowly. We 
think fast, and yet we talk as de- 
liberately as if we were speaking 
a foreign language. They toss off 
their sentences with an air of easy 
familiarity with the tongue, and 
yet they misunderstand two thirds 
of what people say to them. Per- 
haps after all it is only our 
thoughts they think slowly; they 
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think their own often to a lively 
tune enough. 

Mr. Antrobus arrived here in 
any case at eight o'clock in the 
morning; I don’t know how he 
managed it; it appears to be his 
favourite hour; wherever we've 
heard of him he has come in with 
the dawn. In England he would 
arrive at 5.30 p.m. He asks in- 
numerable questions, but theyre 
easy to answer, for he has a sweet 
credulity. He made me _ rather 
ashamed; he’s a better American 
than so many of us; he takes us 
more seriously than we take our- 
selves. He seems to think we've 
an oligarchy of wealth growing up 
which he advised me to be on my 
guard against. I don’t know ex- 
actly what I can do, but I prom- 
ised him to look out. He’s fearfully 
energetic; the energy of the peo- 
ple here is nothing to that of the 
enquiring Briton. If we should de- 
vote half the zeal to building up 
our institutions that they devote 
to obtaining information about 
them we should have a very sat- 
isfactory country. Mr. Antrobus 
seemed to think very well of us — 
which surprised me on the whole, 
since, say what one will, it’s far 
from being so agreeable as Eng- 
land. It’s very horrid that this 
should be; and it’s delightful, 
when one thinks of it, that some 
things in England are after all so 
hateful. At the same time Mr. 
Antrobus appeared to be a good 
deal preoccupied with our dan- 
gers. I don’t understand quite 
what they are; they seem to me 


so few on a Newport piazza this 
bright still day. Yet alas what one 
sees on a Newport piazza isn't 
America; it’s only the back of Eu- 
rope. I don’t mean to say I haven't 


noticed any dangers since my re- 


turn; there are two or three that 
seem to me very serious, but they 
aren't those Mr. Antrobus appre- 
hends. One, for instance, is that 
we shall cease to speak the Eng- 
lish language, which I prefer so to 
any other. It’s less and less spoken;. 


. American’s crowding it out. All 


the children speak American, 
which as a child’s language is | 
dreadfully rough. It’s exclusively 
in use in the schools; all the mag- 
azines and newspapers are in 
American. Of course a people of 
fifty millions who have invented a 
new civilisation have a right to a 
language of their own; that’s what 
they tell me, and I can’t quarrel 
with it. But I wish they had made 
it as pretty as the mother-tongue, 
from which, when all’s said, it’s 
more or less derived. We ought to 
have invented something as noble 
as our country. They tell me it’s 
more expressive, and yet some ad- 
mirable things have been said in 
the Queen’s English. There can 
be no question of the Queen over 
here of course, and American no 
doubt is the music of the future. 
Poor dear future, how “expres- 
sive” youll be! For women and 
children, as I say, it strikes one as 
very rough; and moreover they 
don’t speak it well, their own 
though it be. My small nephews, 
when I first came home, hadn’t 
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gone back to school, and it dis- 
tressed me to see that, though 
they're charming children, they 
had the vocal inflexions of little 
news-boys. My niece is sixteen 
years old; she has the sweetest 
nature possible; she’s extremely 
well-bred and is dressed to per- 
fection. She chatters from morn- 
ing till night; but its helplessness 
breaks my heart. These little per- 
sons are in the opposite case from 
so many English girls who know 
how to speak but don’t know how 
to talk. My niece knows how to 
talk but doesn’t. know how to 
speak. 

If I allude to the young people, 
that’s our other danger; the young 
people are eating us up —there’s 
nothing in America but the young 
people. The country’s made for the 
rising generation; life’s arranged for 
them; they're the destruction of so- 
ciety. People talk of them, consider 
them, defer to them, bow down to 
them. They're always present, and 
whenever they’re present nothing 
else of the smallest interest is. 
They're often very pretty, and 
physically are wonderfully looked 
after; they’re scoured and brushed, 
they wear hygienic clothes, they go 
every week to the dentist’s. But the 
little boys kick your shins and the 
little girls offer to slap your face. 
There’s an immense literature en- 
tirely addressed to them in which 
the kicking of shins and the slap- 
ping of faces carries the day. As 
a woman of fifty I protest, I in- 
sist on being judged by my peers. 
It’s too late, however, for several 


millions of little feet are actively 
engaged in stamping out conver- 
sation, and I don’t see how they 
can long fail to keep it under. 
The future’s theirs; adult forms 
will evidently be at an increasing 
discount. Longfellow wrote a 
charming little poem called “The 
Children’s Hour,” but he ought 
to have called it “The Children’s 
Century.” And by children I 
naturally don’t mean simple in- 
fants; I mean everything of less 
than twenty. The social impor- 
tance of the young American in- 
creases steadily up to that age 
and then suddenly stops. The lit- 
tle girls of course are more impor- 
tant than the lads, but the lads 
are very important too. I’m struck 
with the way theyre known and 
talked about; they're small celeb- 
rities; they have reputations and 
pretensions; they're taken very se- 
riously. As for the little girls, as I 
just said, they're ever so much too 
many. You'll say perhaps that my 
fifty years and my red face are 
jealous of them. I don’t think so, 
because I don’t suffer; my red face 
doesn’t frighten people away, and 
I always find plenty of talkers. 
The young things themselves, I 
believe, like me very much, and I 
delight in the young things. 
Theyre often very pretty; not so 
pretty as people say in the maga- 
zines, but pretty enough. The 
magazines rather overdo that; 
they make a mistake. I've seen no 
great beauties, but the level of 
prettiness is high, and occasion- 
ally one sees a woman completely 
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handsome. (As a general thing, a 
pretty person here means a person 
with a pretty face. The figure’s 
rarely mentioned, though there 
are several good ones.) The level 
of prettiness is high, but the level 
of conversation is low; that’s one 
of the signs of its being a young 
ladies’ country. There are a good 
many things young ladies can’t 
talk about, but think of all the 
things they can when they are as 
clever as most. of these. Perhaps 
one ought to content one’s self 
with that measure, but it’s difficult 
if one has lived long by a larger 
one. This one’s decidedly narrow 
—I stretch it sometimes till it 
cracks. Then it is they call me 
coarse, which I undoubtedly am, 
thank goodness. 

What it comes to, obviously, is 
that people’s talk is much less con- 
veniently free than in Europe; I’m 
struck with that wherever I go. 
There are certain things that are 
never said at all, certain allusions 
that are never made. There are no 
light stories, no propos risqués. I 
don’t know exactly what people 
find to bite into, for the supply of 
scandal’s small and it’s little more 
than twaddle at that. They don’t 
seem, however, to lack topics. 
The little girls are always there; 
they keep the gates of conversa- 
tion; very little passes that’s not 
innocent. I find we do very well 
without wickedness, and for my- 
self, as I take my ease, I don’t 
miss my liberties. You remember 
what I thought of the tone of your 
table in Florence last year, and 


how surprised you were when I 
asked you why you allowed such 
things. You said they were like 
the courses of the seasons; one 
couldn’t prevent them; also that 
to change the tone of your table 
youd have to change so many 
other things. Of course in your 
house one never saw a little girl; 
I was the only spinster and no one 
was afraid of me. Likewise if 
talk’s more innocent in this coun- 
try manners are so to begin with. 
The liberty of the young people is 
the strongest proof of it. The little 
girls are let loose in the world, 
and the world gets more good of 
it than ces demoiselles get harm. 
In your world— pardon me, but 
you know what I mean-— this 
wouldn’t do at all. Your world’s 
a sad affair—the young ladies 
would encounter all sorts of hor- 
rors. Over here, considering the 
way they knock about, they re- 
main wonderfully simple, and the 
reason is that society protects 
them instead of setting them traps. 
There’s almost no gallantry as you 
understand it; the flirtations are 
child’s play. People have no time 
for making love; the men in par- 
ticular are extremely busy. I’m 
told that sort of thing consumes 
hours; I’ve never had any time for 
it myself. If the leisure class 
should increase here considerably 
there may possibly be a change; 
but I doubt it, for the women 
seem to me in all essentials ex- 
ceedingly reserved. Great superfi- 
cial frankness, but an extreme 
dread of complications. The men 
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strike me as very good fellows. I 
find them at bottom better than 
the women, who if not invéter- 
ately hard haven’t at least the Eu- 
ropean, the (as I heard some one 
once call it) chemical softness. 
They're not so nice to the men as 
the men are to them; I mean of 
course in proportion, you know. 
But women aren’t so nice as men 
“anyway, as they say here. 

The men at any rate are pro- 
fessional, commercial; there are 
very few gentlemen pure and sim- 
ple. This personage needs to be 
very well done, however, to be of 
great utility; and I suppose you 
won't pretend he’s always well 
done in your countries. When he’s 
not, the less of him the better. It’s 
very much the same indeed with 
the system on which the female 
young are brought up. (You see I 
have to come back to the female 
young.) When it succeeds they're 
the most charming creatures pos- 
sible; when it doesn’t the failure’s 
disastrous. If a girl’s a very nice 
girl the American method brings 
her to great completeness — makes 
all her graces flower; but if she 
isn’t nice it plays the devil with 
any possible compromise or biais 
in the interest of social conven- 
ience. In a word the American 
girl’s rarely negative, and when 
she isn’t a great success she’s a 
great warning. In nineteen cases 
out of twenty, among the people 
who know how to live—I won't 
say what their proportion is — the 
results are highly satisfactory. The 
girls aren't shy, but I don’t know 


why they should be, for there’s 
really nothing here to be afraid of. 
Manners are very gentle, very hu- 
mane; the democratic system de- 
prives people of weapons that ev- 
ery one doesn’t equally possess. 
No one’s formidable; no one’s on 
stilts; no one has great preten- 
sions or any recognised right to be 
arrogant. I think there’s not much 
wickedness, and there’s certainly 
less human or social cruelty — less 
than in “good” (that is in more 
amusing) society. Every one can 
sit—no one’s kept standing. One’s 
much less liable to be snubbed, 
which you will say is a pity. I 
think it is—to a certain extent; 
but on the other hand folly’s less 
fatuous in form than in your coun- 
tries; and as people generally have 
fewer revenges to take there’s less 
need of their being squashed in 
advance. The general good na- 
ture, the social equality, deprive 
them of triumphs on the one hand 
and of grievances on the other. 
There’s extremely little imperti- 
nence, there’s almost none. You'll 
say I’m describing a terrible world, 
a world without great figures or 
great social prizes. You've hit it, 
my dear —there are no great fig- 
ures. (The great prize of course 
in Europe is the opportunity to be 
a great figure.) You'd miss these 
things a good deal— you who de- 
light to recognise greatness, and 
my advice to you therefore is 
never to come back. You'd miss 
the small people even more than 
the great; every one’s middle- 
sized, and you can never have that 
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momentary sense of profiting by 
the elevation of your class which 
is so agreeable in Europe. I 
needn’t add that you don’t, either, 
languish with its depression. There 
are at all events no brilliant types 
—the most important people seem 
to lack dignity. They're very bour- 
geois; they make little jokes; on 
occasion they make puns; they’ve 
no form; they’re too* good-natured. 
The men have no style; the 
women, who are fidgety and talk 
too much, have it only in their 
tournures, where they have it su- 
perabundantly. 

Well, I console myself — since 
consolation is needed—with the 
greater bonhomie. Have you ever 
arrived at an English country- 
house in the dusk of a winter's 
day? Have you ever made a call 
in London when you knew no- 
body but the hostess? People here 
are more expressive, more demon- 
strative; and it’s a pleasure, when 
one comes back—if one happens, 
like me, to be no one in particu- 
lar —to feel one’s merely personal 
and unclassified value rise. They 
attend to you more; they have 
you on their mind; they talk to 
you; they listen to you. That is 
the men do; the women listen 
very little —not enough. They in- 
terrupt, they prattle, one feels their 
presence too much as importunate 
and untrained sound. I imagine 
this is partly because their wits 
are quick and they think of a good 
many things to say; not indeed 
that they always say such won- 
ders! Perfect repose, after all, is 
not all self-control; it’s also partly 


stupidity. American women, how- 
ever, make too many vague excla- 
mations — say too many indefinite 
things, have in short still a great 
deal of nature. The American or- 
der or climate or whatever gives 
them a nature they can let loose. 
Europe has to protect itself with 
more art. On the whole I find very 
little affectation, though we shall 
probably have more as we im- 
prove. As yet people haven't the 
assurance that carries those things 
off; they know too much about 
each other. The trouble is that 
over here we've all been brought 
up together. You'll think this a 
picture of a dreadfully insipid so- 
ciety; but I hasten to add that it’s 
not all so tame as that. I’ve been 
speaking of the people that one 
meets socially, and these’re the 
smallest part of American life. The 
others — those one meets on a basis 
of mere convenience —are much 
more exciting; they keep one’s 
temper in healthy exercise. I 
mean the people in the shops and 
on the railroads; the servants, the 
hack-men, the labourers, the con- 
ductors; every one of whom you 
buy anything or have occasion to 
make an enquiry. With them you 
need all your best manners, for 
you must always have enough for 
two. If you think we’re too demo- 
cratic taste a little of American 
life in these walks and you'll be 
reassured. This is the region of 
inequality, and you'll find plenty 
of people to make your curt- 
sey to. You see it from below 
—the weight of inequality’s on 
your own back. You asked me to 


314 


The Point of View 


tell you about prices. They're un- 
speakable. 
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From THE RicHT Hon. Ep- 
warp ANnTRoBUS M.P. IN BosToN 
TO THE HonouRABLE Mrs. ANTRO- 
BUS 

November 1880 

My Dear Susan 
I sent you a post-card on the 
138th and a native newspaper yes- 
terday; I really have had no time 
to write. I sent you the newspa- 
per partly because it contained 
a report — extremely incorrect — of 
some remarks I made at the meet- 
ing of the Association of the Teach- 
ers of New England; partly be- 
cause it’s so curious that I thought 
it would interest you and the chil- 
dren. I cut out some portions I 
didn’t think it well the children 
should go into—the passages re- 
maining contain the most striking 
features. Please point out to the 
children the peculiar orthography, 
which probably will be adopted in 
England by the time they are 
grown up; the amusing oddities of 
expression and the like. Some of 
them are intentional; youll have 
heard of the celebrated American 
humour — remind me, by the way, 
on my return to Thistleton, to 
give you a few of the examples of 
it that my own experience sup- 
plies. Certain other of the jour- 
nalistic eccentricities I speak of 
are unconscious and are perhaps 


on that account the more divert- 
ing. Point out to the children the 
difference—in so far as youre 
sure that you yourself perceive it. 
You must excuse me if these lines 
are not very legible; [’m writing 
them by the light of a railway 
lamp which rattles above my left 
ear; it being only at odd moments 
that I can find time to extend my 
personal researches. You'll say this 
is a very odd moment indeed 
when I tell you I’m in bed in a 
sleeping-car. I occupy the upper 
berth (I will explain to you the 
arrangement when I return) while 
the lower forms the couch — the 
jolts are fearful—of an unknown 
female. You'll be very anxious for 
my explanation, but I assure you 
that the circumstance I mention is 
the custom of the country. I my- 
self am assured that a lady may 
travel in this manner all over the 
Union (the Union of States) with- 
out a loss of consideration. In case 
of her occupying the upper berth 
I presume it would be different, 
but I must make enquiries on this 
point. Whether it be the fact that 
a mysterious being of another sex 
has retired to rest behind the 
same curtains, or whether it be 
the swing of the train, which 
rushes through the air with very 
much the same movement as the 
tail of a kite, the situation is at 
the best so anomalous that I’m 
unable to sleep. A _ ventilator’s 
open just over my head, and a 
lively draught, mingled with a 
drizzle of cinders, pours in through 
this dubious advantage. (1 will 
describe to you its mechanism on 
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my return.) If I had occupied the 
lower berth I should have had a 
whole window to myself, and by 
drawing back the blind—a safe 
proceeding at the dead of night — 
I should have been able, by the 
light of an extraordinary brilliant 
moon, to see a little better what I 
write. The question occurs to me, 
however, would the lady below 
me in that case have ascended to 
the upper berthP (You know my 
old taste for hypothetic ques- 
tions.) I incline to think (from 
what I have seen) that she would 
simply have requested me to evac- 
uate my own couch. (The ladies 
in this country ask for anything 
they want.) In this case, I sup- 
pose, I should have had an exten- 
sive view of the country, which, 
from what I saw of it before I 
turned in (wnile the sharer of my 
privacy was going to bed) offered 
a rather ragged expanse dotted 
with little white wooden houses 
that resembled in the moonshine 
large pasteboard boxes. I’ve been 
unable to ascertain as precisely as 
I should wish by whom these 
modest residences are occupied; 
for they are too small to be the 
homes of country gentlemen, 
there’s no peasantry here, and (in 
New England, for all the corn 
comes from the far West) there 
are no yeomen nor farmers. The 
information one receives in this 
country is apt to be rather con- 
flicting, but I’m determined to sift 
the mystery to the bottom. 

I’ve already noted down a mul- 
titude of facts bearing on the 
points that interest me most — the 


operation of the school-boards, the 
co-education of the sexes, the ele- 
vation of the tone of the lower 
classes, the participation of the 
latter in political life. Political life 
indeed is almost wholly confined 
to the lower middle class and the 
upper section of the lower class. 
In fact in some of the large towns 
the lowest order of all partici- 
pates considerably —a very inter- 
esting phase, to which I shall give 
more attention. It’s very gratifying 
to see the taste for public affairs 
pervading so many social strata, 
but the indifference of the gen- 
try is a fact not to be lightly con- 
sidered. It may be objected per- 
haps that there are no gentry; and 
it’s very true that I’ve not yet en- 
countered a character of the type 
of Lord Bottomley — a type which 
I’m free to confess I should be 
sorry to see disappear from our 
English system, if system it may 
be called where so much is the 
growth of blind and incoherent 
forces. It’s nevertheless obvious 
that an idle and luxurious class 
exists in this country and that it’s 
less exempt than in our own from 
the reproach of preferring inglori- 
ous ease to the furtherance of lib- 
eral ideas. It’s rapidly increasing, 
and I’m not sure that the indefi- 
nite growth of the dilettante spirit, 
in connexion with large and lav- 
ishly-expended wealth, is an un- 
mixed good even in a society in 
which freedom of development 
has obtained so many interesting 
triumphs. The fact that this body 
is not represented in the govern- 
ing class is perhaps as much the 


316 


The Point of View 


result of the jealousy with which 
it is viewed by the more earnest 
workers as of its own (I dare. not 
perhaps apply a harsher term 
than) levity. Such at least is the 
impression made on me in. the 
Middle States and in New Eng- 
land; in the Southwest, the North- 
west and the far West it will 
doubiless be liable to correction. 
These divisions are probably new 
to you; but they are the general 
denomination of large and flour- 
ishing communities, with which I 
hope to make myself at least su- 
perficially acquainted. The fatigue 
of traversing, as I habitually do, 
three or four hundred miles at a 
bound, is of course considerable; 
but there is usually much to feed 
the mind by the way. The con- 
ductors of the trains, with whom 
I freely converse, are often men of 
vigorous and original views and 
even of some social eminence. One 
of them a few days ago gave me 
a’ letter of introduction to his 
brother-in-law, who’s president of 
a Western University. Don’t have 
any fear therefore that I'm not in 
the best society! 

The arrangements for travelling 
are as a general thing extremely 
ingenious, as you will probably 
have inferred from what I told 
you above; but it must at the same 
time be conceded that some of 
them are more ingenious than 
happy. Some of the facilities with 
regard to luggage, the transmis- 
sion of parcels and the like are 
doubtless very useful when thor- 
oughly mastered, but I've not yet 
succeeded in. availing myself of 


them without disaster. There are 
on the other hand no cabs and 
no porters, and I’ve calculated 
that I’ve myself carried my im- 
pedimenta — which, you know, are 
somewhat numerous, and from 
which I can’t bear to be separated 
—some seventy or eighty miles. I 


shave sometimes thought it was a 


great mistake not to bring Plum- 
meridge—he would have been 
useful on such occasions. On the 
other hand the startling question 
would have presented itself of 
who would have carried Plum- 
meridge’s portmanteau? He would 
have been useful indeed for brush- 
ing and packing my clothes and 
getting me my tub; I travel with 
a large tin one—there are none 
to be obtained at the inns —and 
the transport of this receptacle of- 
ten presents the most insoluble 
difficulties. It is often too an ob- 
ject of considerable embarrass- 
ment in arriving at private houses, 
where the servants have less re- 
serve of manner than in England; 
and to tell you the truth I’m by 
no means certain at the present 
moment that the tub has been 
placed in the train with me. “On 
board” the train is the consecrated 
phrase here; it’s an allusion to the 
tossing and pitching of the con- 
catenation of cars, so similar to 
that of a vessel in a storm. As I 
was about to enquire, however, 
Who would get Plummeridge his 
tub and attend to his little com- 
forts? We couldn’t very well make 
our appearance, on arriving for a 
visit, with two of the utensils I’ve 
named; even if as regards a single 


317 


The Point of View 


one I have had the courage, as I 
may say, of a life long habit. It 
would hardly be expected that we 
should both use the same; though 
there have been occasions in my 
travels as to which I see no way 
of blinking the fact that Plummer- 
idge would have had to sit down 
to dinner with me. Such a con- 
tingency would completely have 
unnerved him, so that on the 
whole it was doubtless the wiser 
part to leave him _ respectfully 
touching his hat on the tender in 
the Mersey. No one touches his 
hat over here, and, deem this who 
will the sign of a more advanced 
social order, I confess that when I 
see poor Plummeridge again that 
familiar little gesture — familiar I 
mean only in the sense of one’s 
immemorial acquaintance with it 
—will give me a measurable sat- 
isfaction. You'll see from what I 
tell you that democracy is not a 
mere word in this country, and I 
could give you many more in- 
stances of its universal reign. This, 
however, is what we come here to 
look at and, in so far as there ap- 
pears proper occasion, to admire; 
though I’m by no means sure that 
we can hope to establish within 
an appreciable time a correspond- 
ing change in the somewhat rigid 
fabric of English manners. I’m not 
even inclined to believe such a 
change desirable; you know this is 
one of the points on which I don’t 
as yet see my way to going so far 
as Lord B. I’ve always held that 
there’s a certain social ideal of in- 
equality as well as of equality, and 


if I’ve found the people of this 
country, as a general thing, quite 
equal to each other, I’m not quite 
ready to go so far as to say that, 
as a whole, they’re equal to — par- 
don that dreadful blot! The move- 
ment of the train and the precari- 
ous nature of the light — it is close 
to my nose and most offensive 
—would, I flatter myself, long 
since have got the better of a less 
resolute diarist! 

What I was distinctly not pre- 
pared for is'the very considerable 
body of aristocratic feeling that 
lurks beneath this republican sim- 
plicity. I've on several occasions 
been made the confidant of these 
romantic but delusive vagaries, of 
which the stronghold appears to 
be the Empire City—a_ slang 
name for the rich and predomi- 
nant, but unprecedentedly mal- 
administered and _ disillusioned 
New York. I was assured in many 
quarters that this great desperate 
eternally-swindled city at least is 
ripe, everything else failing, for 
the monarchical experiment or 
revolution, and that if one of the 
Queen’s sons would come over to 
sound the possibilities he would 
meet with the highest encourage- 
ment. This information was given 
me in strict confidence, with closed 
doors, as it were; it reminded me 
a good deal of the dreams of the 
old Jacobites when they whis- 
pered their messages to the king 
across the water. I doubt, how- 
ever, whether these less excusable 
visionaries will be able to secure 
the services of a Pretender, for I 
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fear that in such a case he would 
encounter a still more fatal Cullo- 
den. I have given a good deal of 
time, as I told you, to the educa- 
tional system, and have visited no 
fewer than one hundred and forty- 
three schools and colleges. It’s ex- 
traordinary the number of persons 


who are being educated in this 


country; and yet at the same time 
the tone of the people is less 
scholarly than one might expect. 
A lady a few days since described 
to me her daughter as being al- 
ways “on the go,” which I take to 
be a jocular way of saying that 
the young lady was very fond of 
paying visits. Another person, the 
wife of a United States Senator, 
informed me that if I should go to 
Washington in January I should 
be quite “in the swim.” I don't 
regard myself as slow to grasp 
new meanings, however whimsi- 
cal; but in this case the lady’s ex- 
planation made her phrase rather 
more than: less ambiguous. To say 
that I’m on the go describes very 
accurately my own situation. I 
went yesterday to the Poganuc 
High School, to hear fifty-seven 
boys and girls recite in unison a 
most remarkable ode to the Amer- 
ican flag, and shortly afterward 
attended a ladies’ luncheon at 
which some eighty or ninety of 
the sex were present. There was 
only one individual in trousers — 
his trousers, by the way, though 
he brought several pair, begin to 
testify to the fury of his move- 
ments! The men in America ab- 
sent themselves systematically 


from this meal, at which ladies as- 
semble in large numbers to dis- 
cuss religious, political and social 
topics. 

Immense female symposia at 
which every delicacy is provided 
are one of the most striking fea- 
tures of American life, and would 
seem to prove that our sex is 
scarcely so indispensable in the 
scheme of creation as it some- 
times supposes. I’ve been admit- 
ted on the footing of an English- 
man — “just to show you some of 
our bright women,” the hostess 
yesterday remarked. (“Bright” 
here has the meaning of intellec- 
tually remarkable.) 1 noted indeed 
the frequency of the predomi- 
nantly cerebral—as they call it 
here “brainy” — type. These rather 
oddly invidious banquets are or- 
ganised according to age, for I’ve 
also been present as an enquiring 
stranger at several “girls’ lunches,” 
from which married ladies are 
rigidly excluded, but here the fair 
revellers were equally numerous 
and equally “bright.” There’s a 
good deal I should like to tell you 
about my study of the educational 
question, but my position’s now 
somewhat cramped, and I must 
dismiss the subject briefly. My 
leading impression is that the chil- 
dren are better educated (in pro- 
portion of course) than the adults. 
The position of a child is on the 
whole one of great distinction. 
There’s a popular ballad of which 
the refrain, if I’m not mistaken, is 
“Make me a child again just for 
to-night!” and which seems to ex- 
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press the sentiment of regret for 
lost privileges. At all events they 
are a powerful and independent 
class, and have organs, of immense 
circulation, in the press. They are 
often extremely “bright.” Ive 
talked with a great many teachers, 
most of them lady-teachers, as 
they are here called. The phrase 
doesn’t mean teachers of ladies, as 
you might suppose, but applies to 
the sex of the instructress, who 
often has large classes of young 
men under her control. I was 
lately introduced to a young 
woman of twenty-three who occu- 
pies the chair of Moral Philosophy 
and Belles-Lettres in a Western 
University and who told me with 
the utmost frankness that she’s 
“just adored” by the undergradu- 
ates. This young woman was the 
daughter of a petty trader in one 
of the Southwestern States and 
had studied at Amanda College in 
Missourah, an institution at which 
young people of the two sexes 
pursue their education together. 
She was very pretty and modest, 
and expressed a great desire to 
see something of English country 
life, in consequence of which I 
made her promise to come down 
to Thistleton in the event of her 
crossing the Atlantic. She’s not 
the least like Gwendolen or Char- 
lotte, and I’m not prepared to say 
how they would get on with her; 
the boys would probably do bet- 
ter. Still, I think her acquaintance 
would be of value to dear Miss 
Gulp, and the two might pass 
their time very pleasantly in the 
school-room. I grant you freely 


that those I have seen here are 
much less comfortable than the 
school-room at Thistleton. Has 
Charlotte, by the way, designed 
any more texts for the walls? I’ve 
been extremely interested in my 
visit to Philadelphia, where I saw 
several thousand little red houses © 
with white steps, occupied by in- 
telligent artisans and arranged (in 
streets) on the rectangular system. 
Improved cooking-stoves, _rose- 
wood pianos, gas and hot water, 
esthetic furniture and complete 
sets of the British Essayists. A 
tramway through every street; ev- 
ery block of exactly equal length; 
blocks and houses economically 
lettered and numbered. There’s 
absolutely no loss of time and no 
need of looking for, or indeed at, 
anything. The mind always on 
one’s object; it’s very delightful. 
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From Louis LEVERETT IN 
Boston TO HARVARD TREMONT IN 
Paris 

November 1880 
THE sCALEs have turned, my sym- 
pathetic Harvard, and the beam 
that has lifted you up has dropped 
me again on this terribly hard 
spot. I’m extremely sorry to have 
missed you in London, but I re- 
ceived your little note and took 
due heed of your injunction to let 
you know how I got on. I don’t 
get on at all, my dear Harvard — 
I'm consumed with the love of 
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the further shore. I’ve been so 
long away that I’ve dropped out 
of my place in this little Boston 
world and the shallow tides of 
New England life have closed 
over it. I’m a stranger here and 
find it hard to believe I ever was 
a native. It’s very hard, very cold, 
very vacant. I think of your warm 
rich Paris; I think of the Boule- 
vard Saint-Michel on the mild 
spring evenings; I see the little 
corner by the window (of the 
Café de la Jeunesse) where I used 
to sit: the doors are open, the 
soft deep breath of the great city 
comes in. The sense is of a su- 
preme splendour and an incom- 
parable arrangement, yet there’s a 
kind of tone, of body, in the ra- 
diance; the mighty murmur of the 
ripest civilisation in the world 
comes in; the dear old peuple de 
Paris, the most interesting people 
in the world, pass by. I’ve a little 
book in my pocket; it’s exquisitely 
printed, a modern Elzevir. It con- 
sists of a lyric cry from the heart 
of young France and is full of the 
sentiment of form. There’s no 
form here, dear Harvard; I had 
no idea how little form there is. 
I don’t know what I shall do; I 
feel so undraped, so uncurtained, 
so uncushioned; I feel as if I were 
sitting in the centre of a mighty 
“reflector.” A terrible crude glare 
is over everything; the earth looks 
peeled and excoriated; the raw 
heavens seem to bleed with the 
quick hard light. 

I’ve not got back my rooms in 
West Cedar Street; they're occu- 
pied by a mesmeric healer. I'm 


staying at an hotel and it’s all very 
dreadful. Nothing for one’s self, 
nothing for one’s preferences and 
habits. No one to receive you 
when you arrive; you push in 
through a crowd, you edge up to 
a counter, you write your name in 
a horrible book where every one 
may come and stare at it and fin- 
ger it. A man behind the counter 
stares at you in silence; his stare 
seems to say “What the devil do 
you want?” But after this stare he 
never looks at you again. He 
tosses down a key at you; he 
presses a bell; a savage Irishman 
arrives. “Take him away,” he. 
seems to say to the Irishman; but 
it’s all done in silence; there’s no 
answer to your own wild wail — 
“What's to be done with me, 
please?” “Wait and you'll see” the 
awful silence seems to say. There’s 
a great crowd round you, but 
there’s also a great stillness; ev- 
ery now and then you hear some 
one expectorate. There are a thou- 
sand people in this huge and hid- 
eous structure; they feed together 
in a big white-walled room. It’s 
lighted by a thousand gas-jets and 
heated by cast-iron screens which 
vomit forth torrents of scorching 
air. The temperature’s terrible; the 
atmosphere’s more so; the furious 
light and heat seem to intensify 
the dreadful definiteness. When 
things are so ugly they shouldn't 
be so definite, and they’re terribly 
ugly here. There’s no mystery in 
the corners, there’s no light and 
shade in the types. The people 
are haggard and joyless; they look 
as if they had no passions, no 


321 


The Point of View 


tastes, no senses. They sit feeding 
in silence under the dry hard light; 
occasionally I hear the high firm 
note of a child. The servants are 
black and familiar; their faces 
shine as they shuffle about; there 
are blue tones in their dark masks. 
They’ve no manners; they address 
but don’t answer you; they plant 
themselves at your elbow (it rubs 
their clothes as you éat) and watch 
you as if your proceedings were 
strange. They deluge you with 
iced water; it’s the only thing 
they'll bring you; if you look round 
to summon them they’ve gone for 
more. If you read the newspaper 
—which I don’t, gracious heaven, 
I, can’t!—they hang over your 
shoulder and peruse it also. I al- 
ways fold it up and present it to 
them; the newspapers here are in- 
deed for an African taste. 

Then there are long corridors 
defended by gusts of hot air; 
down the middle swoops a pale 
little girl on parlour skates. “Get 
out of my way!” she shrieks as 
she passes; she has ribbons in her 
hair and frills on her dress; she 
makes the tour of the immense 
hotel. I think of Puck, who put a 
girdle round the earth in forty 
minutes, and wonder what he said 
as he flitted by. A black waiter 
marches past me bearing a tray 
that he thrusts into my spine as 
he goes. Its laden with large 
white jugs; they tinkle as he 
moves, and I recognise the uncon- 
soling fluid. We're dying of iced 
water, of hot air, of flaring gas. I 
sit in my room thinking of these 
things — this room of mine which 


is a chamber of pain. The walls 
are white and bare, they shine in 
the rays of a horrible chandelier 
of imitation bronze which depends 
from the middle of the ceiling. It 
flings a patch of shadow on a 
small table covered with white 
marble, of which the genial sur- 
face supports at the present mo- 
ment the sheet of paper I thus 
employ for you; and when I go 
to bed (I like to read in bed, 
Harvard) it becomes an object of 
mockery and torment. It dangles 
at inaccessible heights; it stares me 
in the face; it flings the light on 
the covers of my book but not 
upon the page — the little French 
Elzevir I love so well. I rise and 
put out the gas— when my room 
becomes even lighter than before. 
Then a crude illumination from 
the hall, from the neighbouring 
room, pours through the glass. 
openings that surmount the two 
doors of my apartment. It covers. 
my bed, where I toss and groan; 
it beats in through my closed lids; 
it’s accompanied by the most vul-- 
gar, though the most human, 
sounds. I spring up to call for 
some help, some remedy; but 
there’s no bell and I feel desolate: 
and weak. There’s only a strange: 
orifice in the wall, through which 
the traveller in distress may trans- 
mit his appeal. I fill it with in- 
coherent sounds, and sounds more. 
incoherent yet come back to me. 
I gather at last their meaning; 
they appear to constitute an awful 
enquiry. A hollow impersonal 
voice wishes to know what I want, 
and the very question paralyses. 
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me. I want everything—yet I 
want nothing, nothing this hard 
impersonality can give! I want my 
little corner of Paris; I want the 
rich, the deep, the dark Old 
World; I want to be out of this 
horrible place. Yet I can’t confide 
all this to that mechanical tube; it 
would be of no use; a barbarous 
laugh would come up from the 
office. Fancy appealing in these 
sacred, these intimate moments to 
an “office”; fancy calling out into 
indifferent space for a candle, for 
a curtain! I pay incalculable sums 
in this dreadful house, and yet 
haven’t a creature to assist me. I 
fling myself back on my couch 
and for a long time afterwards the 
orifice in the wall emits strange 
murmurs and rumblings. It seems 
unsatisfied and indignant and is 
evidently scolding me for my 
vagueness. My vagueness indeed, 
dear Harvard! I loathe their hor- 
rible arrangements — isn’t that def- 
inite enough? 

You asked me to tell you whom 
I see and what I think of my 
friends. I haven’t very many; I 
don’t feel at all en rapport. The 
people are very good, very seri- 
ous, very devoted to their work, 
but there’s a terrible absence of 
variety of type. Every one’s Mr. 
Jones, Mr. Brown, and every one 
looks like Mr. Jones and Mr. 
Brown. They're thin, they're di- 
luted in the great tepid bath of 
Democracy! They lack complete- 
ness of identity; they're quite with- 
out modelling. No, theyre not 
beautiful, my poor Harvard; it 
must be whispered that they're not 


beautiful. You may say that they’re 
as beautiful as the French, as the 
Germans; but I can’t agree with 
you there. The French, the Ger- 
mans, have the greatest beauty of 
all, the beauty of their ugliness — 
the beauty of the strange, the gro- 
tesque. These people are not even 
ugly — they’re only plain. Many of 
the girls are pretty, but to be only 
pretty is (to my sense) to be plain. 
Yet I’ve had some talk. I’ve seen 
a young woman. She was on the 
steamer, and I afterwards saw her 
in New York—a mere maiden 
thing, yet a peculiar type, a real 
personality: a great deal of model- 
ling, a great deal of colour, and ~ 
withal something elusive and am- 
biguous. She was not, however, of 
this country; she was a compound 
of far-off things. But she was 
looking for something here —like 
me. We found each other, and for 
a moment that was enough. I’ve 
lost her now; I’m sorry, because 
she liked to listen to me. She has 
passed away; I shall not see her 
again. She liked to listen to me; 
she almost understood. 
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From M. GusravE LE- 

JAUNE OF THE FRENCH ACADEMY 

in WasHiIncron TO M. ADOLPHE 
BoucHE IN Paris 

December 1880 

I civE you my little notes; you 

must make allowances for haste, for 

bad inns, for the perpetual scram- 
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ble, for ill-humour. Everywhere the 
same impression — the platitude of 
unbalanced democracy intensified 
by. the platitude of the spirit of 
commerce. Everything on an im- 
mense scale — everything illustrated 
by millions of examples. My 
brother-in-law is always busy; he 
has appointments, inspections, in- 
terviews, disputes. The people, it 
appears, are incredibly sharp in 
conversation, in argument; they 
wait for you in silence at the cor- 
ner of the road and then suddenly 
discharge their revolver. If you 
fall they empty your pockets; the 
only chance is to shoot them first. 


With this no amenities, no pre-— 


liminaries, no manners, no care for 
the appearance. I wander about 
while my brother’s occupied; I 
lounge along the streets; I stop at 
the corners; I look into the shops; 
je regarde passer les femmes. It’s 
an easy country to see; one sees 
everything there is; the civilisa- 
tion’s skin deep; you don’t have 
to dig. This positive practical 
pushing bourgeoisie is always 
about its business; it lives in the 
street, in the hotel, in the train; 
one’s always in a crowd —there 
are seventy-five people in the 
tramway. They sit in your lap; 
they stand on your toes; when 
they wish to pass they simply 
push you. Everything in silence; 
they know that silence is golden 
and they’ve the worship of gold. 
When the conductor wishes your 
fare he gives you a poke, very 
serious, without a word. As for 
the types—but there’s only one, 
they’re all variations of the same 


—the commis-voyageur minus the 
gaiety. The women are often 
pretty; you meet thé young ones 
in the streets, in the trains, in 
search of a husband. They look at 
you frankly coldly judicially, to 
see if you'll serve; but they don't 
want what you might think (du 
moins on me lassure); they only 
want the husband. A Frenchman 
may mistake; he needs to be sure 
he’s right, and I always make sure. 
They begin at fifteen; the mother 
sends them out; it lasts all day 
(with an interval for dinner at a 
pastry-cook’s); sometimes it goes 
on for ten years. If they haven’t 
by that time found him they give 
it up; they make place for the 
cadettes, as the number of women 
is enormous. No salons, no society, 
no conversation; people don’t re- 
ceive at home; the young girls 
have to look for the husband 
where they can. It’s no disgrace 
not to find him—several have 
never done so. They continue to 
go about unmarried—from the 
force of habit, from the love of 
movement, without hopes, without 
regrets. There’s no imagination, no 
sensibility, no desire for the con- 
vent. 

We've made several journeys — 
few of less than three hundred 
miles. Enormous trains, enormous 
wagons, with beds and lavoratories, 
with negroes who brush you with 
a big broom, as if they were groom- 
ing a horse. A bounding move- 
ment, a roaring noise, a crowd of 
people who look horribly tired, a 
boy who passes up and down hurl- 
ing pamphlets and sweetmeats into 
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your face: that’s an American jour: 
ney. There are windows in the 
wagons — enormous like everything 
else; but there’s nothing to see. 
The countrys a void—no fea- 
tures, no objects, no details, noth- 
ing to show you that youre in one 
place more than another. Aussi 
youre not in one place, you're ev- 
erywhere, anywhere; the train 
goes a hundred miles an hour. The 
cities are all the same; little houses 
ten feet high or else big ones 
two hundred; tramways, telegraph- 
poles, enormous signs, holes in the 
pavement, oceans of mud, commis- 
voyageurs, young ladies looking 
for the husband. On the other hand 
no beggars and no cocottes — none 
at least that you see. A colossal 
mediocrity, except (my _brother- 
in-law tells me) in the machinery, 
which is magnificent. Naturally no 
architecture (they make houses of 
wood and of iron), no art, no lit- 
erature, no theatre. I've opened 
some of the books —ils ne se lais- 
sent pas lire. No form, no matter, 
no style, no general ideas: they 
seem written for children and 
young ladies. The most success- 
ful (those that they praise most) 
are the facetious; they sell in thou- 
sands of editions. I’ve looked into 
some of the most vantés; but you 
need to be forewarned to know 
theyre amusing; grins through a 
horse-collar, burlesques of the Bi- 
ble, des plaisanteries de croque- 
‘mort. They’ve a novelist with pre- 
tensions to literature who writes 
about the chase for the husband 
and the adventures of the rich 
Americans in our corrupt old Eu- 


rope, where their primeval can- 
dour puts the Europeans to shame. 
C’est proprement écrit, but it’s 
terribly pale. What isn’t pale is 
the newspapers — enormous, like 
everything else (fifty columns of 
advertisements), and full of the 
commérages of a continent. And 
such a tone, grand Dieu! The 
amenities, the personalities, the 
recriminations, are like so many 
coups de revolver. Headings six 
inches tall; correspondences from 
places one never heard of; tele- 
grams from Europe about Sarah 
Bernhardt; little paragraphs about 
nothing at all—the menu of the 
neighbour’s dinner; articles on the 
European situation ad pouffer de 
rire; all the tripotage of local pol- 
itics. The reportage is incredible; 
I’m chased up and down by the 
interviewers. The matrimonial in- 
felicities of M. and Madame X. 
(they give the name) tout au long, 
with every detail — not in six lines, 
discreetly veiled, with an art of 
insinuation, as with us; but with 
all the facts (or the fictions), the 
letters, the dates, the places, the 
hours. I open a paper at hazard 
and find au beau milieu, apropos 
of nothing, the announcement: 
“Miss Susan Green has the long- 
est nose in Western New York.” 
Miss Susan Green (je me ren- 
seigne) is a celebrated authoress, 
and the Americans have the 
reputation of spoiling their wom- 
en. They spoil them @ coups de 
poing. 

We've seen few interiors (no 
one speaks French); but if the 
newspapers give an idea of the 
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domestic mceurs, the maeurs must 
be curious. The passport’s abol- 
ished, but they’ve printed my sig- 
nalement in these sheets — perhaps 
for the young ladies who look for 
the husband. We went one night 
to the theatre; the piece was 
French (they are the only ones) 
but the acting American — too 
American; we came out in the 
middle. The want of taste is in- 
credible. An Englishman whom I 
met tells me that even the lan- 
guage corrupts itself from day to 
day; the Englishman ceases to un- 
derstand. It encourages me to find 
I’m not the only one. There are 
things every day that one can’t 
describe. Such is Washington, 
where we arrived this morning, 
coming from Philadelphia. My 
brother-in-law wishes to see the 
Bureau of Patents, and on our ar- 
rival he went to look at his ma- 
chines while I walked about the 
streets and visited the Capitol! 
The human machine is what in- 
terests me most. I don’t even care 
for the political—for that’s what 
they call their Government here, 
“the machine.” It operates very 
roughly and some day evidently 
will explode. It is true that you’d 
never suspect they have a govern- 
ment; this is the principal seat, 
but, save for three or four big 
buildings, most of them affreux, it 
looks like a settlement of negroes. 
No movement, no officials, no au- 
thority, no embodiment of the 
State. Enormous streets, comme 
toujours, lined with little red 
houses where nothing ever passes 
but the tramway. The Capitol —a 


vast structure, false classic, white 
marble, iron and stucco, which 
has assez grand air — must be seen 
to be appreciated. The goddess of 
liberty on the top, dressed in a 
bear’s skin; their liberty over here 
is the liberty of bears. You go into 
the Capitol as you would into 
a railway-station; you walk about 
as you would in the Palais 
Royal. No functionaries, no door- 
keepers, no officers, no uniforms, 
no badges, no reservations, no 
authority — nothing but a crowd 
of shabby people circulating in a 
labyrinth of spittoons. We're too 
much governed perhaps in France; 
but at least we have a certain in- 
carnation of the national con- 
science, of the national dignity. 
The dignity’s absent here, and 
I’m told the public conscience is 
an abyss. “L’état cest moi’ even 
—I like that better than the spit- 
toons. These implements are ar- 
chitectural, monumental; they're 
the only monuments. En somme 
the country’s interesting, now that 
we too have the Republic; it is the 
biggest illustration, the biggest 
warning. It’s the last word of de- 
mocracy, and that word is— plat- 
itude. It’s very big, very rich, and 
perfectly ugly. A Frenchman 
couldn’t live here; for life with 
us, after all, at the worst, is a sort 
of appreciation. Here one has 
nothing to appreciate. As for the 
people, they’re the English minus 
the conventions. You can fancy ° 
what remains. The women, pour- 
tant, are sometimes rather well 
turned. There was one at Phila- 
delphia — I made her acquaintance 
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by accident — whom it’s probable 
I shall see again. She’s not looking 
for the husband; she has already 
got one. It was at the hotel; I 
think the husband doesn’t matter. 
A Frenchman, as I’ve said, may 
mistake, and he needs to be sure 
he’s right. Aussi I always make 
sure! 
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From Marcetitus Cock- 
EREL IN WASHINGTON TO Mps. 
CooLER NEE COCKEREL AT OaK- 
LAND CALIFORNIA 
October 1880 
I ovcut to have written you long 
before this, for I’ve had your last 
excellent letter these four months 
in my hands. The first half of that 
time I was still in Europe, the last 
I've spent on my native soil. I 
think accordingly my silence is ow- 
ing to the fact that over there I 
was too miserable to write and 
that here I’ve been too happy. I 
got back the Ist of September — 
you'll have seen it in the papers. 
Delightful country where one sees 
everything in the papers — the big 
familiar vulgar good-natured de- 
lightful papers, none of which has 
any reputation to keep up for any- 
thing but getting the news! I re- 
ally think that has had as much 
to do as anything else with my sat- 
isfaction at getting home — the dif- 
ference in what they call the “tone 
of the press.” In Europe it’s too 
dreary — the sapience, the solem- 


nity, the false respectability, the 
verbosity, the long disquisitions on 
superannuated subjects. Here the 
newspapers are like the railroad- 
trains which carry everything that 
comes to the station and have 
only the religion of punctuality. 
As a woman, however, you prob- 
ably detest them; you think they're 
(the great word) vulgar. I ad- 
mitted it just now, and I’m very 
happy to have an early opportunity 
to announce to you that that idea 
has quite ceased to have any ter- 
rors for me. There are some con- 
ceptions to which the female mind 
can never rise. Vulgarity’s a stu- 
pid superficial question-begging ac- 
cusation, which has become to- 
day the easiest refuge of medioc- 
rity. Better than anything else it 
saves people the trouble of think- 
ing, and anything which does that 
succeeds. You must know that in 
these last three years in Europe 
I’ve become terribly vulgar my- 
self; that’s one service my travels 
have rendered me. By three years 
in Europe I mean three years in 
foreign parts altogether, for I 
spent several months of that time 
in Japan, India and the rest of the 
East. Do you remember when you 
bade me good-bye in San Fran- 
cisco the night before I embarked 
for Yokohama? You foretold that 
I’d take such a fancy to foreign 
life that America would never see 
me more, and that if you should 
wish to see me (an event you were 
good enough to regard as possible ) 
you'd have to make a rendezvous 
in Paris or in Rome. I think we 
made one — which you never kept; 
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but I shall never make another for 
those cities. It was in Paris, how- 
ever, that I got your letter; I re- 
member the moment as well as if it 
were (to my honour) much more 
recent. You must know that among 
many places I dislike Paris carries 
the palm. I’m bored to death there; 
it’s the home of every humbug. The 


life is full of that false comfort 


which is worse than discomfort, 
and the small fat irritable people 
give me the shivers. 

I had been making these reflex- 
ions even more devoutly than usual 
one very tiresome evening toward 
the beginning of last summer when, 
as I re-entered my hotel at ten 
oclock, the little reptile of a por- 
tress handed me your gracious 
lines. I was in a villainous humour. 
I had been having an overdressed 
dinner in a stuffy restaurant and 
had gone from there to a suffo- 
cating theatre, where, by way of 
amusement, I saw a play in which 
blood and lies were the least of the 
horrors. The theatres over there are 
insupportable; the atmosphere’s 
pestilential. People sit with their 
elbows in your sides; they squeeze 
past- you every half-hour. It was 
one of my bad moments —I have 
a great many in Europe. The con- 
ventional mechanical play, all in 
falsetto, which I seemed to have 
seen a thousand times; the horrible 
faces of the people, the pushing 
bullying ouvreuse with her false 
politeness and her real rapacity, 
drove me out of the place at the 
end of an hour; and as it was too 
early to go home, I sat down 
before a café on the Boulevard, 


where they served me a glass of 
sour watery beer. There on the 
Boulevard, in the summer night, 
life itself was even uglier than the 
play, and it wouldn’t do for me to 
tell you what I saw. Besides, I was 
sick of the Boulevard, with its 
eternal grimace and the deadly 
sameness of the article de Paris, 
which pretends to be so various — 
the shop-windows a wilderness of 
rubbish and the passers-by a pro- 
cession of manikins. Suddenly it 
came over me that I was supposed 
to be amusing myself—my face 
was a yard long—and that you 
probably at that moment were 
saying to your husband: “He stays 
away so long! What a good time 
he must be having!” The idea was 
the first thing that had made me 
smile for a month; I got up and 
walked home, reflecting as I went 
that I was “seeing Europe” and 
that after all one must see Eu- 
rope. It was because I had been 
convinced of this that I had come 
out, and it’s because the opera- 
tion has been brought to a close 
that I’ve been so happy for the 
last eight weeks. I was very con- 
scientious about it, and, though 
your letter that night made me 
abominably homesick, I held out 
to the end, knowing it to be once 
for all. I shan’t trouble Europe 
again; I shall see America for the 
rest of my days. My long delay 
has had the advantage that now 
at least I can give you my im- 
pressions —I don’t mean of Eu- 
rope; impressions of Europe are 
easy to get—but of this country 
as it strikes the reinstated exile. 
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Very likely youll think them 
queer; but keep my letter and 
twenty years hence they'll be quite 
commonplace. They won't even 
_ be vulgar. It was very deliberate, 
my going round the world. I knew 
that one ought to see for one’s self 
and that I should have eternity, so 
to speak, to rest. I travelled éner- 
getically; I went everywhere and 
saw everything; took as many let- 
ters as possible and made as many 
acquaintances. In short I held my 
nose to the grindstone and here I 
am back. 

Well, the upshot of it all is that 
I’ve got rid of a superstition. We 
have so many that one the less — 
perhaps the biggest of all — makes 
a real difference in one’s comfort. 
The one in question—of course 
you have it — is that there’s no sal- 
vation but through Europe. Our 
salvation is here, if we have eyes 
to see it, and the salvation of Eu- 
rope into the bargain; that is if 
Europe’s to be saved, which I 
rather doubt. Of course you'll call 
me a bird of freedom, a vulgar 
patriot, a waver of the stars and 
stripes; but I’m in the delightful 
position of not minding in the 
least what any one calls me. I 
haven’t a mission; I don’t want to 
preach; I’ve simply arrived at a 
state of mind. I’ve got Europe off 
my back. You've no idea how it 
simplifies things and how jolly it 
makes me feel. Now I can live, 
now I can talk. If we wretched 
Americans could only say once for 
all “Oh Europe be hanged!” we 
should attend much better to our 
proper business. We've simply to 


mind that business and the rest 
will look after itself. You'll prob- 
ably enquire what it is I like bet- 
ter over here, and I'll answer that 
it’s simply — life. Disagreeables for 

disagreeables I prefer our own. 
The way I’ve been bored and 
bullied in foreign parts, and the 
way I’ve had to say I found it 
pleasant! For a good while this 
appeared to be a sort of congeni- 
tal obligation, but one fine day it 
occurred to me that there was no 
obligation at all and that it would 
ease me immensely to admit to 
myself that (for me at least) all 
those things had no importance. I 
mean the things they rub into you 
over there; the tiresome interna- 
tional topics, the petty politics, 
the stupid social customs, the 
baby-house scenery. The vastness 
and freshness of this American 
world, the great scale and great 
pace of our development, the good 
sense and good nature of the peo- 
ple, console me for there being no 
cathedrals and no Titians. I hear 
nothing about Prince Bismarck 
and Gambetta, about the Emperor 
William and the Czar of Russia, 
about Lord Beaconsfield and the 
Prince of Wales. I used to get so 
tired of their Mumbo-Jumbo of a 
Bismarck, of his secrets and sur- 
prises, his mysterious intentions 
and oracular words. They revile 
us for our party politics; but what 
are all the European jealousies and 
rivalries, their armaments and 
their wars, their rapacities and 
their mutual lies, but the intensity 
of the spirit of party? What ques- 
tion, what interest, what idea, 
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what need of mankind, is in- 
volved in any of these things? 
Their big pompous armies drawn 
up in great silly rows, their gold 
lace, their salaams, their hierar- 
chies, seem a pastime for children: 
there’s a sense of humour and of 
reality over here that laughs at 
all that. 

Yes, were nearer the reality, 
nearer what theyll all have to 
come to. The questions of the fu- 
ture are social questions, which 
the Bismarcks and Beaconsfields 
are very much afraid to see set- 
tled; and the sight of a row of su- 
percilious potentates holding their 
peoples like their personal prop- 
erty and bristling all over, to make 
a mutual impression, with feathers 
and sabres, strikes us as a mixture 
of the grotesque and the abomi- 
nable. What do we care for the 
mutual impressions of potentates 
who amuse themselves with sit- 
ting on people? Those things are 
their own affair, and they ought 
to be shut up in a dark room to 
have it out together. Once one 
_ feels, over here, that the great 
questions of the future are social 
questions, that a mighty tide is 
sweeping the world to democracy, 
and that this country is the big- 
gest stage on which the drama 
can be enacted, the fashionable 
European topics seem petty and 
parochial. They talk about things 
that we've settled ages ago, and 
the solemnity with which they pro- 
pound to you their little domestic 
embarrassments makes a heavy 
draft on one’s good nature. In 
England they were talking about 


the Hares and Rabbits Bill, about 
the extension of the County Fran- 
chise, about the Dissenters’ Buri- 
als, about the Deceased Wife’s 
Sister, about the abolition of the 
House of Lords, about heaven 
knows what ridiculous little meas- 
ure for the propping-up of their 
ridiculous little country. And they 
call us provincial! It’s hard to sit 
and look respectable while people 
discuss the utility of the House of 
Lords and the beauty of a State 
Church, and it’s only in a dowdy 
civilisation that you'll find them 
doing such things. The lightness 
and clearness of the social air — 
that’s the great relief in these 
parts. The gentility of bishops, 
the propriety of parsons, even the 
impressiveness of a restored ca- 
thedral, give less of a charm to 
life than that. I used to be furious 
with the bishops and beadles, with 
the humbuggery of the whole af- 
fair, which every one was con- 
scious of but which people agreed 
not to expose because they'd be 
compromised all round. The con- 
venience of life in our conditions, 
the quick and simple arrange- 
ments, the absence of the spirit of 
routine, are a blessed change from 
the stupid stiffness with which I 
struggled for two long. years. 
There were people with swords 
and cockades who used to order 
me about; for the simplest opera- 
tion of life I had to kootoo to 
some bloated official. When it was 
a question of my doing a little 
differently from others the bloated 
official gasped as if I had given 
him a blow on the stomach; he 
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needed to take a week to think 
of it. 

On the other hand it’s impossi- 
ble to take an American by str- 
prise; he’s ashamed to confess he 
hasn’t the wit to do a thing an- 
other man has had the wit to 
think of. Besides being as good as 
his neighbour he must therefore 
be as clever —which is an afflic- 
tion only to people who are afraid 
he may be cleverer. If this gen- 
eral efficiency and spontaneity of 
the people — the union of the sense 
of freedom with the love of knowl- 
edge — isn’t the very essence of a 
high civilisation I don’t know what 
a high civilisation is. I felt this 
greater ease on my first railroad 
journey — felt the blessing of sit- 
ting in a train where I could move 
about, where I could stretch my 
legs and come and go, where I 
had a seat and a window to my- 
self, where there were chairs and 
tables and food and drink. The 
villainous little boxes on the Eu- 
ropean trains, in which youre 
stuck down in a corner with dou- 
bled-up knees, opposite to a row 
of people, often most offensive 
types, who stare at you for ten 
hours on end —these were part of 
my two years’ ordeal. The large 
free way of doing things, here is 
everywhere a pleasure. In Lon- 
don, at my hotel, they used to 
come to me on Saturday to make 
me order my Sunday’s dinner, and 
when I asked for a sheet of paper 
they put it into the bill. The mea- 
greness, the stinginess, the per- 
petual expectation of a sixpence, 
used to exasperate me. Of course 


I saw a great many people who 
were pleasant; but as I’m writing 
to you and not to one of them I 
may say that they were dreadfully 
apt to be dull. The imagination 
among the people I see here is 
more flexible, and then they have 
the advantage of a larger horizon. 
It’s not bounded on the north by 
the British aristocracy and on the 
south by the scrutin de liste. (1 
mix up the countries a little, but 
they're, not worth the keeping 
apart.) The absence of little con- 
ventional measurements, of little 
cut-and-dried judgements, is an 
immense refreshment. We're more 
analytic, more discriminating, more 
familiar with realities. As for man- 
ners, there are bad manners ev- 
erywhere, but an aristocracy is 
bad manners organised. (I don’t 
mean that they mayn’t be polite 
among themselves, but they've 


- rude to every one else.) The sight 


of all these growing millions sim- 
ply minding their business is im- 
pressive to me—more so than all 
the gilt buttons and padded chests 
of the Old World; and there’s a 
certain powerful type of “practi- 
cal” American (youll find him 
chiefly in the West) who doesn't 
“blow” as I do (I’m not practical) 
but who quietly feels that he has 
the Future in-his vitals —a type 
that strikes me more than any I 
met in your favourite countries. 
Of course you'll come back to 
the cathedrals and Titians, but 
there’s a thought that helps one 
to do without them — the thought 
that, though we've an immense 
deal of pie-eating plainness, we've 
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little misery, little squalor, little 
degradation. There’s no regular 
wife-beating class, and there are 
none of the stultified peasants of 
whom it takes so many to make a 
European noble. The people here 
are more conscious of things; they 
invent, they act, they answer for 
themselves; they're not (I speak 
of social matters) tied up by au- 
thority and precedent. We shall 
have all the Titians by and by, 
and we shall move over a few 
cathedrals. You had better stay 
here if you want to have the best. 
Of course I'm a roaring Yankee; 
but you'll call me that if I say 
the least, so I may as well take 
my ease and say the most. Wash- 
ington’s a most entertaining place; 
and here at least, at the seat of 
government, one isn’t overgov- 
erned. In fact there’s no govern- 
ernment at all to speak of; it seems 
too good to be true. The first day 
I was here I went to the Capitol, 
and it took me ever so long to fig- 
ure to myself that I had as good a 
right there as any one else — that 
the whole magnificent pile (it is 
magnificent, by the way) was in 
fact my own. In Europe one 
doesn’t rise to such conceptions, 
and my spirit had been broken in 
Europe. The doors were gaping 
wide —I walked all about; there 
were no door-keepers, no officers 
nor flunkeys, there wasn’t even a 
policeman to be seen. It seemed 
strange not to see a uniform, if 
only as a patch of colour. But this 
isn’t government by livery. The 
absence of these things is odd at 
first; you seem to miss something, 


to fancy the machine has stopped. 
It hasn’t, though; it only works 
without fire and smoke. At the end 
of three days this simple negative 
impression, the fact that there are 
no soldiers nor spies, nothing but 
plain black coats, begins to affect 
the imagination, becomes vivid 
majestic symbolic. It ends by be- 
ing more impressive than the big- 
gest review I saw in Germany. Of 
course I’m a roaring Yankee; but 
one has to take a big brush to 
copy a big model. The future’s 
here of course, but it isn’t only 
that —the present’s here as well. 
Youll complain that I don’t give 
you any personal news, but I’m 
more modest for myself than for 
my country. I spent a month in 
New York and while there saw a 
good deal of a rather interesting 
girl who came over with me in 
the steamer and whom for a day 
or two I thought I should like to 
marry. But I shouldn’t. She has 
been spoiled by Europe — and yet 
the prime stuff struck me as so 
right. 
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From Miss AURORA 

CxHurcH IN New York To Miss 
WHITESIDE IN Paris 

January 1881 

I rota you (after we landed) 

about my agreement with mamma 

—that I was to have my liberty 

for three months and that if at the 

end of this time I shouldn’t have 
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made a good use of it I was to 
give it back to her. Well, the 
time’s up to-day, and I’m very 
much afraid I haven’t made a 
good use of it. In fact I haven't 
made any use of it at all—I 
haven’t got married, for that’s 
what mamma meant by our little 
bargain. She has been trying to 
marry me in Europe for years, 
without a dot, and as she has 
never (to the best of my knowl- 
edge) even come near it, she 
thought at last that if she were to 
leave it to me I might possibly do 
better. I couldn't certainly do 
worse. Well, my dear, I’ve done 
very badly — that is I haven’t done 
at all. I haven’t even tried. I had 
an idea that the coup in question 
came of itself over here; but it 
hasn’t come to me. I won't say 
I’m disappointed, for I haven’t on 
the whole seen any one I should 
like to marry. When you marry 
people in these parts they expect 
you to love them, and I haven't 
seen any one I should like to love. 
I don’t know what the reason is, 
but they're none of them what 
I've thought of. It may be that 
I’ve thought of the impossible; and 
yet I’ve seen people in Europe 
whom I should have liked to 
marry. It’s true they were almost 
always married to some one else. 
What I am disappointed in is 
simply having to give back my 
liberty. I don’t wish particularly 
to be married, and I do wish to 
do as I like—as I’ve been doing 
for the last month. All the same 
I’m sorry for poor mamma, since 


nothing has happened that she 


wished to happen. To begin with 
were not appreciated, not even 
by the Rucks, who have disap- 
peared in the strange way in 
which people ‘over here seem to 
vanish from the world. We've 
made no sensation; my new 
dresses count for nothing (they 
all have better ones); our philo- 
logical and historical studies don’t 
show. We’ve been told we might 
do better in Boston; but on the 
other hand mamma hears that in 
Boston the people only marry their 
cousins. Then mamma’s out of 
sorts because the country’s ex- 
ceedingly dear and we've spent 
all our money. Moreover, I’ve nei- 
ther eloped, nor been insulted, 
nor been talked about, nor — so 
far as I know-—deteriorated in 
manners or character; so that she’s 
wrong in all her previsions. I 
think she would have rather liked 
me to be insulted. But I’ve been 
insulted as little as I've been 
adored. They don’t adore you over 
here; they only make you think 
theyre going to. 

Do you remember the two gen- 
tlemen who were on the ship and 
who after we arrived came to see 
me a tour de réleP At first I never 
dreamed they were making love 
to me, though mamma was sure 
it must be that; then, as it went 
on a good while, I thought per- 
haps it was that—after which I 
ended by seeing it wasn’t any- 
thing! It was simply conversation 
—and conversation a precocious 
child might have listened to at 
that. Mr. Leverett and Mr. Cock- 
erel disappeared one fine day 
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without the smallest pretension to 
having broken my heart, I’m sure 
— though it only depended on me 
to think they must have tried to. 
All the gentlemen: are like that; 
you can’t tell what they mean; the 
“passions” don’t rage, the appear- 
ances don’t matter —nobody be- 
lieves them. Society seems oddly 
to consist of a sort of innocent jilt- 
ing. I think on the whole I am a 
little disappointed —I don’t mean 
about one’s not marrying; I mean 
about the life generally. It looks 
so different at first that you expect 
it will be very exciting; and then 
you find that after all, when 
you've walked out for a week or 
two by yourself and driven out 
with a gentleman in a _ buggy, 
that’s about all there is to it, as 
they say here. Mamma’s very an- 
gry at not finding more to dislike; 
she admitted yesterday that, once 
one has got a little settled, the 
country hasn’t even the merit of 
being hateful. This has evidently 
something to do with her suddenly 
proposing three days ago that we 
should “go West.” Imagine my 
surprise at such an idea coming 


from mamma! The people in the 
pension — who, as usual, wish im- 
mensely to get rid of her —have 
talked to her about the West, and 
she has taken it up with a kind of 
desperation. You see we must do 
something; we can’t simply re- 
main here. We're rapidly being 
ruined and we're not — so to speak 
— getting married. Perhaps it will 
be easier in the West; at any rate 
it will be cheaper and the country 
will have the advantage of being 
more hateful. It’s a question be- 
tween that and returning to Eu- 
rope, and for the moment mam- 
ma’s balancing. I say nothing: I’m 
really indifferent; perhaps I shall 
marry a pioneer. I’m just thinking 
how I shall give back my liberty. 
It really won't be possible; I 
haven’t got it any more; I’ve given 
it away to others. Mamma may 
get it back if she can from them! 
She comes in at this moment to 
announce that we must push fur- 
ther—she has decided for the 
West. Wonderful mamma! It ap- 
pears that my real chance is for a 
pioneer —they’ve sometimes mil- 
lions. But fancy us at Oshkosh! 
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Mes. Daintry stood on her steps 
a moment, to address a parting in- 
junction to her little domestic, 
whom she had induced a few days 
before, by earnest and friendly 
argument, —the only coercion or 
persuasion this enlightened mis- 
tress was ever known to use, —to 
crown her ruffled tresses with a 
cap; and then, slowly and with 
deliberation, she descended to the 


street. As soon as her back was ” 


turned, her maid-servant closed 
the door, not with violence, but 
inaudibly, quickly, and firmly; so 
that when she reached the bot- 
tom of the steps and looked up 
again at the front, — as she always 
did before leaving it, to assure 
herself that everything was well, 
—the folded wings of her portal 
were presented to her, smooth and 
shining, as wings should be, and 
ornamented with the large silver 
plate on which the name of her 
late husband was _ inscribed, — 
which she had brought with her 
when, taking the inevitable course 
of good Bostonians, she had trans- 
ferred her household goods from 
the “hill” to the “new land,” and 
the exhibition of which, as an act 
of conjugal fidelity, she preferred 


— how much, those who knew her 
could easily understand—to the 
more distinguished modern fash- 
ion of suppressing the domiciliary 
label. She stood still for a minute 
on the pavement, looking at the 
closed aperture of her dwelling 
and asking herself a question; not 
that there was anything extraordi- 
nary in that, for she never spared 
herself in this respect. She would 
greatly have preferred that her 
servant should not shut the door 
till she had reached the sidewalk, 
and dismissed her, as it were, with 
that benevolent, that almost ma- 
ternal, smile with which it was a 
part of Mrs. Daintry’s religion to 
encourage and reward her domes- 
tics. She liked to know that her 
door was being held open behind 
her until she should pass out of 
sight of the young woman stand- 
ing in the hall. There was a want 
of respect in shutting her out so 
precipitately; it was almost like 
giving her a push down the steps. 
What Mrs. Daintry asked herself 
was, whether she should not do 
right to ascend the steps again, 
ring the bell, and request Beatrice, 
the parlor-maid, to be so good as 
to wait a little longer. She felt 
that this would have been a pro- 
ceeding of some importance, and 
she presently decided against it. 
There were a good many reasons, 
and she thought them over as she 
took her way slowly up Newbury 
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Street, turning as soon as possible 
into Commonwealth Avenue; for 
she was very fond of the south 
side of this beautiful prospect, and 
the autumn sunshine to-day was 
delightful. During the moment 
that she paused, looking up at her 
house, she had had time to see 
that everything was as fresh and 
bright as she could desire. It 
looked a little too new, perhaps, 
and Florimond would not like 
that; for of course his great fond- 
ness was for the antique, which 
was the reason for his remaining 
year after year in Europe, where, 
as a young painter of considera- 
ble, if not of the highest, prom- 
ise, he had opportunities to study 
the most dilapidated buildings. It 
was a comfort to Mrs. Daintry, 
however, to be able to say to her- 
self that he would be struck with 
her living really very nicely, — 
more nicely, in many ways, than 
he could possibly be accommo- 
dated — that she was sure of —in 
a small dark appartement de gar- 
con in Paris, on the uncomfortable 
side of the Seine. Her state of 
mind at present was such that she 
set the highest value on anything 
that could possibly help to give 
Florimond a pleasant impression. 
Nothing could be too small to 
count, she said to herself; for she 
knew that Florimond was both 
fastidious and observant. Every- 
_ thing that would strike him agree- 
ably would contribute to detain 
him, so that if there were only 
enough agreeable things he would 
perhaps stay four or five months, 
instead of three, as he had prom- 


ised, — the three that were to date 
from the day of his arrival in Bos- 
ton, not from that (an important 
difference) of his departure from 
Liverpool, which was about to 
take place. 

It was Florimond that Mrs. 
Daintry had had in mind when, 
on emerging from the little vesti- 
bule, she gave the direction to Be- 
atrice about the position of the 
door-mat,—in which the young 
woman, so carefully selected, as a 
Protestant, from the British Prov- 
inces, had never yet taken the in- 
terest that her mistress expected 
from such antecedents. It was 
Florimond also that she had 
thought of in putting before her 
parlor-maid the question of don- 
ning a badge of servitude in the 
shape of a neat little muslin coif, 
adorned with pink ribbon and 
stitched together by Mrs. Dain- 
try’s own beneficent fingers. Nat- 
urally there was no obvious con- 
nection between the parlor-maid’s 
coiffure and the length of Flori- 
mond’s stay; that detail was to be 
only a part of the general effect of 
American life. It was still Flori- 
mond that was uppermost as his 
mother, on her way up the hill, 
turned over in her mind that ques- 
tion of the ceremony of the front- 
door. He had been living in a 
country in which servants ob- 
served more forms, and he would 
doubtless be shocked at Beatrice’s 
want of patience. An accumula- 
tion of such anomalies would at 
last undermine his loyalty. He 
would not care for them for him- 
self, of course, but he would care 
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about them for her; coming from 
France, where, as she knew by his 
letters, and indeed by her own 
reading, — for she made a remark- 
ably free use of the Athenzeum, — 
that the position of a mother was 
one of the most exalted, he could 
not fail to be froissé at any want 
of consideration for his surviving 
parent. As an artist, he could not 
make up his mind to live in Bos- 
ton; but he was a good son for all 
that. He had told her frequently 
that they might easily live to- 
gether if she would only come to 
Paris; But of course she could not 
do that, with Joanna and her six 
children round in Clarendon 
Street, and her responsibilities to 
her daughter multiplied in the 
highest degree. Besides, during 
that winter she spent in Paris, 
when Florimond was definitely 
making up his mind, and they had 
in the evening the most charming 
conversations, interrupted only by 
the repeated care of winding up 
the lamp or applying the bellows 
to the obstinate little fire, — during 
that winter she had felt that Paris 
was not her element. She had 
gone to the lectures at the Sor- 
bonne, and she had visited the 
Louvre as few people did it, cata- 
logue in hand, taking the cata- 
logue volume by volume; but all 
the while she was thinking of Jo- 
anna and her new baby, and how 
the other three (that was the num- 
ber then) were getting on while 
their mother was so much ab- 
sorbed with the last. Mrs. Dain- 
try, familiar as she was with these 
anxieties, had not the step of a 


grandmother; for a mind that was 
always intent had the effect of re- 
freshing and brightening her years. 
Responsibility with her was not a 
weariness, but a joy,—at least it 
was the nearest approach to a joy 
that she knew, and she did not 
regard her life as especially cheer- 
less; there were many others that 
were more denuded than hers. 
She moved with circumspection, 
but without reluctance, holding 
up her head and looking at every 
one she met with a clear, unac- 
cusing gaze. This expression 
showed that she took an interest, 
as she ought, in everything that 
concerned her  fellow-creatures; 
but there was that also in her 
whole person which indicated that 
she went no farther than Chris- 
tian charity required. It was only 
with regard to Joanna and that 
vociferous houseful,—so fertile in 
problems, in opportunities for de- 
votion, — that she went really very 
far. And now to-day, of course, in 
this matter of Florimond’s visit, 
after an absence of six years; 
which was perhaps more on her 
mind than anything had ever 
been. People who met Mrs. Dain- 
try after she had traversed the 
Public Garden—she always took 
that way—and begun to ascend 
the charming slope of Beacon 
Street, would never, in spite of 
the relaxation of her pace as she 
measured this eminence, have mis- 
taken her for a little old lady who 
should have crept out, vaguely 
and timidly, to inhale one of the 
last mild days. It was easy to see 
that she was not without a duty, 
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or at least a reason, —and indeed 
Mrs. Daintry had never in her life 
been left in this predicament. Peo- 
ple who knew her ever so little 
would have felt that she was go- 
ing to call on a relation; and if 
they had been to the manner born 
they would have added a mental 
hope that her relation was pre- 
pared for her visit. No one would 
have doubted this, however, who 
had been aware that her steps 
were directed to the habitation of 
Miss Lucretia Daintry. Her sister- 
in-law, her husband’s only sister, 
lived in that commodious nook 
which is known as Mount Vernon 
Place; and Mrs. Daintry therefore 
turned off at Joy Street. By the 
time she did so, she had quite set- 
tled in her mind the question of 
Beatrice’s behavior in connection 
with the front-door. She had de- 
cided that it would never do to 
make a formal remonstrance, for 
it was plain that, in spite of the 
Old-World training which she 
hoped the girl might have im- 
bibed in Nova Scotia (where, un- 
til lately, she learned, there had 
been an English garrison), she 
would in such a case expose her- 
self to the danger of desertion; 
Beatrice would not consent to 
stand there holding the door open 
for nothing. And after all, in the 
depths of her conscience Mrs. 
Daintry was not sure that she 
ought to; she was not sure that 
this was an act of homage that 
one human being had a right to 
exact of another, simply because 
this other happened to wear a lit- 
tle muslin cap with pink ribbons. 


It was a service that ministered 
to her importance, to her dignity, 
not to her hunger or thirst; and 
Mrs. Daintry, who had had other 
foreign advantages besides her 
winter in Paris, was quite aware 
that in the United States the ma- 
chinery for that former kind of 
tribute was very undeveloped. It 
was a luxury that one ought not 
to pretend to enjoy,—it was a 
luxury, indeed, that she probably 
ought not to presume to desire. 
At the bottom of her heart Mrs. 
Daintry suspected that such han- 
kerings were criminal. And yet, 
turning the thing over, as she 
turned everything, she could not 
help coming back to the idea that 
it would be very pleasant, it would 
be really delightful, if Beatrice 
herself, as a result of the growing 
refinement of her taste, her trans- 
plantation to a society after all 
more elaborate than that of Nova 
Scotia, should perceive the fitness, 
the felicity, of such an attitude. 
This perhaps was too much to 
hope; but it did not much matter, 
for before she had turned into 
Mount Vernon Place Mrs. Dain- 
try had invented a compromise. 
She would continue to talk to 
her parlor-maid until she should 
reach the bottom of her steps, 
making earnestly one remark after 
the other over her shoulder, so 
that Beatrice would be obliged to 
remain on the threshold. It is true 
that it occurred to her that the 
girl might not attach much im- 
portance to these Parthian obser- 
vations, and would perhaps not 
trouble herself to wait for their 
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natural term; but this idea was too 
fraught with embarrassment to be 
long entertained. It must be added 
that this was scarcely a moment 
for Mrs. Daintry to go much into 
the ethics of the matter, for she 
felt that her call upon her sister- 
in-law was the consequence of a 
tolerably unscrupulous determina- 
tion. 
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Lucretia Daintrry was at home, 
for a wonder; but she kept her 
visitor waiting a quarter of an 
hour, during which this lady had 
plenty of time to consider her 
errand afresh. She was a little 
ashamed of it; but she did not so 
much mind being put to shame by 
Lucretia, for Lucretia did things 
that were much more ambiguous 
than any she should have thought 
of doing. It was even for this that 
Mrs. Daintry had picked her out, 
among so many relations, as the 
object of an appeal in its nature 
somewhat precarious. Neverthe- 
less, her heart beat a little faster 
than usual as she sat in the quiet 
parlor, looking about her for the 
thousandth time at Lucretia’s 
“things,” and observing that she 
was faithful to her old habit of not 
having her furnace lighted until 
long after every one else. Miss 
Daintry had her own habits, and 
she was the only person her sister- 
in-law knew who had more rea- 
sons than herself. Her taste was of 


the old fashion, and her drawing- 
room embraced neither festoons 
nor Persian rugs, nor plates and 
plaques upon the wall, nor faded 
stuffs suspended from unexpected 
projections. Most of the articles it 
contained dated from the year 
1830; and a sensible, reasonable, 
rectangular arrangement of them 
abundantly answered to their own- 
er’s conception of the decorative. 
A rosewood sofa against the wall, 
surmounted by an engraving from 
Kaulbach; a neatly drawn carpet, 
faded, but little worn, and 
sprigged with a floral figure; a 
chimney-piece of black marble, 
veined with yellow, garnished 
with an empire clock and anti- 
quated lamps; half a dozen large 
mirrors, with very narrow frames; 
and an immense glazed screen 
representing in the livid tints of 
early worsted-work a ruined tem- 
ple overhanging a river, — these 
were some of the more obvious of 
Miss Daintry’s treasures. Her sis- 
ter-in-law was a votary of the 
newer school, and had made sacri- 
fices to have everything in black 
and gilt; but she could not fail to 
see that Lucretia had some very 
good pieces. It was a wonder how 
she made them last, for Lucretia 
had never been supposed to know 
much about the keeping of a 
house, and no one would have 
thought of asking her how she 
treated the marble floor of her 
vestibule, or what measures she 
took in the spring with regard to 
her curtains. Her work in life lay 
outside. She took an interest in 
questions and institutions, sat on 
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committees, and had views on 
Female Suffrage,—a movement 
which she strongly opposed. She 
even wrote letters sometimes to 
the “Transcript,” not “chatty” and 
jocular, and signed with a fancy 
name, but “over” her initials, as 
the phrase was,—every one rec- 
ognized them,—and bearing on 
some important topic. She was 
not, however, in the faintest de- 
gree slipshod or dishevelled, like 
some of the ladies of the newspa- 
per and the forum; she had no 
ink on her fingers, and she wore 
her bonnet as scientifically poised 
as the dome of the State House. 
When you rang at her door-bell 
you were never kept waiting and 
when you entered her dwelling 
you were not greeted with those 
culinary odors which, pervading 
halls and parlors, had in certain 
other cases been described as the 
right smell in the wrong place. If 
Mrs. Daintry was made to wait 
some time before her hostess ap- 
peared, there was nothing extraor- 
dinary in this, for none of her 
friends came down directly, and 
she never did herself. To come 
down directly would have seemed 
to her to betray a frivolous eager- 
ness for the social act. The delay, 
moreover, not only gave her, as I 
have said, opportunity to turn over 
her errand afresh, but enabled her 
to say to herself, as she had often 
said before, that though Lucretia 
had no taste, she had some very 
good things, and to wonder both 
how she had kept them so well, 
and how she had originally got 
them. Mrs. Daintry knew that they 


proceeded from her mother and 
her aunts, who had been supposed 
to distribute among the children 
of the second generation the ac- 
cumulations of the old house in 
Federal Street, where many Dain- 
trys had been born in the early 
part of the century. Of course she 
knew nothing of the principles on 
which the distribution had been 
made, but all she could say was 
that Lucretia had evidently been 
first in the field. There was appar- 
ently no limit to what had come ~ 
to her. Mrs. Daintry was not 
obliged to look, to assure herself 
that there was another clock in 
the back parlor,— which would 
seem to indicate that all the clocks 
had fallen to Lucretia. She knew 
of four other timepieces in other 
parts of the house, for of course 
in former years she had often 
been up stairs; it was only in com- 
paratively recent times that she 
had renounced that practice. 
There had been a period when 
she ascended to the second story 
as a matter of course, without ask- 
ing leave. On seeing that her sis- 
ter-in-law was in neither of the 
parlors, she mounted and talked 
with Lucretia at the door of her 
bedroom, if it happened to be 
closed. And there had been an- 
other season when she stood at 
the foot of the staircase, and, lift- 
ing her voice, inquired of Miss 
Daintry—who called down with 
some shrillness in return — whether 
she might climb, while the maid- 
servant, wandering away with a 
vague cachinnation, left her to her 
own devices. But both of these 
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phases belonged to the past. Lu- 
cretia never came into her bed- 
room to-day, nor did she presume 
to penetrate into Lucretia’s; so 
that she did not know for a long 
time whether she had renewed 
her chintz, nor whether she had 
hung in that bower the large pho- 
tograph of Florimond, presented 
by Mrs. Daintry herself to his 
aunt, which had been placed in 
neither of the parlors. Mrs. Dain- 
try would have given a good deal 
to know whether this memento 
had been honored with a place in 
her sister-in-law’s “chamber,” — it 
was by this name, on each side, 
that these ladies designated their 
sleeping-apartment; but she could 
not bring herself to ask directly, 
for it would be embarrassing to 
learn — what was possible — that 
- Lucretia had not paid the highest 
respect to Florimond’s portrait. 
The point was cleared up by its 
being revealed to her accidentally 
that the photograph,—an expen- 
sive and very artistic one, taken 
in Paris, —had been relegated to 
the spare-room, or guest-chamber. 
Miss Daintry was very hospitable, 
and constantly had friends of her 
own sex staying with her. They 
were very apt to be young women 
in their twenties; and one of them 
had remarked to Mrs. Daintry 
that her son’s portrait—he must 
be wonderfully handsome — was 
the first thing she saw when she 
woke up in the morning. Certainly 
Florimond was handsome; but his 
mother had a lurking suspicion 
that, in spite of his beauty, his 
aunt was not fond of him. She 


doubtless thought he ought to 
come back and settle down in 
Boston; he was the first of the 
Daintrys who had had so much in 
common with Paris. Mrs. Dain- 
try knew as a fact that, twenty- 
eight years before, Lucretia, whose 
opinions even at that period were 
already wonderfully formed, had 
not approved of the romantic 
name which, in a moment of par- 
donable weakness, she had con- 
ferred upon: her rosy babe. The 
spinster (she had been as much of 
a spinster at twenty as she was 
to-day) had accused her of mak- 
ing a fool of the child. Every one 
was reading old ballads in Boston 
then, and Mrs. Daintry had found 
the name in a ballad. It doubled 
any anxiety she might feel with 
regard to her present business to 
think that, as certain foreign news- 
papers which her son sent her 
used to say about ambassadors, 
Florimond was perhaps not a per- 
sona grata to his aunt. She re- 
flected, however, that if his fault 
were in his absenting himself, 
there was nothing that would rem- 
edy it so effectively as his coming 
home. She reflected, too, that if 
she and Lucretia no longer took 
liberties with each other, there 
was still something a little indis- 
creet in her purpose this morning. 


_ But it fortified and consoled her 


for everything to remember, as 
she sat looking at the empire 
clock, which was a very handsome 
one, that her husband at least had 
been disinterested. 

Miss Daintry found her visitor 
in this attitude, and thought it 
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was an expression of impatience; 
which led her to explain that she 
had been on the roof of her house 
with a man who had come to see 
about repairing it. She had walked 
all over it, and peeped over the 
cornice, and not been in the least 
dizzy; and had come to the con- 
clusion that one ought to know a 
great deal more about one’s roof 
than was usual. 

“I am sure you have never been 
over yours,” she said +o her sister- 
in-law. 

Mrs. Daintry confessed with 
some embarrassment that she had 
not, and felt, as she did so, that 
she was superficial and slothful. It 
annoyed her to reflect that while 
she supposed, in her new house, 
she had thought of everything, 
she had not thought of this im- 
portant feature. There was no one 
like Lucretia for giving one such 
reminders. 

“IT will send Florimond up when 
he comes,” she said; “he will tell 
me all about it.” 

“Do you suppose he knows 
about roofs, except tumbledown 
ones, in his little pictures? I am 
afraid it will make him giddy.” 
This had been Miss Daintry’s re- 
joinder, and the tone of it was not 
altogether reassuring. She was 
nearly fifty years old; she had a 
plain, fresh, delightful face, and in 
whatever part of the world she 
might have been met, an attentive 
observer of American life would 
not have had the least difficulty in 
guessing what phase of it she rep- 
resented. She represented the var- 
ious and enlightened activities 


which cast their rapid shuttle — in 
the comings and goings of eager 
workers —from one side to the 
other of Boston Common. She had 
in an eminent degree the physiog- 
nomy, the accent, the costume, the 
conscience, and the little eye-glass, 
of her native place. She had never 
sacrificed to the graces, but she 
inspired unlimited confidence. 
Moreover, if she was thoroughly 
in sympathy with the New Eng- 
land capital, she reserved her lib- 
erty; she had a great charity, but 
she was independent and witty; 
and if she was as earnest as other 
people, she was not quite so seri- 
ous. Her voice was a little mascu- 
line; and it had been said of her 
that she didn’t care in the least 
how she looked. This was far from 
true, for she would not for the 
world have looked better than she - 
thought was right for so plain a 
woman. 

Mrs. Daintry was fond of calcu- 
lating consequences; but she was 
not a coward, and she arrived at 
her business as soon as possible. 

“You know that Florimond sails 
on the 20th of this month. He will 
get home by the Ist of Decem- 
ber.” 

“Oh, yes, my dear, I know it; 
everybody is talking about it. I 
have heard it thirty times. That’s 
where Boston is so small,” Lucre- 
tia Daintry remarked. 

“Well, it’s big enough for me,” 
said her sister-in-law. “And of 
course people notice his coming 
back; it shows that everything that 
has been said is false, and that he 
really does like us.” 
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“He likes his mother, I hope; 
about the rest I don’t know that it 
matters.” 

“Well, it certainly will be pleas- 
ant to have him,” said Mrs. Dain- 
try, who was not content with her 
companion’s tone, and wished to 
extract from her some recogni- 
tion of the importance of Flori- 
mond’s advent. “It will prove how 
unjust so much of the talk has 
been.” 

“My dear woman, I don’t know 
anything about the talk. We make 
too much fuss about everything. 
Florimond was an infant when I 
last saw him.” 

This was open to the interpre- 
tation that too much fuss had been 
made about Florimond,—an idea 
that accorded ill with the project 
that had kept Mrs. Daintry wait- 
ing a quarter of an hour while her 
hostess walked about on the roof. 
But Miss Daintry continued, and 
in a moment gave her sister-in- 
law the best opportunity she 
could have hoped for. “I don’t 
suppose ‘he will bring with him 
either salvation or the other thing; 
and if he has decided to winter 
among the bears, it will matter 
much more to him than to any one 
else. But I shall be very glad to 
see him if he behaves himself; and 
I needn’t tell you that if there is 
anything I can do for him —” and 
Miss Daintry, tightening her lips 
together a little, paused, suiting 
her action to the idea that profes- 
sions were usually humbug. 

“There is indeed something you 
can do for him,” her sister-in-law 
hastened to respond; “or some- 


thing you can do for me, at least,” 
she added, more discreetly. 

“Call it for both of you. What 
is it?” and Miss Daintry put on 
her eyeglass. 

“I know you like to do kind- 
nesses, when they are real ones; 
and you almost always have some 
one staying with you for the win- 
ter.” 

Miss Daintry stared. “Do you 
want to put him to live with me?” 

“No, indeed! Do you think I 
could part with him? It’s another 
person, —a_ lady!” 

“A lady! Is he going to bring a 
woman with him?” 

“My dear Lucretia, you won't 
wait. I want to make it as pleas- 
ent for him as possible. In that 
case he may stay longer. He has 
promised three months; but I 
should so like to keep him till the 
summer. It would make me very 


happy.” 
“Well, my dear, keep him, then, 
if you can.” 
“But I can’t, unless I am 
helped.” 


“And you want me to help 
you? Tell me what I must do. 
Should you wish me to make love 
to him?” 

Mrs. Daintry’s hesitation at this 
point was almost as great as if she 
had found herself obliged to say 
yes. She was well aware that what 
she had come to suggest was very 
delicate; but it seemed to her at 
the present moment more delicate 
than ever. Still, her cause was 
good, because it was the cause of 
maternal devotion. “What I should 
like you to do would be to ask 
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Rachel Torrance to spend the win- 
ter with you.” 

Miss Daintry had not sat so 
much on committees .without get- 
ting used to queer proposals, and 
she had long since ceased to waste 
time in expressing a vain surprise. 
Her method was Socratic; she usu- 
ally entangled her interlocutor in 
a net of questions. 

“Ah, do you want her to make 
love to him?” 

“No, I don’t want any love at 
all. In such a matter as that I want 
Florimond to be perfectly free. 
But Rachel is such an attractive 
girl; she is so artistic and so 
bright.” 

“I don’t doubt it; but I can’t 
invite all the attractive girls in the 
country. Why don’t you ask her 
yourself?” 

“It would be too marked. And 
then Florimond might not like her 
in the same house; he would have 
too much of her. Besides, she is 
no relation of mine, you know; 
the cousinship — such as it is, it is 
not very close —is on your side. I 
have reason to believe she would 
like to come; she knows so little 
of Boston, and admires it so much. 
It is astonishing how little idea the 
New York people have. She would 
be different from any one here, 
and that would make a pleasant 
change for Florimond. She was in 
Europe so much when she was 
young. She speaks French per- 
fectly, and Italian, I think, too; 
and she was brought up in a kind 
of artistic way. Her father never 
did anything; but even when he 
hadn’t bread to give his children, 


he always arranged to have a stu- 
dio, and they gave musical par- 
ties. That’s the way Rachel was 
brought up. But they tell me that 
it hasn’t in the least spoiled her; 
it has only made her very familiar 
with life.” 

“Familiar with humbug!” Miss 
Daintry ejaculated. 

“My dear, Lucretia, I assure you 
she is a very good girl, or I never 
would have proposed such a plan 
as this. She paints very well her- 
self, and tries to sell her pictures. 
They are dreadfully poor, —I don’t 
mean the pictures, but Mrs. Tor- 
rance and the rest, — and they live 
in Brooklyn, in some second-rate 
boarding-house. With that, Rachel 
has everything about her that 
would enable her to appreciate 
Boston. Of course it would be a 
real kindness, because there would 
be one less to pay for at the board- 
ing-house. You haven’t a son, so 
you can’t understand how a 
mother feels. I want to prepare 
everything, to have everything 
pleasantly arranged. I want to de- 
prive him of every pretext for go- 
ing away before the summer; be- 
cause in August—I don’t know 
whether I have told you—I have 
a kind of idea of going back with 
him myself. I am so afraid he will 
miss the artistic side. I don’t mind 
saying that to you, Lucretia, for I 
have heard you say yourself that 
you thought it had been left out 
here. Florimond might go and see 
Rachel Torrance every day if he 
liked; of course, being his cousin, 
and calling her Rachel, it couldn’t 
attract any particular attention. I 
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shouldn’t much care if it did,” 
Mrs. Daintry went on, borrowing 
a certain bravado, that in calmer 
moments was eminently foreign to 
her nature, from the impunity 
with which she had hitherto pro- 
ceeded. Her project, as she heard 
herself unfold it, seemed to hang 
together so well that she felt some- 
thing of the intoxication of suc- 
cess. “I shouldn’t care if it did,” 
she repeated, “so long as Flori- 
mond had a little of the conversa- 
tion that he is accustomed to, and 
I was not in perpetual fear of his 
starting off.” 

Miss Daintry had listened at- 
tentively while her sister-in-law 
spoke, with eager softness, passing 
from point to point with a cre- 
scendo of lucidity, like a woman 
who had thought it all out, and 
had the consciousness of many 
reasons on her side. There had 
been momentary pauses, of which 
Lucretia had not taken advantage, 
so that Mrs. Daintry rested at last 
in the enjoyment of a security that 
was almost complete, and that her 
companion’s first question was not 
of a nature to dispel. 

“Tt’s so long since I have seen 
her. Is she pretty?” Miss Daintry 
inquired. 

“She is decidedly striking; she 
has magnificent hair!” her visitor 
answered, almost with enthusiasm. 

“Do you want Florimond to 
marry her?” 

This, somehow, was less perti- 
nent. “Ah, no, my dear,” Mrs. 
Daintry rejoined, very judicially. 
“That is not the kind of education 
—the kind of milieu—one would 


wish for the wife of one’s son.” She 
knew, moreover, that her sister- 
in-law knew her opinion about the 
marriage of young people. It was 
a sacrament more high and holy 
than any words could express, the 
propriety and timeliness of which 
lay deep in the hearts of the con- 
tracting parties, below all interfer- 
ence from parents and friends; it 
was an inspiration from above, 
and she would no more have 
thought of laying a train to marry 
her son, than she would have 
thought of breaking open his let- 
ters. More relevant even than this, 
however, was the fact that she 
did not believe he would wish to 
make a wife of a girl from a slip- 
shod family in Brooklyn, however 
little he might care to lose sight 
of the artistic side. It will be ob- 
served that she gave Florimond 
the credit of being a very discrim- 
inating young man; and she in- 
deed discriminated for him in 
cases in which she would not have 
presumed to discriminate for her- 
self. 

“My dear Susan, you are simply 
the most immoral woman in Bos- 
ton!” These were the words of 
which, after a moment, her sister- 
in-law delivered herself. 

Mrs. Daintry turned a_ little 
pale. “Don’t you think it would be 
right?” she asked quickly. 

“To sacrifice the poor girl to 
Florimond’s amusement? What 
has she done that you should wish 
to play her such a trick?” Miss 
Daintry did not look shocked: 
she never looked shocked, for 
even when she was annoyed she 
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was never frightened; but after 
a moment she broke into a 
loud, uncompromising laugh, — 
a laugh which her sister-in-law 
knew of old, and regarded as 
a peculiarly dangerous form of 
criticism. 

“I don’t see why she should be 
sacrificed. She would have a lovely 
time if she were to come on. She 
would consider it the greatest 
kindness to be asked.” 

“To be asked to come and amuse 
Florimond?” 

Mrs. Daintry hesitated a mo- 
ment. “I don’t see why she should 
object to that. Florimond is cer- 
tainly not beneath a person’s no- 
tice. Why, Lucretia, you speak as 
if there were something disagree- 
able about Florimond.” 

“My dear Susan,” said Miss 
Daintry, “I am willing to believe 
that he is the first young man of 
his time; but, all the same, it isn’t 
a thing to do.” 

“Well, I have thought of it in 
every possible way, and I haven’t 
seen any harm in it. It isn’t as if 
she were giving up anything to 
come.” 

“You have thought of it too 
much, perhaps. Stop thinking for 
a while. I should have imagined 
you were more scrupulous.” 

Mrs. Daintry was silent a mo- 
ment; she took her sister-in-law’s 
asperity very meekly, for she felt 
that if she had been wrong in 
what she proposed, she deserved 
a severe judgment. But why was 
she wrong? She clasped her hands 
in her lap and rested her eyes with 
extreme seriousness upon Lucre- 


tia’s little pince-nez, inviting her 
to judge her, and too much inter- 
ested in having the question of her 
culpability settled to care whether 
or no she were hurt. “It is very 
hard to know what is right,” she 
said presently. “Of course it is 
only a plan; I ‘wondered how it 
would strike you.” 

“You had better leave Flori- 
mond alone,” Miss Daintry an- 
swered. “I don’t see why you 
should spread so many carpets for 
him. Let him shift for himself. If 
he doesn’t like Boston, Boston can 
spare him.” 

“You are not nice about him; 
no, you are not, Lucretia!” Mrs. 
Daintry cried, with a slight tremor 
in her voice. 

“Of course I am not as nice as 
you, — he is not my son; but I am 
trying to be nice about Rachel 
Torrance.” 

“IT am sure she would like him, 
—she would delight in him,” Mrs. 
Daintry broke out. — 

“That’s just what I’m afraid of; 
I couldn’t stand that.” 

“Well, Lucretia, I am not con- 
vinced,” Mrs. Daintry said, rising, 
with perceptible coldness. “It is 
very hard to be sure one is not 
unjust. Of course I shall not ex- 
pect you to send for her; but I 
shall think of her with a good deal 
of compassion, all winter, in that 
dingy place in Brooklyn. And if 
you have some one else with you 
—and I am sure you will, because 
you always do, unless you remain 
alone on purpose, this year, to put 
me in the wrong,—if you have 
some one else I shall keep saying 
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to myself: ‘Well, after all, it might 
have been Rachel!’” 

Miss Daintry gave another, of 
her loud laughs at the idea that 
she might remain alone “on pur- 
pose.” “I shall have a visitor, but 
it will be some one who will not 
amuse Florimond in the least. If 
he wants to go away, it won't be 
for anything in this house that he 
will stay.” 

“IT really don’t see why you 
should hate him,” said poor Mrs. 
Daintry. 

“Where do you find that? On 
the contrary, I appreciate him very 
highly. That’s just why I think it 
very possible that a girl like Ra- 
chel Torrance—an odd, unin- 
structed girl, who hasn’t had great 
advantages — may fall in love with 
him and break her heart.” 

Mrs. Daintry’s clear eyes ex- 
panded. “Is that what you are 
afraid of?” 

“Do you suppose my solicitude 
is for Florimond? An accident of 
that sort—if she were to show 
him her heels at the end — might 
perhaps do him good. But I am 
thinking of the girl, since you say 
you don’t want him to marry her.” 

“Tt was not for that that I sug- 
gested what I did. I don’t want 
him to marry any one —I have no 
plans for that,” Mrs. Daintry said, 
as if she were resenting an impu- 
tation. 

“Rachel Torrance least of all!” 
and Miss Daintry indulged still 
again in that hilarity, so personal 
to herself, which sometimes made 
the subject look so little jocular to 
others. “My dear Susan, I don't 


blame you,” she said; “for I sup- 
pose mothers are necessarily un- 
scrupulous. But that is why the 
rest of us should hold them in 
check.” 

“It’s merely an assumption, that 
she would fall in love with him,” 
Mrs. Daintry continued, with a 
certain majesty; “there is nothing 
to prove it, and I am not bound 
to take it for granted.” 

“In other words, you don’t care 
if she should! Precisely; that, I 
suppose, is your réle. I am glad I 
haven’t any children; it’s very so- 
phisticating. For so good a woman, 
you are very bad. Yes, you are 
good, Susan; and you are bad.” 

“J don’t know that I pretend to 
be particularly good,” Susan re- 
marked, with the warmth of one 
who had known something of the 
burden of such a reputation, as 
she moved toward the door. 

“You have a conscience, and it 
will wake up,” her companion re- 
turned. “It will come over you in 
the watches of the night that your 
idea was—as I have said —im- 
moral.” 

Mrs. Daintry paused in the hall, 
and stood there looking at Lucre- 
tia. It was just possible that she 
was being laughed at, for Lucre- 
tia’s deepest mirth was sometimes 
silent, —that .is, one heard the 
laughter several days later. Sud- 
denly she colored to the roots of 
her hair, as if the conviction of 
her error had come over her. Was 
it possible she had been corrupted 
by an affection in itself so pure? 
“I only. want to do right,” she 
said, softly. “I would rather he 
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should never come home, than 
that I should go too far.” 

She was turning away, but her 
sister-in-law held her a moment 
and kissed her. “You are a delight- 
ful woman, but I won’t ask Ra- 
chel Torrance!” This was the un- 
derstanding on which they sepa- 
rated. 
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Miss Datntry, after her visitor 
had left her, recognized that she 
had been a little brutal; for Su- 
san’s proposition did not really 
strike her as so heinous. Her ea- 
gerness to protect the poor girl in 
Brooklyn was not a very positive 
quantity, inasmuch as she had an 
impression that this young lady 
was on the whole very well able 
to take care of herself. What her 
talk with Mrs. Daintry had really 
expressed was the lukewarmness 
of her sentiment with regard to 
Florimond. She had no wish to 
help his mother lay carpets for 
him, as she said. Rightly or 
wrongly, she had a conviction that 
he was selfish, that he was spoiled, 
that he was conceited; and she 
thought Lucretia Daintry meant 
for better things than the service 
of sugaring for the young man’s 
lips the pill of a long-deferred 
visit to Boston. It was quite in- 
different to her that he should be 
conscious, in that city, of unsatis- 
fied needs. At bottom, she had 
never forgiven him for having 


sought another way of salvation. 
Moreover she had a strong sense 
of humor, and it amused her more 
than a little that her sister-in-law 
—of all women in Boston — should 
have come to her on that particu- 
lar errand. It completed the irony 
of the situation that one should 
frighten Mrs. Daintry — just a lit- 
tle— about what she had under- 
taken; and more than once that 
day Lucretia had, with a smile, 
the vision of Susan’s countenance 
as she remarked to her that she 
was immoral. In reality, and speak- 
ing seriously, she did not consider 
Mrs. Daintry’s inspiration unpar- 
donable; what was very positive 
was simply that she had no wish 
to invite Rachel Torrance for the 
benefit of her nephew. She was by 
no means sure that she should like 
the girl for her own sake, and it 
was still less apparent that she 
should like her for that of Flori- 
mond. With all this, however, Miss 
Daintry had a high love of jus- 
tice; she revised her social ac- 
counts from time to time, to see 
that she had not cheated any one. 
She thought over her interview 
with Mrs. Daintry the next day, 
and it occurred to her that she 
had been a little unfair. But she 
scarcely knew what to do to re- 
pair her mistake, by which Rachel 
Torrance also had suffered, per- 
haps; for after all, if it had not 
been wicked of her sister-in-law 
to ask such a favor, it had at least 
been cool; and the penance that 
presented itself to Lucretia Dain- 
try did not take the form of des- 
patching a letter to Brooklyn. An 
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accident came to her help, and 
four days after the conversation I 
have narrated she wrote her a 
note, which explains itself, and 
which I will presently transcribe. 
Meanwhile Mrs. Daintry, on her 
side, had held an examination of 
her heart; and though she did not 
think she had been very civilly 
treated, the result of her reflections 
was to give her a fit of remorse. 
Lucretia was right: she had been 
anything but scrupulous; she had 
skirted the edge of an abyss. 
Questions of conduct had long 
been familiar to her; and the car- 
dinal rule of life in her eyes was 
that before one did anything which 
involved in any degree the happi- 
ness or the interest of another, 
one should take one’s motives out 
of the closet in which they are 
usually laid away and give them 
a thorough airing. This operation, 
undertaken before her visit to Lu- 
cretia, had been cursory and su- 
perficial; for now that she re- 
peated it, she discovered among 
the recesses of her spirit a num- 
ber of nut-like scruples which she 
was astonished to think she should 
have overlooked. She had really 
been very wicked, and there was 
no doubt about her proper pen- 
ance. It consisted of a letter to her 
sister-in-law, in which she com- 
pletely disavowed her little proj- 
ect, attributing it to a momentary 
intermission of her reason. She 
saw it would never do, and she 
was quite ashamed of herself. She 
did not exactly thank Miss Dain- 
try for the manner in which she 


had admonished _ her, but she 


spoke as one saved from a great 
danger, and assured her relative 
of Mount Vernon Place that she 
should not soon again expose her- 
self. This letter crossed with Miss 
Daintry’s missive, which ran as 
follows: — 


“My Drar Susan, —I have been 
thinking over our conversation of 
last Tuesday, and I am afraid I 
went rather too far in my condem- 
nation of your idea with regard to 
Rachel Torrance. If I expressed 
myself in a manner to wound your 
feelings, I can assure you of my 
great regret. Nothing could have 
been farther from my thoughts 
than the belief that you are want- 
ing in delicacy. 1 know very well 
that you were prompted by the 
highest sense of duty. It is pos- 
sible, however, I think, that your 
sense of duty to poor Florimond is 
a little too high. You think of him 
too much as that famous dragon 
of antiquity, — wasn’t it in Crete, 
or somewhere? —to whom young 
virgins had to be sacrificed. It may 
relieve your mind, however, to 
hear that this particular virgin 
will probably, during the coming 
winter, be provided for. Yesterday, 
at Doll’s, where I had gone in to 
look at the new pictures (there 
is a striking Appleton Brown) I 
met Pauline Mesh, whom I had 


not seen for ages, and had half an 


hour’s talk with her. She seems to 
me to have come out very much 
this winter, and to have altogether 
a higher tone. In short, she is 
much enlarged, and seems to want 
to take an interest in something. 
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Of course you will say: Has she 
not her children? But, somehow, 
they don’t seem to fill her life. 
You must remember that they are 
very small as yet, to fill anything. 
Anyway, she mentioned to me her 
great disappointment in having 
had to give up her sister, who was 
to have come on from Baltimore 
to spend the greater part of the 
winter. Rosalie is very pretty, and 
Pauline expected to give a lot of 
Germans, and make things gen- 
erally pleasant. I shouldn’t won- 
der if she thought something might 
happen that would make Rosalie 
a fixture in our city. She would 
have liked this immensely; for, 
whatever Pauline’s faults may be, 
she has plenty of family feeling. 
But her sister has suddenly got 
engaged in Baltimore (I believe 
it’s much easier than here), so 
that the visit has fallen through. 
Pauline seemed to be quite in de- 
spair, for she had made all sorts 
of beautifications in one of her 
rooms, on purpose for Rosalie; 
and not only had she wasted her 
labor (you know how she goes 
into those things, whatever we 
may think, sometimes, of her 
taste), but she spoke as if it 
would make a great difference in 
her winter; said she should suffer 
a great deal from loneliness. She 
says Boston is no place for a mar- 
ried woman, standing on her own 
merits; she can’t have any sort of 
time unless she hitches herself to 
some attractive girl who will help 
her to pull the social car. You 
know that isn’t what every one 
says, and how much talk there has 


been the last two or three winters 
about the frisky young matrons. 
Well, however that may be, I 
don’t pretend to know much about 
it, not being in the married set. 
Pauline spoke as if she were really 
quite high and dry, and I felt so 
sorry for her that it suddenly oc- 
curred to me to say something 
about Rachel Torrance. I remem- 
bered that she is related to Don- 
ald Mesh in about the. same de- 
gree as she is to me,—a degree 
nearer, therefore, than to Flori- 
mond. Pauline didn’t seem to think 
much of the relationship, —it’s so 
remote; but when I told her that 
Rachel (strange as it might ap- 
pear) would probably be thankful 
for a season in Boston, and might 
be a good substitute for Rosalie, 
why she quite jumped at the idea. 
She has never seen her, but she 
knows who she is, — fortunately, 
for I could never begin to explain. 
She seems to think such a girl will 
be quite a novelty in this place. I 
don’t suppose Pauline can do her 
any particular harm, from what 
you tell me of Miss Torrance, and, 
on the other hand, I don’t know 
that she could injure Pauline. She 
is certainly very kind (Pauline, of 
course), and I have no doubt she 
will immediately write to Brook- 
lyn, and that Rachel will come on. 
Florimond won't, of course, see as 
much of her as if she were staying 
with me, and I don’t know that he 
will particularly care about Paul- 
ine Mesh, who, you know, is in- 
tensely American; but they will go 
out a great deal, and he will meet 
them (if he takes the trouble), 
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and I have no doubt that Rachel 
will take the edge off the east 
wind for him. At any rate I have 
perhaps done her a good turn. I 
must confess to you — and it won’t 
surprise you— that I was thinking 
of her, and not of him, when I 
spoke to Pauline. Therefore I don’t 
feel that I have taken a risk, but 
I don’t much care if I have. I have 
my views, but I never worry. I rec- 
ommend you not to do so either, 
—for you go, I know, from one 
extreme to the other. I have told 
you my little story; it was on my 
mind. Aren’t you glad to see the 
lovely snow? Ever affectionately 
yours, L. D. 


“PS. The more I think of it, 
the more convinced I am that you 
will worry now about the danger 
for Rachel. Why did I drop the 
poison into your mind? Of course 
I didn’t say a word about you or 
Florimond.” 


This epistle reached Mrs. Dain- 
try, as I have intimated, about an 
hour after her letter to her sister- 
in-law had been posted; but it is 
characteristic of her that she did 
not for a moment regret having 
made a retractation rather humble 
in form, and which proved, after 
all, scarcely to have been needed. 
The delight of having done that 
duty carried her over the sense of 
having given herself away. Her 
sister-in-law spoke from knowledge 
when she wrote that phrase about 
Susan’s now beginning to worry 
from the opposite point of view. 
Her conscience, like the good Ho- 
mer, might sometimes nod; but 


when it woke, it woke with a 
start; and for many a day after- 
ward its vigilance was feverish. 
For the moment, her emotions 
were mingled. She thought Lu- 
cretia very strange, and that she 
was scarcely in a position to talk 
about one’s going from one ex- 
treme to the other. It was good 
news to her that Rachel Torrance 
would probably be on the ground 
after all, and she was delighted 
that on Lucretia the responsibility 
of such a fact should rest. This re- 
sponsibility she now already, after 
her revulsion, as we know, re- 
garded as grave; she exhaled an 
almost luxurious sigh when she 
thought of having herself escaped 
from it. What she did not quite 
understand was Lucretia’s apol- 
ogy, and her having, even if Flor- 
imond’s happiness were not her 
motive, taken almost the very step 
which three days before she had 
so severely criticised. This was 
puzzling, for Lucretia was usually 
so consistent. But all the same 
Mrs. Daintry did not repent of her 
own penance; on the contrary, she 
took more and more comfort in it. 
If, with that, Rachel Torrance 
should be really useful, it would 
be delightful. 
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Frormonp Daintry had stayed 
at home for three days after his 
arrival; he had sat close to the fire 
in his slippers, every now and then 
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casting a glance over his shoulders 
at the hard white world which 
seemed to glare at him from the 
other side of the window-panes. 
He was very much afraid of the 
cold, and he was not in a hurry 
to go out and meet it. He had met 
it, on disembarking in New York, 
in the shape of a wave of frozen 
air, which had travelled from 
some remote point in the west (he 
was told) on purpose, apparently, 
to smite him in the face. That por- 
tion of his organism tingled yet 
with it, though the gasping, be- 
wildered look which sat upon his 
features during the first few hours 
had quite left it. I am afraid it 
will be thought he was a young 
man of small courage; and on a 
point so delicate I do not hold 
myself obliged to pronounce. It is 
only fair to add that it was delight- 
ful to him to be with his mother, 
and that they easily spent three 
days in talking. Moreover he had 
the company of Joanna and her 
children, who, after a little delay, 
occasioned apparently by their 
waiting to see whether he would 
not first come to them, had arrived 
in a body and had spent several 
hours. As regards the majority of 
them, they had repeated this visit 
several times in the three days, 
Joanna being obliged to remain at 
home with the two younger ones. 
There were four older ones, and 
their grandmother's house was 
open to them as a second nursery. 
The first day, their Uncle Flori- 
mond thought them charming; 
and as he had brought a French 
toy for each, it is probable that 


this impression was mutual. The 
second day, their little ruddy bod- 
ies and woollen clothes seemed to 
him to have a positive odor of the 
cold, — it was disagreeable to him, 
and he spoke to his mother about 
their “wintry smell.” The third 
day they had become very famil- 
iar; they called him “Florry”; and 
he had made up his mind that, to 
let them loose in that way on his 
mother, Joanna must be rather 
wanting in delicacy,—not men- 
tioning this deficiency, however, 
as yet, for he saw that his mother 
was not prepared for it. She evi- 
dently thought it proper, or at 
least it seemed inevitable, either 
that she should be round at Jo- 
anna’s, or the children should be 
round in Newbury Street; for “Jo- 
anna’s’ evidently represented pri- 
marily the sound of small, loud 
voices, and the hard breathing that 
signalized the intervals of romps. 
Florimond was rather disappointed 
in his sister, seeing her after a 
long separation; he remarked to 
his mother that she seemed com- 
pletely submerged. As Mrs. Dain- 
try spent most of her time under 
the waves with her daughter, she 
had grown to regard this element 
as sufficiently favorable to life, and 
was rather surprised when Flori- 
mond said to her that he was sorry 
to see she and his sister appeared 
to have been converted into a 
pair of bonnes denfants. After- 
ward, however, she perceived 
what he meant; she was not aware, 
until he called her attention to it, 
that the little Merrimans took up 
an enormous place in the intellec- 
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tual economy of two households. 
“You ought to remember that they 
exist for you, and not you for 
them,” Florimond said to her in a 
tone of friendly admonition; and 
he remarked on another occasion 
that the perpetual presence of chil- 
dren was a great injury to conver- 
sation, —it kept it down so much; 
and that in Boston they seemed to 
be present even when they were 
absent, inasmuch as most of the 
talk was about them. Mrs. Dain- 
try did not stop to ask herself 
what her son knew of Boston, 
leaving it years before as a boy, 
and not having so much as looked 
out of the window since his re- 
turn; she was taken up mainly 
with noting certain little habits of 
speech which he evidently had 
formed, and in wondering how 
they would strike his fellow-citi- 
zens. He was very definite and 
trenchant; he evidently knew per- 
fectly what he thought; and 
though his manner was not defi- 
ant, —he had, perhaps, even too 
many of the forms of politeness, as 
if sometimes, for mysterious rea- 
sons, he were playing upon you, 
—the tone in which he uttered his 
opinions did not appear exactly to 
give you the choice. And then ap- 
parently he had a great many; 
there was a moment when Mrs. 
Daintry vaguely foresaw that the 
little house in Newbury Street 
would be more crowded with Flor- 
_ imond’s views than it had ever 
been with Joanna’s children. She 
hoped very much people would 
like him, and she hardly could see 
why they should fail to find him 


agreeable. To herself he was 
sweeter than any grandchild; he 
was as kind as if he had been a 
devoted parent. Florimond had 
but a small acquaintance with his 
brother-in-law; but after he had 
been at home forty-eight hours he 
found that he bore Arthur Merri- 
man a grudge, and was ready to 
think rather ill of him, — having a 
theory that he ought to have held 
up Joanna and interposed to save 
her mother. Arthur Merriman was 
a young and brilliant commission- 
merchant, who had not married 
Joanna Daintry for the sake of 
Florimond, and, doing an active 
business all day in East Boston, 
had a perfectly good conscience in 
leaving his children’s mother and 
grandmother to establish their 
terms of intercourse. 

Florimond, however, did not 
particularly wonder why his 
brother-in-law had not been round 
to bid him welcome. It was for 
Mrs. Daintry that this anxiety was 
reserved; and what made it worse 
was her uncertainty as to whether 
she should be justified in mention- 
ing the subject to Joanna. It might 
wound Joanna to suggest to her 
that her husband was derelict, — 
especially if she did not think so, 
and she certainly gave her mother 
no opening; and on the other 
hand, Florimond might have 
ground for complaint if Arthur 
should continue not to notice him. 
Mrs. Daintry earnestly desired 
that nothing of this sort should 
happen, and took refuge in the 
hope that Florimond would have 
adopted the foreign theory of vis- 
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iting, in accordance with which the 
newcomer was to present himself 
first. Meanwhile the young man, 
who had looked upon a meeting 
with his brother-in-law as a neces- 
sity rather than a privilege, was 
simply conscious of a reprieve; and 
up in Clarendon Street, as Mrs. 
Daintry said, it never occurred to 
Arthur Merriman to take this so- 
cial step, nor to his wife to pro- 
pose it to him. Mrs. Merriman 
simply took for granted that her 
brother would be round early some 
morning to see the children. A day 
or two later the couple dined at 
her mother’s, and that virtually 
settled the question. It is true that 
Mrs. Daintry, in later days, occa- 
sionally recalled the fact that, after 
all, Joanna’s husband never had 
called upon Florimond; and she 
even wondered why Florimond, 
who sometimes said bitter things, 
had not made more of it. The mat- 
ter came back at moments when, 
under the pressure of circum- 
stances which, it must be con- 
fessed, were rare, she found her- 
self giving assent to an axiom 
that sometimes reached her ears. 
This axiom, it must be added, did 
not justify her in the particular 
case I have mentioned, for the full 
purport of it was that the queer- 
ness of Bostonians was collective, 
not individual. 

There was no doubt, however, 
that it was Florimond’s place to 
call first upon his aunt, and this 
was a duty of which she:could not 
hesitate to remind him. By the 
time he took his way across the 
long expanse of the new land and 


up the charming hill, which consti- 
tutes as it were, the speaking face 
of Boston, the temperature either 
had relaxed, or he had got used, 
even in his mother’s hot little house, 
to his native air. He breathed the 
bright cold sunshine with pleasure; 
he raised his eyes to the arching 
blueness, and thought he had 
never seen a dome so magnificently 
painted. He turned his head this 
way and that, as he walked (now 
that he had recovered his legs, he 
foresaw that he should walk a good 
deal), and freely indulged his most 
valued organ, the organ that had 
won him such reputation as he al- 
ready enjoyed. In the little artistic 
circle in which he moved in Paris, 
Florimond Daintry was thought to 
have a great deal of eye. His power 
of rendering was questioned, his 
execution had been called preten- 
tious and feeble; but a conviction 
had somehow been diffused that 
he saw things with extraordinary 
intensity. No one could tell better 
than he what to paint, and what 
not to paint, even though his in- 
terpretation were sometimes rather 
too sketchy. It will have been 
guessed that he was an impression- 
ist; and it must be admitted that 
this was the character in which he 
proceeded on his visit to Miss 
Daintry. He was constantly shut- 
ting one eye, to see the better 
with the other, making a little tel- 
escope by curving one of his hands 
together, waving these members 
in the air with vague pictorial ges- 
tures, pointing at things which, 
when people turned to follow his 
direction, seemed to mock the vul- 
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gar vision by eluding it. I do not 
mean that he practised these de- 
vices as he walked along Beacon 
Street, into which he had crossed 
shortly after leaving his mother’s 
house; but now that he had broken 
the ice, he acted quite in the spirit 
of the reply he had made to a 
friend in Paris, shortly before his 
departure, who asked him why he 
was going back to America, —“I 
am going to see how it looks.” He 
was of course very conscious of 
his eye; and his effort to cultivate 
it was both intuitive and deliber- 
ate. He spoke of it freely, as he 
might have done of a valuable 
watch or a horse. He was always 
trying to get the visual impres- 
sion; asking himself, with regard 
to such and such an object or a 
place, of what its “character” 
would consist. There is no doubt 
he really saw with great intensity; 
and the reader will probably feel 
that he was welcome to this am- 
biguous privilege. It was not im- 
portant for him that things should 
be beautiful; what he sought to 
discover was their identity, — the 
signs by which he should know 
them. He began this inquiry as 
soon as he stepped into Newbury 
Street from his mother’s door, and 
he was destined to continue it for 
the first few weeks of his stay in 
Boston. As time went on, his at- 
tention relaxed; for one couldn't 
do more than see, as he said to 
his mother and another person; 
and he had seen. Then the nov- 
elty wore off, — the novelty which 
is often so absurdly great in the 
eyes of the American who returns 


to his native land after a few 
years spent in the foreign element, 
—an effect to be accounted for 
only on the supposition that in 
the secret parts of his mind he 
recognizes the aspect of life in Eu- 
rope as, through long heredity, the 
more familiar; so that superficially, 
having no interest to oppose it, it 
quickly supplants the domestic 
type, which, upon his return, be- 
comes supreme, but with its credit 
in many cases appreciably and 
permanently diminished.  Flori- 
mond painted a few things while 
he was in America, though he had 
told his mother he had come home 
to rest; but when, several months 
later, in Paris, he showed his 
“notes,” as he called them, to a 
friend, the young Frenchman 
asked him if Massachusetts were 
really so much like Andalusia. 
There was certainly nothing An- 
dalusian in the prospect as Flori- 
mond traversed the artificial bosom 
of the Back Bay. He had made his 
way promptly into Beacon Street, 
and he greatly admired that vista. 
The long straight avenue lay air- 
ing its newness in the frosty day, 
and all its individual facades, with 
their neat, sharp ornaments, 
seemed to have been scoured, 
with a kind of friction, by the 
hard, salutary light. Their brilliant 
browns and drabs, their rosy sur- 
faces of brick, made a variety of 
fresh, violent tones, such as Flori- 
mond liked to memorize, and the 
large clear windows of their 
curved fronts faced each other, 
across the street, like candid, in- 
evitable eyes. There was some- 
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thing almost terrible in the win- 
dows; Florimond had forgotten 
how vast and clean they were, 
and how, in their sculptured 
frames, the New England air 
seemed, like a zealous housewife, 
to polish and preserve them. A 
great many ladies were looking 
out, and groups of children, in 
the drawing-rooms, were flattening 
their noses against the . transpar- 
ent plate. Here and there, behind 
it, the back of a statuette or the 
symmetry of a painted vase, erect 
on a pedestal, presented itself to 
the street, and enabled the passer 
to construct, more or less, the 
room within, —its frescoed ceil- 
ings, its new silk sofas, its untar- 
nished fixtures. This continuity of 
glass constituted a kind of expo- 
sure, within and without, and gave 
the street the appearance of an 
enormous corridor, in which the 
public and the private were fa- 
miliar and intermingled. But it 
was all very cheerful and commo- 
dious, and seemed to speak of dif- 
fused wealth, of intimate family 
life, of comfort constantly re- 
newed. All sorts of things in the 
region of the temperature had hap- 
pened during the few days that 
Florimond had been in the coun- 
try. The cold wave had spent it- 
self, a snowstorm had come and 
gone, and the air, after this tem- 
porary relaxation, had renewed its 
keenness. The snow, which had 
fallen in but moderate abundance, 
was heaped along the side of the 
pavement; it formed a radiant cor- 
nice on the housetops, and 
crowned the windows with a plain 


white cap. It deepened the color 
of everything else, made all sur- 
faces look ruddy, and at a dis- 
tance sent into the air a thin, del- 
icate mist,—a tinted exhalation, 
—which occasionally softened an 
edge. The upper part of Beacon 
Street seemed to Florimond charm- 
ing, — the long, wide, sunny slope, 


the uneven line of the older 


houses, the contrasted, differing, 
bulging fronts, the painted bricks, 
the tidy facings, the immaculate 


doors, the burnished silver plates, 


the denuded twigs of the far ex- 
tent of the Common, on the other 
side; and to crown the eminence 
and complete the picture, high in 
the air, poised in the right place, 
over everything that clustered be- 
low, the most felicitous object in 
Boston, —the gilded dome of the 
State House. It was in the shadow 
of this monument, as we know, 
that Miss Daintry lived; and Flor- 
imond, who was always lucky, had 
the good fortune to find her at 
home. 
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Ir may seem that I have assumed 
on the part of the reader too great 
a curiosity about the impressions 
of this young man, who was not 
very remarkable, and who has not 
even the recommendation of be- 
ing the hero of our perhaps too 


descriptive tale. The reader will 


already have discovered that a 
hero fails us here; but if I go on 
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at all risks to say a few words 
about Florimond, he will perhaps 
understand the better why this 
part has not been filled. Miss 
Daintry’s nephew was not very 
original; it was his own illusion 
that he had in a considerable de- 
gree the value of rareness. Even 
this youthful conceit was not rare, 
for it was not of heroic propor- 
tions, and was liable to lapses and 
discouragements. He was a fair, 
slim, civil young man, and you 
would never have guessed from 
his appearance that he was an 
impressionist. He was neat and 
sleek and quite anti-Bohemian, 
and in spite of his looking about 
him as he walked, his figure was 
much more in harmony with the 
Boston landscape than he sup- 
posed. He was a little vain, a lit- 
tle affected, a little pretentious, a 
little good-looking, a little amus- 
ing, a little spoiled, and at times 
a little tiresome. If he was dis- 
agreeable, however, it was also 
only a little; he did not carry any- 
thing to a very high pitch; he was 
accomplished, industrious, success- 
ful, —all in the minor degree. He 
was fond of his mother and fond 
of himself; he also liked the peo- 
ple who liked him. Such people 
could belong only to the class of 
good listeners, for Florimond, with 
the least encouragement (he was 
very susceptible to that), would 
chatter by the hour. As he was 
very observant, and knew a great 
many stories, his talk was often 
entertaining, especially to women, 
many of whom thought him won- 
derfully sympathetic. It may be 


added that he was still very young 
and fluid, and neither his defects 
nor his virtues had a great con- 
sistency. He was fond of the so- 
ciety of women, and had an idea 
that he knew a great deal about 
that element of humanity. He be- 
lieved himself to know everything 
about art, and almost everything 
about life, and he expressed him- 
self as much as possible in the 
phrases that are current in stu- 
dios. He spoke French very well, 
and it had rubbed off on his Eng- 
lish. 

His aunt listened to him atten- 
tively, with her nippers on her 
nose. She had been a little rest- 
less at first, and, to relieve herself, 
had vaguely punched the sofa- 
cushion which lay beside her, —a 
gesture that her friends always rec- 
ognized; they knew it to express a 
particular emotion. Florimond, 
whose egotism was candid and 
confiding, talked for an hour about 
himself, — about what he had 
done, and what he intended to do, 
what he had said and what had 
been said to him; about his hab- 
its, tastes, achievements, peculiar- 
ities, which were apparently so 
numerous; about the decorations 
of his studio in Paris; about the 
character of the French, the works 
of Zola, the theory of art for art, 
the American type, the “stupid- 
ity” of his mother’s new house, — 
though of course it had some 
things that were knowing, — the 
pronunciation of Joanna’s children, 
the effect of the commission busi- 
ness on Arthur Merriman’s con- 
versation, the effect of everything 
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on his mother, Mrs. Daintry, and 
the effect of Mrs. Daintry on her 
son Florimond. The young man 
had an epithet, which he con- 
stantly introduced, to express dis- 
approval; when he spoke of the 
architecture of his mother’s house, 
over which she had taken great 
pains (she remembered the gabled 
fronts of Nuremberg), he said 
that a certain effect had been 
dreadfully missed, that the char- 
acter of the doorway was simply 
“crass.” He expressed, however, a 
lively sense of the bright cleanness 
of American interiors. “Oh, as for 
that,” he said, “the place is kept, 
—it’s kept;” and, to give an image 
of this idea, he put his gathered 
fingers to his lips an_ instant, 
seemed to kiss them or blow upon 
them, and then opened them into 
the air. Miss Daintry had never 
encountered this gesture before; 
she had heard it described by 
travelled persons; but to see her 
own nephew in the very act of 
it led her to administer another 
thump to the sofa-cushion. She 
finally got this article under con- 
trol, and sat more quiet, with her 
hands clasped upon it, while her 
visitor continued to discourse. In 
pursuance of his character as an 
impressionist, he gave her a great 
many impressions; but it seemed 
to her that as he talked, he sim- 
ply exposed himself, — exposed his 
egotism, his little pretensions. Lu- 
cretia Daintry, as we know, had a 
love of justice, and though her 
opinions were apt to be very posi- 
tive, her charity was great and her 
judgments were not harsh; more- 


over, there was in her composition 
not a drop of acrimony. Neverthe- 
less, she was, as the phrase is, 
rather hard on poor little Flori- 
mond; and to explain her severity 
we are bound to assume that in 
the past he had in some way of- 
fended her. To-day, at any rate, it 
seemed to her that he patronized 
his maiden aunt. He scarcely asked 
about her health, but took for 
granted on her part an unlimited 
interest in his own sensations. It 
came over her afresh that his 
mother had been absurd in think- 
ing that the usual resources of 
Boston would not have sufficed to 
maintain him; and she smiled a 
little grimly at the idea that a spe- 
cial provision should have been 
made. This idea presently melted 
into another, over which she was 
free to regale herself only after 
her nephew had departed. For the 
moment she contented herself with 
saying to him, when a pause in 
his young eloquence gave her a ' 
chance, —“You will have a great 
many people to go and see. You 
pay the penalty of being a Bos- 
tonian; you have several hundred 
cousins. One pays for everything.” 

Florimond lifted his eyebrows. 
“I pay for that every day of my 
life. Have I got to go and see them 
allP” 

“All — every one,” said his aunt, 
who in reality did not hold this 
obligation in the least sacred. 

“And to say something agree- 
able to them all?” the young man 
‘went on. 

“Oh, no, that is not necessary,” 
Miss Daintry rejoined, with more 


358 


A New England Winter 


exactness. “There are one or two, 
however, who always appreciate a 
pretty speech.” She added in an 
instant, “Do you remember Mrs. 
Mesh?” 

“Mrs. Mesh?” Florimond appar- 
ently did not remember. 

“The wife of Donald Mesh; your 
grandfathers were first cousins. I 
don’t mean her grandfather, but 
her husband’s. If you don’t re- 
member her, I suppose he married 
her after you went away.” 

“I remember Donald; but I 
never knew he was a relation. He 
was single then, I think.” 

“Well, he’s double now,” said 
Miss Daintry; “he’s triple, I may 
say, for there are two ladies in the 
house.” 

“If you mean he’s a polygamist 
—are there Mormons even here?” 
Florimond, leaning back in his 
chair, with his elbow on the arm, 
and twisting with his gloved fin- 
gers the point of a small fair mus- 
tache, did not appear to have been 
arrested by this account of Mr. 
Mesh’s household; for he almost 
immediately asked, in a large, de- 
tached way, — “Are there any nice 
women here?” 

“It depends on what you mean 
by nice women; there are some 
very sharp ones.” 

“Oh, I don’t like sharp ones,” 
Florimond remarked, in a tone 
which made his aunt long to 
‘throw her sofa-cusion at his head. 
“Are there any pretty ones?” 

She looked at him a moment, 
hesitating. “Rachel Torrance is 
pretty, in a strange, unusual way, 
— black hair and blue eyes, a ser- 


pentine figure, old coins in her 
tresses; that sort of thing.” 

“I have seen a good deal of that 
sort of thing,” said Florimond, a 
little confusedly. 

“That I know nothing about. I 
mention Pauline Mesh’s as one of 
the houses thet you ought to go 
to, and where I know you are ex- 
pected.” 

“I remember now that my 
mother has said something about 
that. But who is the woman with 
coins in her hair? — what has she 
to do with Pauline Mesh?” 

“Rachel is staying with her; she 
came from New York a week ago, 
and I believe she means to spend 
the winter. She isn’t a woman, 
she’s a girl.” 

“My mother didn’t speak of 
her,” said Florimond; “but I don’t 
think she would recommend me a 
girl with a serpentine figure.” 

“Very likely not,” Miss Daintry 
answered, dryly. “Rachel Torrance 
is a far-away cousin of Donald 
Mesh, and consequently of mine 
and of yours. She’s an artist, like 
yourself; she paints flowers on lit- 
tle panels and plaques.” 

“Like myself? —I never painted 
a plaque in my life!” exclaimed 
Florimond, staring. 

“Well, she’s a model also; you 
can paint her if you like; she has 
often been painted, I believe.” 

Florimond had begun to caress 
the other tip of his mustache. “I 
don’t care for women who have 
been painted before. I like to find 
them out. Besides, I want to rest 
this winter.” 

His aunt was disappointed; she 
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wished to put him into relation 
with Rachel Torrance, and his in- 
difference was an obstacle. The 
meeting was sure to take place 
sooner or later, but she would have 
him glad to precipitate it, and, 
above all, to quicken her nephew’s 
susceptibilities. “Take care you are 
not found out yourself!” she ex- 
claimed, tossing away her sofa- 
cushion and getting up. 

Florimond did not see what she 
meant, and he accordingly bore 
her no rancor; but when, before 
he took his leave, he said to her, 
rather irrelevantly, that if he 
should find himself in the mood 
during his stay in Boston, he 
should like to do her portrait, — 
she had such a delightful face, — 
she almost thought the speech a 
deliberate impertinence. “Do you 
mean that you have discovered 
me, — that no one has suspected it 
before?” she inquired with a laugh, 
and a little flush in the counte- 
nance that he was so good as to 
appreciate. 

Florimond replied, with perfect 
coolness and good-nature, that he 
didn’t know about this, but that 
he was sure no one had seen her 
in just the way he saw her; and 
he waved his hand in the air with 
strange circular motions, as if to 
evoke before him the image of a 
canvas, with a figure just rubbed 
in. He repeated this gesture, or 
something very like it, by way of 
farewell, when he quitted his 
aunt, and she thought him insuf- 
ferably patronizing. 

This is why she wished him, 
without loss of time, to make the 


acquaintance of Rachel Torrance, 
whose treatment of his pretensions 
she thought would be salutary. It 
may now be communicated to the 
reader — after a delay proportion- 
ate to the momentousness of the 
fact — that this had been the idea 
which suddenly flowered in her 
brain as she sat face to face with 
her irritating young visitor. It had 
vaguely shaped itself after her 
meeting with that strange girl 
from Brooklyn, whom Mrs. Mesh, 
all gratitude,—for she liked 
strangeness, — promptly brought to 
see her; and her present impression 
of her nephew rapidly completed 
it. She had not expected to take 
an interest in Rachel Torrance, 
and could not see why, through a 
freak of Susan’s, she should have 
been called upon to think so much 
about her; but, to her surprise, 
she perceived that Mrs. Daintry’s 
proposed victim was not the usual 
forward girl. She perceived at the 
same time that it had been ridic- 
ulous to think of Rachel as a vic- 
tim,—to suppose that she was in 
danger of vainly fixing her affec- 
tions upon Florimond. She was 
much more likely to triumph than 
to suffer; and if her visit to Bos- 
ton were to produce bitter fruits, 
it would not be she who should 
taste them. She had a striking, 
oriental head, a beautiful smile, a 
manner of dressing which carried 
out her exotic type, and a great 
deal of experience and wit. She 
evidently knew the world, as one 


‘knows it when one has to live by 


its help. If she had an aim in life, 
she would draw her bow well 
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above the tender breast of Flori- 
mond Daintry. With all this, she 
certainly was an honest, obliging 
girl, and had a sense of humor 
which was a fortunate obstacle to 
her falling into a pose. Her coins 
and amulets and seamless gar- 
ments were, for her, a part of the 
general joke of one’s looking like 
a Circassian or a Smyrniote, — an 
accident for which Nature was re- 
sponsible; and it may be said of 
her that she took herself much 
less seriously than other people 
took her. This was a defect for 
which Lucretia Daintry had a 
great kindness; especially as she 
quickly saw that Rachel was not 
of an insipid paste, as even tri- 
umphant coquettes sometimes are. 
In spite of her poverty and the 
opportunities her beauty must 
have brought her, she had not yet 
seen fit to marry,— which was a 
proof that she was clever as well 
as disinterested. It looks dread- 
fully cold-blooded as I write it 
here, but the notion that this ca- 
pable creature might administer 
poetic justice to Florimond gave 
a measurable satisfaction to Miss 
Daintry. He was in distinct need 
of a snub, for down in Newbury 
Street his mother was perpetually 
swinging the censer; and no young 
nature could stand that sort of 
thing, —least of all such a nature 
as Florimond’s. She said to her- 
self that such a “putting in his 
place” as he might receive from 
Rachel Torrance would probably 
be a permanent correction. She 
wished his good, as she wished 
the good of every one; and. that 


desire was at the bottom of her 
vision. She knew perfectly what 
she should like: she should like 
him to fall in love with Rachel, as 
he probably would, and to have 
no doubt of her feeling immensely 
honored. She should like Rachel 
to encourage him just enough — 
just so far as she might, without 
being false. A little would do, for 
Florimond would always take his 
success for granted. To this point 
did the study of her nephew’s 
moral regeneration bring the ex- 
cellent woman, who a few days 
before had accused his mother of 
a lack of morality. His mother was 
thinking only of his pleasure; she 
was thinking of his immortal spirit. 
She should like Rachel to tell him 
at the end that he was a presump- 
tuous little boy, and that since it 
was his business to render “im- 
pressions,” he might see what he 
could do with that of having been 
jilted. This extraordinary flight of 
fancy on Miss Daintry’s part was 
caused in some degree by the 
high spirits which sprang from her 
conviction, after she met the young 
lady, that Mrs. Mesh’s companion 
was not in danger; for even when 
she wrote to her sister-in-law in 
the manner the reader knows, her 
conscience was not wholly at rest. 
There was still a risk, and she 
knew not why she should take 
risks for Florimond. Now, how- 
ever, she was prepared to be per- 
fectly happy when she should hear 
that the young man was constantly 
in Arlington Street; and at the end 
of a little month she enjoyed this 
felicity. 
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Mrs. Mesu sat on one side of the 
fire, and Florimond on the other; 
he had by this time acquired the 
privilege of a customary seat. He 
had taken a general view of Bos- 
ton. It was like a first introduc- 
tion, for before his going to live 
in Paris he had been too young 
to judge; and the result of this 
survey was the conviction that 
there was nothing better than 
Mrs. Mesh’s drawing-room. She 
was one of the few persons whom 
one was certain to find at home 
after five o’clock; and the place it- 
self was agreeable to Florimond, 
who was very fastidious about 
furniture and decorations. He was 
willing to concede that Mrs. Mesh 
(the relationship had not yet 
seemed close enough to justify 
him in calling her Pauline) knew 
a great deal about such matters; 
though it was clear that she was 
indebted for some of her illumi- 
nation to Rachel Torrance, who 
had induced her to make several 
changes. These two ladies, be- 
tween them, represented a great 
fund of taste; with a difference 
that was a result of Rachel’s know- 
ing clearly beforehand what she 
liked (Florimond called her, at 
least, by her baptismal name), 
and Mrs. Mesh’s only knowing it 
after a succession of experiments, 
of transposings and drapings, all 
more or less ingenious and expen- 


sive. If Florimond liked Mrs. 
Mesh’s drawing-room better than 
any other corner of Boston, he 
also had his preference in regard 
to its phases and hours. It was 
most charming in the winter twi- 
light, by the glow of the fire, be- 
fore the lamps had been brought 
in. The ruddy flicker played over 
many objects, making them look 
more mysterious than Florimond 
had supposed anything could look 
in Boston, and, among others, 
upon Rachel Torrance, who, when 
she moved about the room in a 
desultory way (never so much en- 
foncée, as Florimond said, in a chair 
as Mrs. Mesh was) certainly at- 
tracted and detained the eye. The 
young man, from his corner (he 
was almost as much enfoncé as 
Mrs. Mesh), used to watch her; 
and he could easily see what his 
aunt had meant by saying she had 
a serpentine figure. She was slim 
and flexible, she took attitudes 
which would have been awkward 
in other women, but which her 
charming pliancy made natural. 
She reminded him of a celebrated 
actress in Paris, who was the ideal 
of tortuous thinness. Miss Tor- 
rance used often to seat herself 
for a short time at the piano; and 
though she never had been taught 
this art (she played only by ear), 
her musical feeling was such that 
she charmed the twilight hour. 
Mrs. Mesh sat on one side of the’ 
fire, as I have said, and Florimond 
on the other; the two might have 


been found in this relation, — lis- 


tening, face to face, — almost any 
day in the week. Mrs. Mesh raved 
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about her new friend, as they said 
in Boston, —I mean about Rachel 
Torrance, not about Florimond 
Daintry. She had at last got hold 
of a mind that understood her own 
(Mrs. Mesh’s mind contained 
depths of mystery), and she sac- 
rificed herself, generally, to throw 
her companion into relief. Her sac- 
rifice was rewarded, for the girl 
was universally liked and ad- 
mired; she was a new type alto- 
gether; she was the lioness of the 
winter. Florimond had an oppor- 
tunity to see his native town in 
one of its fits of enthusiasm. He 
had heard of the infatuations of 
Boston, literary and social; of its 
capacity for giving itself with in- 
tensity to a temporary topic; and 
he was now conscious, on all sides, 
of the breath of New England 
discussion. Some one had said to 
him,—or had said to some one, 
who repeated it,—that there was 
no place like Boston for taking up 
with such seriousness a second-rate 
spinster from Brooklyn. But Flori- 
mond himself made no criticism; 
for, as we know, he speedily fell 
under the charm of Rachel Tor- 
rance’s personality. He was per- 
petually talking with Mrs. Mesh 
about it; and when Mrs. Mesh 
herself descanted on the subject, 
he listened with the utmost atten- 
tion. At first, on his return, he 
rather feared the want of topics; 
he foresaw that he should miss the 
talk of the studios, of the theatres, 
of the boulevard, of a little circle 
of “naturalists” (in literature and 
art) to which he belonged, with- 
out sharing all its views. But he 


presently perceived that Boston, 
too, had its actualities, and that 
it even had this in common with 
Paris, — that it gave its attention 
most willingly to a female celeb- 
rity. If he had had any hope of 
being himself the lion of the win- 
ter, it had been dissipated by the 
spectacle of his cousin’s success. 
He saw that while she was there, 
he could only be a subject of sec- 
ondary reference. He bore her no 
grudge for this. I must hasten to 
declare that from the pettiness of 
this particular jealousy poor Flori- 
mond was quite exempt. More- 
over, he was swept along by the 
general chorus; and he perceived 
that when one changes one’s sky, 
one inevitably changes, more or 
less, one’s standard. Rachel Tor- 
rance was neither an actress, nor 
a singer, nor a beauty, nor one of 
the ladies who were chronicled in 
the “Figaro,” nor the author of a 
successful book, nor a person of 
the great world; she had neither a 
future, nor a past, nor a position, 
nor even a husband, to make her 
identity more solid; she was a sim- 
ple American girl, of the class that 
lived in pensions (a class of which 
Florimond had ever entertained a 
theoretic horror); and yet she had 
profited to the degree of which 
our young man was witness, by 
those treasures of sympathy con- 
stantly in reserve in the American 
public (as has already been inti- 
mated) for the youthful-feminine. 
If Florimond was struck with all 
this, it may be imagined whether 
or no his mother thought she had 
been clever when it occurred to 
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her (before any one else) that 
Rachel would be a resource for the 
term of hibernation. She had for- 
gotten all her scruples and hesi- 
tations; she only knew she had 
seen very far. She was proud of 
her prescience, she was even 
amused with it; and for the mo- 
ment she held her head rather 
high. No one knew of it but Lu- 
cretia, —for she had never con- 
fided it to Joanna, of whom she 
would have been more afraid in 
such a connection even than of 
her sister-in-law; but Mr. and Mrs. 
Merriman perceived an unusual 
lightness in her step, a fitful spar- 
kle in her eye. It was of course 
easy for them to make up their 
mind that she was exhilarated to 
this degree by the presence of her 
son; especially as he seemed to. be 
getting on beautifully in Boston. 

“She stays out longer every day; 
she is scarcely ever home to tea,” 
Mrs. Mesh remarked, looking up 
at the clock on the chimney-piece. 

Florimond could not fail to 
know to whom she alluded, for it 
has been intimated that between 
these two there was much conver- 
sation about Rachel Torrance. 
“It's funny, the way the girls run 
about alone here,” he said, in the 
amused,’ contemplative tone in 
which he frequently expressed 
himself on the subject of Ameri- 
can life. “Rachel stays out after 
dark, and no one thinks any the 
worse of her.” 

“Oh, well, she’s old enough,” 
Mrs. Mesh rejoined, with a little 
sigh, which seemed to suggest that 
Rachel’s age was really affecting, 


Her eyes had been opened by 
Florimond to many of the pecu- 
liarities of the society that sur- 
rounded her; and though she had 
spent only as many months in Eu- 
rope as her visitor had spent years, 
she now sometimes spoke as if she 
thought the manners of Boston 
more odd even than he could pre- 
tend to do. She was very quick at 
picking up an idea, and there was 
nothing she desired more than to 
have the last on every subject. 
This winter, from her two new 
friends, Florimond and Rachel, | 
she had extracted a great many 
that were new to her; the only 
trouble was that, coming from dif- 
ferent sources, they sometimes 
contradicted each other. Many of 
them, however, were very vivify- 
ing; they added a new zest to that 
prospect of life which had always, 
in winter, the denuded bushes, 
the solid pond, and the plank- 
covered walks, the exaggerated 
bridge, the patriotic statues, the 
dry, hard texture of the Public 
Garden for its foreground, and for 
its middle distance, the pale, 
frozen twigs, stiff in the windy 
sky, that whistled over the Com- 
mon, the domestic dome of the 
State House, familiar in the un- 
tinted air, and the competitive 
spires of a liberal faith. Mrs. Mesh 
had an active imagination, and 
plenty of time on her hands. Her 
two children were young, and 
they slept a good deal; she had 
explained to Florimond, who ob- 
served that she was a great deal 
less in the nursery than his sister, 
that she pretended only to give 
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her attention to their waking 
hours. “I have people for the rest 
of the time,” she said; and the zest 
of the time was considerable; so 
that there were very few obstacles 
to her cultivation of ideas. There 
was one in her mind now, and I 
may as well impart it to the reader 
without delay. She was not quite 
so delighted with Rachel Torrance 
as she had been a month ago; it 
seemed to her that the young lady 
took up —socially speaking — too 
much room in the house; and she 
wondered how long she intended 
to remain, and whether it would 
be possible, without a direct re- 
quest, to induce her to take her 
way back to Brooklyn. This last 
was the conception with which she 
was at present engaged; she was 
at moments much pressed by it, 
and she had thoughts of taking 
Florimond Daintry into her confi- 
dence. This, however, she deter- 
mined not to do, lest he should 
regard it as a sign that she was 
jealous of her companion. I know 
not whether she was, but this I 
know, —that Mrs. Mesh was a 
woman of a high ideal, and would 
not for the world have appeared 
so. If she was jealous, this would 
imply that she thought Florimond 
was in love with Rachel; and she 
could only object to that on the 
ground of being in love with him 
herself. She was not in love with 
him, and had no intention of be- 
ing; of this the reader, possibly 
alarmed, may definitely rest as- 
sured. Moreover, she did not think 
him in love with Rachel; as to her 
reason for this reserve, I need not; 


perhaps, be absolutely outspoken. 
She was not jealous, she would 
have said; she was only oppressed 
—she was a little over-ridden. Ra- 
chel pervaded her house, pervaded 
her life, pervaded Boston; every 
one thought it necessary to talk to 
her about Rachel, to rave about 
her in the Boston manner, which 
seemed to Mrs. Mesh, in spite of 
the Puritan tradition, very much 
more unbridled than that of Bal- 
timore. They thought it would give 
her pleasure; but by this time she 
knew everything about Rachel. 
The girl had proved rather more 
of a figure than she expected; and 
though she could not be called 
pretentious, she had: the air, in 
staying with Pauline Mesh, of con- 
ferring rather more of a favor than 
she received. This was absurd for 
a person who was, after all, though 
not in her first youth, only a girl, 
and who, as Mrs. Mesh was sure, 
from her biography, —for Rachel 
had related every item, — had never 
before had such unrestricted access 
to the fleshpots. The fleshpots were 
full, under Donald Mesh’s roof, 
and his wife could easily believe 
that the poor girl would not be in 
a hurry to return to her boarding- 
house in Brooklyn. For that mat- 
ter there were lots of people in 
Boston who would be delighted 
that she should come to them. It 
was doubtless an inconsistency on 
Mrs. Mesh’s part that if she was 
overdone with the praises of Ra- 
chel Torrance which fell from ev- 
ery lip, she should not herself have 
forborne to broach the topic. But I 
have sufficiently intimated that it 
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had a perverse fascination for her; 
it is true she did not speak of Ra- 
chel only to praise her. Florimond, 
in truth, was a little weary of the 
young lady’s name; he had plenty 
of topics of his own, and he had 
his own opinion about Rachel 
Torrance. He did not take up Mrs. 
Mesh’s remark as to her being old 
enough. 

“You must wait: till she comes 
in. Please ring for tea,” said Mrs. 
Mesh, after a pause. She had no- 
ticed that Florimond was compar- 
ing his watch with her clock; it 
occurred to her that he might be 
going. 

“Oh, I always wait, you know; 
I like to see her when she has 
been anywhere. She tells one all 
about it, and describes everything 
so well.” 

Mrs. Mesh looked at him a mo- 
ment. “She sees a great deal more 
in things than I am usually able 
to discover. She sees the most ex- 
traordinary things in Boston.” 

“Well, so do I,” said Florimond, 
placidly. 

“Well, I don’t, I must say!” She 
asked him to ring again; and then, 
with a slight irritation, accused 
him of not ringing hard enough; 
but before he could repeat the op- 
eration, she left her chair and 
went herself to the bell. After this 
she stood before the fire a mo- 
ment, gazing into it; then sug- 
gested to Florimond that he 
should put on a log. 

“Is it mnecessary,— when your 
servant is coming in a moment?” 
the young man asked, unexpect- 


edly, without moving. In an in- 
stant, however, he rose; and then 
he explained that this was only 
his little joke. 

“Servants are too stupid,” said 
Mrs. Mesh. “But I spoil you. What 
would your mother say?” She 
watched him while he placed the 
log. She was plump, and she was 
not tall; but she was a very pretty 
woman. She had round brown 
eyes, which looked as if she had 
been crying a little,—she had 
nothing in life to cry about; and 
dark, wavy hair, which, here and 
there, in short, crisp tendrils, es- 
caped artfully from the form in 
which it was dressed. When she 
smiled, she showed very pretty 
teeth; and the combination of her 
touching eyes and her parted lips 
was at such moments almost be- 
witching..She was accustomed to 
express herself in humorous super- 
latives, in pictorial circumlocu- 
tions; and had acquired in Boston 
the rudiments of a social dialect 
which, to be heard in perfection, 
should be heard on the lips of a 
native. Mrs. Mesh had picked it 
up; but it must be confessed that 
she used it without originality. It 
was an accident that on this occa- 
sion she had not expressed her 
wish for her tea by saying that she 
should like a pint or two of that 
Chinese fluid. 

“My mother believes I can’t be 
spoiled,” said Florimond, giving a 
little push with his toe to the stick 
that he had placed in the embers; 
after which he sank back into his 
chair, while Mrs. Mesh resumed 
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possession of her own. “I am ever 
fresh, — ever pure.” 

“You are ever conceited. I don’t 
see what you find so extraordinary 
in Boston,” Mrs. Mesh added, re- 
verting to his remark of a moment 
before.. 

“Oh, everything! the ways of 
the people, their ideas, their pe- 
culiar cachet. The very expression 
of their faces amuses me.” 

“Most of them have no expres- 
sion at all.” 

“Oh, you are used to it,” Flori- 
mond said. “You have become one 
of themselves; you have ceased to 
notice.” 

“I am more of a stranger than 
you; I was born beneath other 
skies. Is it possible that you don’t 
know yet that I am a native of 
Baltimore? “Maryland, my Mary- 
land!’” 

“Have they got so much expres- 
sion in Maryland? No, I thank 
you; no tea. Is it possible!” Flori- 
mond went on, with the familiar- 
ity of pretended irritation, — “is it 
possible that you haven’t noticed 
yet that I never take it? Boisson 
fade, écceurante, as Balzac calls 
its; 

“Ah, well, if you don’t take it 
on account of Balzac!” said Mrs. 
Mesh. “I never saw a man who 
had such fantastic reasons. Where, 
by the way, is the volume of that 
depraved old author which you 
promised to bring me?” 

“When do you think he flour- 
ished? You call everything old, in 
this country, that isn’t in the morn- 
ing paper. I haven’t brought you 


the volume, because I don’t want 
to bring you presents,” Florimond 
said; “I want you to love me for 
myself, as they say in Paris.” 

“Don’t quote what they say in 
Paris! Don’t sully this innocent 
bower with those fearful words!” 
Mrs. Mesh rejoined, with a jocose 
intention. “Dear lady, your son is 
not everything we could wish!” 
she added in the same mock dra- 
matic tone, as the curtain of the 
door was lifted, and Mrs. Daintry 
rather timidly advanced. Mrs. 
Daintry had come to satisfy a cu- 
riosity, after all quite legitimate; 
she could no longer resist the im- 
pulse to ascertain for herself, so 
far as she might, how Rachel Tor- 
rance and Florimond were getting 
on. She had had no definite ex- 
pectation of finding Florimond at 
Mrs. Mesh’s; but she supposed 
that at this hour of the afternoon, 
— it was already dark, and the ice, 
in many parts of Beacon Street, 
had a_ polish which gleamed 
through the dusk, — she should find 
Rachel. “Your son has lived too 
long in far-off lands; he has dwelt 
among outworn things,” Mrs. 
Mesh went on, as she conducted 
her visitor to a chair. “Dear lady, 
you are not as Balzac was; do you 
start at the mention of his name? 
—therefore you will have some 
tea in a little painted cup.” 

Mrs. Daintry was not bewil- 
dered, though it may occur to the 
reader that she might have been; 
she was only a little disappointed. 
She had hoped she might have 
occasion to talk about Florimond; 
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but the young man’s presence was 
a denial of this privilege. “I am 
afraid Rachel is not at home,” she 
remarked. “I am afraid she will 
think I have not been very atten- 
tive.” 

“She will be in in a moment; 
we are waiting for her,” Florimond 
said. “It’s impossible she should 
think any harm of you. I have told 
her too much good.” 

“Ah, Mrs. Daintry, don’t build 
too much on what he has told her! 
He’s a false and faithless man!” 
Pauline Mesh interposed; while 
the good lady from Newbury 
Street, smiling at this adjuration, 
but looking a little grave, turned 
from one of her companions to the 
other. Florimond had relapsed into 
his chair by the fireplace; he sat 
contemplating the embers, and fin- 
gering the tip of his mustache. 
Mrs. Daintry imbibed her tea, and 
told how often she had slipped 
coming down the hill. These ex- 
pedients helped her to wear a 
quiet face; but in reality she was 
nervous, and she felt rather fool- 
ish. It came over her that she was 
rather dishonest; she had pre- 
sented herself at Mrs. Mesh’s in 
the capacity of a spy. The reader 
already knows she was subject to 
sudden revulsions of feeling. There 
is an adage about repenting at 
leisure; but Mrs. Daintry always 
repented in a hurry. There was 
something in the air— something 
impalpable, magnetic—that told 
her she had better not have come; 
and even while she conversed with 
Mrs. Mesh she wondered what 
this mystic element could be. Of 


course she had been greatly pre- 
occupied, these last weeks; for it 
had seemed to her that her plan 
with regard to Rachel Torrance 
was succeeding only too well. 
Florimond had frankly accepted 
her in the spirit in which she had 
been offered, and it was very 
plain that she was helping him to 
pass his winter. He was constantly 
at the house, — Mrs. Daintry could 
not tell exactly how often; but she 
knew very well that in Boston, if 
one saw anything of a person, one 
saw a good deal. At first he used 
to speak of it; for two or three 
weeks, he had talked a good deal 
about Rachel Torrance. More 
lately, his allusions had become 
few; yet to the best of Mrs. Dain- 
try’s belief his step was often in 
Arlington Street. This aroused her 
suspicions, and at times it trou- 
bled her conscience; there were 
moments when she wondered 
whether, in arranging a genial 
winter for Florimond, she had also 
prepared a season of torment for 
herself. Was he in love with the 
girl, or had he already discovered 
that the girl was in love with him? 
The delicacy of either situation 
would account for his silence. Mrs. 
Daintry said to herself that it 
would be a grim joke if she should 
prove to have plotted. only too 
well. It was her sister-in-law’s 
warning in especial that haunted 
her imagination, and she scarcely 
knew, at times, whether more to 
hope that Florimond might have 
been smitten, or to pray that Ra- 
chel might remain indifferent. It 
was impossible for Mrs. Daintry 
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to shake off the sense of responsi- 
bility; she could not shut her eyes 
to the fact that she had been: the 
prime mover. It was all very well 
to say that the situation, as it 
stood, was of Lucretia’s making; 
the thing never would have come 
into Lucretia’s head if she had 
not laid it before her. Unfortu- 
nately, with the quiet life she 
led, she had very little chance to 
observe; she went out so little, 
that she was reduced to guessing 
what the manner of the two young 
persons might be to each other 
when they met in society, and she 
should have thought herself want- 
ing in delicacy if she had sought 
to be intimate with Rachel Tor- 
rance. Now that her plan was in 
operation, she could make no at- 
tempt to foster it, to acknowledge 
it in the face of Heaven. Fortu- 
nately, Rachel had so many at- 
tentions, that there was no fear of 
her missing those of Newbury 
Street. She had dined there once, 
in the first days of her sojourn, 
without Pauline and Donald, who 
had declined, and with Joanna 
and Joanna’s husband for all 
“company.” Mrs. Daintry had no- 
ticed nothing particular then, save 
that Arthur Merriman talked 
rather more than usual, — though 
he was always a free talker, — and 
had bantered Rachel rather more 
‘familiarly than was perhaps nec- 
essary (considering that he, after 
all, was not her cousin) on her ig- 
norance of Boston, and her think- 
ing that Pauline Mesh could tell 
her anything about it. On this oc- 
casion Florimond talked very lit- 
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tle; of course he could not say 
much when Arthur was in such 
extraordinary spirits. She knew by 
this time all that Florimond 
thought of his brother-in-law, and 
she herself had to confess that she 
liked Arthur better in his jaded 
hours, even though then he was a 
little cynical. Mrs. Daintry had 
been perhaps a little disappointed 
in Rachel, whom she saw for the 
first time in several years. The girl 
was less peculiar than she remem- 
bered her being, savored less of 
the old studio, the musical parties, 
the creditors waiting at the door. 
However, people in Boston found 
her unusual, and Mrs. Daintry re- 
flected, with a twinge at her de- 
pravity, that perhaps she had ex- 
pected something too dishevelled. 
At any rate, several weeks had 
elapsed since then, and there had 
been plenty of time for Miss Tor- 
rance to attach herself to Flori- 
mond. It was less than ever Mrs. 
Daintry’s wish that he should 
(even in this case) ask her to be 
his wife. It seemed to her less than 
ever the way her son should marry, 
—because he had got entangled 
with a girl in consequence of his 
mother’s rashness. It occurred to 
her, of course, that she might 
warn the young man; but when it 
came to the point she could not 
bring herself to speak. She had 
never discussed the question of 
love with him, and she didn't 
know what ideas he might have 
brought with him from Paris. It 
was too delicate; it might put no- 
tions into his head. He might say 
something strange and French, 
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which she shouldn’t like; and then 
perhaps she should feel bound to 
warn Rachel herself, —a compli- 
cation from which she absolutely 
shrank. It was part of her embar- 
rassment now, as she sat in Mrs. 
Mesh’s drawing-room, that she 
should probably spoil Florimond’s 
entertainment for this afternoon, 
and that such a crossing of his in- 
clination would make him the 
more dangerous. He had told her 
that he was waiting for Rachel to 
come in; and at the same time, in 
view of the lateness of the hour 
and her being on foot, when she 
herself should take her leave he 
would be bound in decency to ac- 
company her. As for remaining 
after Rachel should come in, that 
was an indiscretion which scarcely 
seemed to her possible. Mrs. Dain- 
try was an American mother, and 
she knew what the elder genera- 
tion owes to the younger. If Flori- 
mond had come there to call on a 
young lady, he didn’t, as they 
used to say, want any mothers 
round. She glanced covertly at her 
son, to try and find some comfort 
in his countenance; for her per- 
plexity was heavy. But she was 
struck only with his looking very 
handsome, as he lounged there in 
the firelight, and with his being 
very much at home. This did not 
lighten her burden, and she ex- 
pressed all the weight of it—in 
the midst of Mrs. Mesh’s flights of 
comparison —in an irrelevant lit- 
tle sigh. At such a time her only 
comfort could be the thought that 
at all events she had not betrayed 
herself to Lucretia. She had 


scarcely exchanged a word with 
Lucretia about Rachel since that 
young lady’s arrival; and she had 
observed in silence that Miss 
Daintry now had a guest in the 
person of a young woman who had 
lately opened a kindergarten. This 
reticence might surely pass’ for 
natural. 

Rachel came in before long, but 
even then Mrs. Daintry ventured 
to stay a little. The visitor from 
Brooklyn embraced Mrs. Mesh, 
who told her that, prodigal as she 
was, there was no fatted calf for 
her return; she must content her- 
self with cold tea. Nothing could 
be more charming than her man- 
ner, which was full of native arch- 
ness; and it seemed to Mrs. Dain- 
try that she directed her pleasan- 
tries at Florimond with a grace 
that was intended to be irresisti- 
ble. The relation between them 
was a relation of “chaff,” and con- 
sisted, on one side and the other, 
in alternations of attack and de- 
fence. Mrs. Daintry reflected that 
she should not wish her son to 
have a wife who should be per- 
petually turning him into a joke; 
for it seemed to her, perhaps, that 
Rachel Torrance put in her thrusts 
rather faster than Florimond could 
parry them. She was evidently 
rather wanting in the faculty of 
reverence, and Florimond panted 
a little. They presently went into 
an adjoining room, where the 
lamplight was brighter; Rachel 
wished to show the young man 
an old painted fan, which she had 
brought back from the repairer’s. 
They remained there ten minutes. 
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Mrs. Daintry, as she sat with Mrs. 
Mesh, heard their voices much 
intermingled. She wished -very 
much to confide herself a little to 
Pauline, — to ask her whether she 
thought Rachel was in love with 
Florimond. But she had a fore- 
boding that this would not be safe; 
Pauline was capable of repeating 
her question to the others, of call- 
ing out to Rachel to come back 
and answer it. She contented her- 
self, therefore, with asking her 
hostess about the little Meshes, 
and regaling her with anecdotes of 
Joanna’s progeny. 

“Don’t you ever have your little 
ones with you at this hour?” she 
inquired. “You know this is what 
Longfellow calls the children’s 
hour.” 

Mrs. Mesh hesitated a moment. 
“Well, you know, one can’t have 
everything at once. I have my so- 
cial duties now; I have my guests. 
I have Miss Torrance,— you see 
she is not a person one can over- 
look.” 

“I suppose not,” said poor Mrs. 
Daintry, remembering how little 
she herself had overlooked her. 

“Have you done brandishing 
that superannuated relic?” Mrs. 
Mesh asked of Rachel and Flori- 
mond, as they returned to the fire- 
side. “I should as soon think of 
fanning myself with the _ fire- 
shovel!” 

“He has broken my heart,” Ra- 
chel said. “He tells me it is not a 
Watteau.” 

“Do you believe everything he 
tells you, my dear? His word is 
the word of the betrayer.” 


“Well, I know Watteau didn’t 
paint fans,” Florimond remarked, 
“any more than Michael Angelo.” 

“I suppose you think he painted 
ceilings,” said Rachel Torrance. “T 
have painted a great many myself.” 

“A great many ceilings? I should 
like to see that!” Florimond ex- 
claimed. 

Rachel Torrance, with her usual 
promptness, adopted this fantasy. 
“Yes, I have decorated half the 
churches in Brooklyn; you know 
how many there are.” 

“If you mean fans, I wish men 
carried them,” the young man 
went on; “I should like to have 
one de votre fagon.” , 

“You're cool enough as you are; 
I should be sorry to give you any- 
thing that would make you cooler!” 

This retort, which may not 
strike the reader by its originality, 
was pregnant enough for Mrs. 
Daintry; it seemed to her to de- 
note that the situation was. criti- 
cal; and she proposed to retire. 
Florimond walked home with her; 
but it was only as they reached 
their door that she ventured to say 
to him what had been on her 
tongue’s end since they left Ar- 
lington Street. 

“Florimond, I want to ask you 
something. I think it is important, 
and you mustn’t be surprised. Are 
you in love with Rachel Tor- 
rance?” 

Florimond stared, in the light 
of the street-lamp. The collar of 
his overcoat was turned up; he 
stamped a little as he stood still; 
the breath of the February eve- 
ning pervaded the empty vistas of 
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the “new land.” “In love with Ra- 
chel Torrance? Jamais de la viel 
What put that into your head?” 

“Seeing you with her, that way, 
this evening. You know you are 
very attentive.” 

“How do you mean, attentive?” 

“You go there very often. Isn’t 
it almost every day?” 

Florimond hesitated, and, in 
spite of the frigid dusk, his mother 
could see that there was irritation 
in his eye. “Where else can I go, 
in this precious place? It’s the 
pleasantest house here.” 

“Yes, I suppose it’s very pleas- 
ant,” Mrs. Daintry murmured. 
“But I would rather have you re- 
turn to Paris than go there too 
often,’ she added, with sudden 
energy. 

“How do you mean, too often? 
Quest-ce qui vous prend, ma 
mére?” said Florimond. 

“Is Rachel— Rachel in love 
with youP” she inquired solemnly. 
She felt that this question, though 
her heart beat as she uttered it, 
should not be mitigated by a cir- 
cumlocution. 

“Good heavens! mother, fancy 
talking about love in this tempera- 
ture!” Florimond exclaimed. “Let 
one at least get into the house.” 

Mrs. Daintry followed him re- 
luctantly; for she always had a 
feeling that if anything disagree- 
able were to be done, one should 
not make it less drastic by select- 
ing agreeable conditions. In the 
drawing-room, before the fire, she 
returned to her inquiry. “My son, 


you have not answered me about 
Rachel,” 


“Is she in love with me? Why, 
very possibly!” 

“Are you serious, Florimond?” 

“Why shouldn’t I be? I have 
seen the way women go off.” 

Mrs. Daintry was silent a mo- 
ment. “Florimond, is it true?” she 
said, presently. 

“Is what true? I don’t see where 
you want to come out?” 

“Is it true that that girl has 
fixed her affections—” and Mrs. 
Daintry’s voice dropped. 

“Upon me, ma méreP I don’t 
say it’s true, but I say it’s possible. 
You ask me, and I can only answer 
you. I am not swaggering, I am 
simply giving you decent satisfac- 
tion. You wouldn’t have me think 
it impossible that a woman should 
fall in love with me? You know 
what women are, and how there 
is nothing, in that way, too queer 
for them to do.” 

Mrs. Daintry, in spite of the 
knowledge of her sex that she 
might be supposed to possess, was 
not prepared to rank herself on 
the side of this axiom. “I wished 
to warn you,” she simply said; “do 
be very careful.” 

“Yes, Fll be careful; but I can’t 
give up the house.” 

“There are other houses, Flori- 
mond.” 

“Yes, but there is a special 
charm there.” 

“I would rather you should re- 
turn to Paris than do any harm.” 

“Oh, I sha’n’t do any harm; 
don’t worry, ma mére,” said Flor- 
imond. 

It was a relief to Mrs. Daintry 
to have spoken, and she endeav- 
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ored not to worry. It was doubt- 
less this effort that, for the rest of 
the winter, gave her a somewhat 
rigid, anxious look. People who 
met her in Beacon Street missed 
something from her face. It was 
her usual confidence in the clear- 
ness of human duty; and some of 
her friends explained the change 
by saying that she was disap- 
pointed about Florimond, —she 
was afraid he was not particularly 


liked. 
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By the first of March this young 
man had received a good many 
optical impressions, and had noted 
in water-colors several character- 
istic winter effects. He had per- 
ambulated Boston in every direc- 
tion, he had even extended his 
researches to the suburbs; and if 
his eye had been curious, his eye 
was now almost satisfied. He per- 
ceived that even amid the simple 
civilization of New England there 
was material for the naturalist; 
and in Washington Street of a 
winter’s afternoon, it came home 
to him that it was a fortunate 
thing the impressionist was not 
exclusively preoccupied with the 
beautiful. He became familiar 
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with the slushy streets, crowded . 


with thronging pedestrians and 
obstructed horse-cars, bordered 
with strange, promiscuous shops, 
which seemed at once violent 
and indifferent, overhung with 


snowbanks from the housetops; 
the avalanche ‘that detached itself 
at intervals, fell with an enormous 
thud amid the dense processions 
of women, made for a moment a 
clear space, splashed with whiter 
snow, on the pavement, and con- 
tributed to the gayety of the Puri- 
tan capital. Supreme in the thor- 
oughfare was the rigid groove of 
the railway, where oblong recep- 
tacles, of fabulous capacity, gov- 


emed by familiar citizens, jolted 


and jingled eternally, close on 
each other’s rear, absorbing and 
emitting innumerable specimens 
of a single type. The road on 
either side, buried in mounds of 
pulverized, mud-colored ice, was 
ploughed across by laboring vehi- 
cles, and traversed periodically by 
the sisterhood of “shoppers,” laden 
with satchels and parcels, and 
protected by a round-backed po- 
liceman. Florimond looked at the 
shops, saw the women disgorged, 
surging, ebbing, dodged the ava- 
lanches, squeezed in and out of 
the horse-cars, made himself, on 
their little platforms, where flat- 
ness was enforced, as perpen- 
dicular as possible. The horses 
steamed in the sunny air, the 
conductor punched the tickets 
and poked the passengers, some 
of whom were under and some 
above, and all alike stabled in 
trampled straw. They were pre- 
cipitated, collectively, by stop- 
pages and starts; the tight, silent 
interior stuffed itself more and 
more, and the whole machine 
heaved and reeled in its inter- 
rupted course. Florimond had for- 
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gotten the look of many things, 
the details of American publicity; 
in some cases, indeed, he only 
pretended to himself that he had 
forgotten them, because it helped 
to entertain him. The houses—a 
bristling, jagged line of talls and 
shorts, a particolored surface, ex- 
pressively commercial — were spot- 
ted with staring signs, with labels 
and pictures, with advertisements 
familiar, colloquial, vulgar; the 
air was traversed with the tangle 
of the telegraph, with festoons of 
bunting, with banners not of war, 
with inexplicable loops and ropes; 
the shops, many of them enor- 
mous, had heterogeneous fronts, 
with queer juxtapositions in the 
articles that peopled them, and in- 
completeness of array, the stamp 
of the latest modern ugliness. They 
had pendent stuffs in the door- 
ways, and flapping tickets outside. 
Every fifty yards there was a 
“candy store;” in the intervals was 
the painted panel of a chiropodist, 
representing him in his profes- 
sional attitude. Behind the plates 
of glass, in the hot interiors, be- 
hind the counters, were pale, 
familiar, delicate, tired faces of 
women, with polished hair and 
glazed complexions. Florimond 
knew their voices; he knew how 
women would speak when their 
hair was “treated,” as they said 
in the studios, like that. But the 


women that passed through the ~ 


streets were the main spectacle. 
Florimond had forgotten their 
extraordinary numerosity, and the 
impression that they produced of 
a deluge of petticoats. He could 


see that they were perfectly at 
home on the road; they had an 
air of possession, of perpetual 
equipment, a look, in the eyes, of 
always meeting the gaze of 
crowds, always seeing people pass, 
noting things in shop-windows, 
and being on the watch at cross- 
ings; many of them _ evidently 
passed most of their time in these 
conditions, and Florimond won- 
dered what sort of intérieurs they 
could have. He felt at moments 
that he was in a city of women, 
in a country of women. The same 
impression came to him dans le 
monde, as he used to say, for he 
made the most incongruous appli- 
cation of his little French phrases 
to Boston. The talk, the social life, 
were so completely in the hands 
of the ladies, the masculine note 
was so subordinate, that on cer- 
tain occasions he could have be- 
lieved himself (putting the bright- 
ness aside) in a country stricken 
by a war, where the men had all 
gone to the army, or in a seaport 
half depopulated by the absence 
of its vessels. This idea had inter- 
missions; for instance, when he 
walked out to Cambridge. In this 
little excursion he often indulged; 
he used to go and see one of his 
college mates, who was now a 
tutor at Harvard. He stretched 
away across the long, mean 
bridge that spans the mouth of 
the Charles,—a mile of wooden 
piles, supporting a brick pave- 
ment, a roadway deep in mire, 
and a rough timber fence, over 
which the pedestrian enjoys a 
view of the frozen bay, the backs 
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of many new houses, and a big 
brown marsh. The horse-cars bore 
him company, relieved here of 
the press of the streets, though 
not of their internal congestion, 
and constituting the principal fea- 
ture of the wide, blank avenue, 
where the puddles lay large across 
the bounding rails. He followed 
their direction through a middle 
region, in which the small wooden 
houses had an air of tent-like im- 
permanence, and the February 
mornings, splendid and indiscreet, 
stared into bare windows and 
seemed to make civilization trans- 
parent. Further, the suburb re- 
mained wooden, but grew neat, 
and the painted houses looked 
out on the car-track with an ex- 
pression almost of superiority. At 
Harvard, the buildings were square 
and fresh; they stood in a yard 
planted with slender elms, which 
the winter had reduced to spindles; 
the town stretched away from the 
horizontal palings of the collegiate 
precinct, low, flat, and immense, 
with vague, featureless spaces and 
the air of a clean encampment. 
Florimond remembered that when 
the summer came in, the whole 
place was transformed. It was 
pervaded by verdure and dust, 
the slender elms became profuse, 
arching over the unpaved streets, 
the green shutters bowed them- 
selves before the windows, the 
flowers and creeping-plants 
bloomed in the small gardens, 
and on the piazzas, in the gaps 
of dropped awnings, light dresses 
arrested the eye. At night, in the 
warm darkness, —for Cambridge 


is not festooned with lamps, — 
the bosom of nature would seem 
to palpitate, there would be a 
smell of earth and vegetation, — 
a smell more primitive than the 
odor of Europe,—and the air 
would vibrate with the sound of 
insects. All this was in reserve, 
if one would have patience, 
especially from March to June; 
but for the present the seat of 
the University struck our poor 
little critical Florimond as rather 
hard and bare. As the winter 
went on, and the days grew longer, 
he knew that Mrs. Daintry often 
believed him to be in Arlington 
Street when he was walking out 
to see his friend the tutor, who 
had once spent a winter in Paris 
and who never tired of talking 
about it. It is to be feared that he 
did not undeceive her so punctu- 
ally as he might; for, in the first 
place, he was at Mrs. Mesh’s very 
often; in the second, he failed to 
understand how worried his mother 
was; and in the third, the idea 
that he should be thought to have 
the peace of mind of a brilliant 
girl in his keeping was not dis- 
agreeable to him. 

One day his Aunt Lucretia found 
him in Arlington Street; it occurred 
to her about the middle of the 
winter that, considering she liked 
Rachel Torrance so much, she had 
not been to see her very often. 
She had little time for such in- 
dulgences; but she caught a mo- 
ment in its flight, and was told 
at Mrs. Mesh’s door that this lady 
had not yet come in, but that her 
companion was accessible. Flori- 
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mond was in his customary chair 
by the chimney corner (his aunt 
perhaps did not know quite how 
customary it was), and Rachel, 
at the piano, was regaling him with 
a composition of Schubert. Flori- 
mond, up to this time, had not 
become very intimate with his 
aunt, who had not, as it were, 
given him the key of her house, 
and in whom he detected a cer- 
tain want of interest in his affairs. 
He had a limited sympathy with 
people who were interested only 
in their own, and perceived that 
Miss Daintry belonged to this pre- 
occupied and ungraceful class. It 
seemed to him that it would have 
been more becoming to her to 
feign at least a certain attention 
to the professional and social pros- 
pects of the most promising of 
her nephews. If there was one 
thing that Florimond disliked 
more than another, it was an eager 
self-absorption; and he could not 
see that it was any better for 
people to impose their personality 
upon committees and _ charities 
than upon general society. He 
would have modified this judg- 
ment of his kinswoman, with 
whom he had dined but once, if 
he could have guessed with what 
anxiety she watched for the symp- 
toms of that salutary change which 
she expected to see wrought in 
him by the fascinating independ- 
ence of Rachel Torrance. If she 
had dared, she would have 
prompted the girl a little; she 
would have confided to her this 
secret desire. But the matter was 


delicate; and Miss Daintry was 
shrewd enough to see that every- 
thing must be spontaneous. When 
she paused at the threshold of 
Mrs. Mesh’s drawing-room, look- 
ing from one of her young com- 
panions to the other, she felt a 
slight pang, for she feared they 
were getting on too well. Rachel 
was pouring sweet music into the 
young man’s ears, and turning to 
look at him over her shoulder 
while she played; and he with 
his head tipped back and his eyes 
on the ceiling hummed an accom- 
paniment which occasionally be- 
came an articulate remark. Har- 
monious intimacy was stamped 
upon the scene; and poor Miss 
Daintry was not struck with its 
being in any degree salutary. She 
was not reassured when, after ten 
minutes, Florimond took his de- 
parture; she could see that he was 
irritated by the presence of a third 
person; and this was a proof that 
Rachel had not yet begun to do her 
duty by him. It is possible that 
when the two ladies were left 
together, her disappointment would 
have led her to betray her views, 
had not Rachel almost immedi- 
ately said to her: “My dear cousin, 
I am so glad you have come; I 
might not have seen you again. 
I go away in three days.” 

“Go away? Where do you go 
toP” 

“Back to Brooklyn,” said Rachel, 
smiling sweetly. 

“Why on earth—I thought you 
had come here to stay for six 
months?” 
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“Oh, you, know, six months 
would be a terrible visit for these 
good people; and of course no 
time was fixed. That would ‘have 
been very absurd. I have been 
here an immense time already. 
It was to be as things should go.” 

“And haven't they gone well?” 

“Oh yes, they have gone beauti- 
fully.” 

“Then why in the world do you 
leave?” 

“Well, you know, I have duties 
at home. My mother coughs a 
good deal, and they write me dis- 
mal letters.” 

“They are ridiculous, selfish 
people. You are going home be- 
cause your mother coughs? I 
don’t believe a word of it!” Miss 
Daintry cried. “You have some 
other reason. Something has hap- 
pened here; it has become dis- 
agreeable. Be so good as to tell 
me the whole story.” 


Rachel answered that there was- 


not any story to tell, and that her 
reason consisted entirely of consci- 
entious scruples as to absenting her- 
self so long from her domestic cir- 
cle. Miss Daintry esteemed consci- 
entious scruples when they were 
well placed, but she thought 
poorly on the present occasion of 
those of Mrs. Mesh’s visitor; they 
interfered so much with her own 
sense of fitness. “Has Florimond 
been making love to you?” she 
suddenly inquired. “You mustn't 
mind that—beyond boxing his 
ears.” 

Her question appeared to amuse 
Miss Torrance exceedingly; and 


the girl, a little inarticulate with 
her mirth, answered very posi- 
tively that the young man had 
done her no such honor. 

“IT am very sorry to hear it,” 
said Lucretia; “I was in hopes he 
would give you a chance to take 
him down. He needs it very much. 
He’s dreadfully puffed up.” 

“He’s an amusing little man!” 

Miss Daintry put on her nippers. 
“Don’t tell me it’s you that are in 
love!” 

“Oh, dear no! I like big, seri- 
ous men, not small, Frenchified 
gentlemen, like Florimond. Excuse 
me if he’s your nephew, but you 
began it. Though I am fond of 
art,” the girl added, “I don’t think 
I am fond of artists.” 

“Do you call Florimond an 
artist?” 

Rachel Torrance hesitated a 
little, smiling. “Yes, when he poses 
for Pauline Mesh.” 

This rejoinder for a moment left 
Miss Daintry in visible perplexity; 
then a sudden light seemed to 
come to her. She flushed a little; 
what she found was more than 
she was looking for. She thought 
of many things quickly, and among 
others she thought that she had 
accomplished rather more than she 
intended. “Have you quarrelled 
with Pauline?” she said presently. 

“No, but she is tired of me.” 

“Everything has not gone well, 
then, and you have another rea- 
son for going home than your moth- 
ers cough?” 

“Yes, if you must know, Pauline 
wants me to go. I didn’t feel free 
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to tell you that; but since you 
guess it—” said Rachel, with her 
rancorless smile. 

“Has she asked you to decamp?” 

“Oh, dear no! for what do you 
take us? But she absents herself 
from the house; she stays away all 
day. I have to play to Florimond 
to console him.” 

“So you have been fighting 
about him?” Miss Daintry re- 
marked, perversely. 

“Ah, my dear cousin, what 
have you got in your head? Fight- 
ing about sixpence! if you knew 
how Florimond bores me! I play 
to him to keep him silent. I have 
heard everything he has to say, 
fifty times over!” 

Miss Daintry sank back in her 
chair; she was completely out of 
her reckoning. “I think he might 
have made love to you a little!” 
she exclaimed incoherently. 

“So do I! but he didn’t—not a 
crumb. He is afraid of me — thank 
Heaven!” 


“It isn’t for you he comes, then?” — 


Miss Daintry appeared to cling to 
her theory. 

“No, my dear cousin, it isn’t!” 

“Just now, as he sat there, one 
could easily have supposed it. 
He didn’t at all like my interrup- 
tion.” 

“That was because he was wait- 
ing for Pauline to come in. He 
will wait that way an hour. You 
may imagine whether he likes me 
for boring her so that, as I tell 
you, she can’t stay in the house. 
I am out myself as much as pos- 
sible. But there are days when I 
drop with fatigue; then I must 


rest. I can assure you that it’s 
fortunate that I go so soon.” 

“Is Pauline in love with him?” 
Miss Daintry asked, gravely. 

“Not a grain. She is the best 
little woman in the world.” 

“Except for being a goose. Why, 
then, does she object to your com- 
pany — after being so enchanted 
with you?” 

“Because even the best little 
woman in the world must object 
to something. She has everything 
in life, and nothing to complain 
of. Her children sleep all day, and 
her cook is a jewel. Her husband 
adores her, and she is perfectly 
satisfied with Mr. Mesh. I act on 
her nerves, and I think she be- 
lieves I regard her as rather silly 
to care so much for Florimond. 
Excuse me again!” 

“You contradict yourself. She 
does care for him, then?” 

“Oh, as she would care for a 
new coupé! She likes to have a 
young man of her own — fresh from 
Paris — quite to herself. She has 
everything else—why shouldn’t 
she have that? She thinks your 
nephew very original, and he 
thinks her what she is,—the 
prettiest woman in Boston. They 
have an idea that they are mak- 
ing a ‘celebrated friendship,’ — 
like Horace Walpole and Ma- 
dame du Deffand. They sit there 
face to face—they are as inno- 
cent as the shovel and tongs. But, 
all the same, I am in the way, and 
Pauline is provoked that I am not 
jealous.” 

Miss Daintry got up with en- 
ergy. “She’s a vain, hollow, silly 
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little creature, and you are quite 
right to go away; you are worthy 
of better company. Only you will 
not go back to Brooklyn, in spite 
of your mother’s cough; you will 
come straight to Mount Vernon 
Place.” 

Rachel hesitated to agree to this. 
She appeared to think it was her 
duty to quit Boston altogether; 
and she gave as a reason that she 
had already refused other invita- 
tions. But Miss Daintry had a bet- 
ter reason than this,—a reason 
that glowed in her indignant 
breast. It was she who had been 
the cause of the girl’s being drawn 
into this sorry adventure; it was 
she who should charge herself 
with the reparation. The conver- 
sation I have related took place 
on a Tuesday; and it was settled 
that on the Friday Miss Torrance 
should take up her abode for the 
rest of the winter under her Cousin 
Lucretia’s roof. This lady left the 
house without having seen Mrs. 
Mesh. 

On Thursday she had a visit 
from her sister-in-law, the motive 
of which was not long in appear- 
ing. All winter Mrs. Daintry had 
managed to keep silent on the 
subject of her doubts and fears. 
Discretion and dignity recom- 
mended this course; and the topic 
was a painful one to discuss with 
Lucretia, for the bruises of their 
primary interview still occasionally 
throbbed. But at the first sign of 
alleviation the excellent woman 
overflowed, and she lost no time 
in announcing to Lucretia, as a 
Heaven-sent piece of news, that 


Rachel had been called away by 
the illness of poor Mrs. Torrance, 
and was to leave Boston from one 
day to the other. Florimond had 
given her this information the 
evening before; and it had made 
her so happy, that she couldn’t 
help coming to let Lucretia know 
that they were safe. Lucretia lis- 
tened to her announcement in 
silence, fixing her eyes on her 
sister-in-law with an expression 
that the latter thought singular; 
but when Mrs. Daintry, expand- 
ing still further, went on to say 
that she had spent a winter of 
misery, that the harm the two to- 
gether (she and Lucretia) might 
have done was never out of her 
mind, for Florimond’s assiduity in 
Arlington Street had become no- 
torious, and she had been told that 
the most cruel things were said, 
—when Mrs. Daintry, expressing 
herself to this effect, added that 
from the present moment she 
breathed, the danger was over, 
the sky was clear, and her con- 
science might take a holiday, — 
her hostess broke into the most 
prolonged, the most characteristic, 
and most bewildering fit of laugh- 
ter in which she had ever known 
her to indulge. They were safe, 
Mrs. Daintry had said? For Lucre- 
tia this was true, now, of herself, 
at least; she was secure from the 
dangers of her irritation; her sense 
of the whole affair had turned to 
hilarious music. The contrast that 
rose before her between her visi- 
tor’s anxieties and the real position 
of the parties, her quick vision of 
poor Susan’s dismay in case that 
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reality should meet her eyes, 
among the fragments of her 
squandered scruples, — these things 
smote the chords of mirth in Miss 
Daintry’s spirit, and seemed to her 
in their high comicality to offer a 
sufficient reason for everything 
that had happened. The picture 
of her sister-in-law sitting all win- 
ter with her hands clasped and 
her eyes fixed on the wrong object 
was an image that would abide 
with her always; and it would 
render her an inestimable service, 
—it would cure her of the tend- 
ency to worry. As may be imag- 
ined, it was eminently open to 
Mrs. Daintry to ask her what on 
earth she was laughing at; and 
there was a color in the cheek of 
Florimond’s mother that brought 
her back to propriety. She’ sud- 
denly kissed this lady very tenderly 
—to the latter’s great surprise, 
there having been no kissing since 
her visit in November — and told 
her that she would reveal to her 
some day, later, the cause of so 
much merriment. She added that 
Miss Torrance was leaving Arling- 
ton Street, yes; but only to go as 
far as Mount Vernon Place. She 
was engaged to spend _ three 
months in that very house. Mrs. 
Daintry’s countenance, at this, fell 
several inches, and her joy ap- 
peared completely to desert her. 
She gave her sister-in-law a 
glance of ineffable reproach, and 
in a moment she_ exclaimed: 
“Then nothing is gained! it will 
all go on here!” 

“Nothing will go on here. If 
you mean that Florimond will 


pursue the young lady into this 
mountain fastness, you may simply 
be quiet. He is not fond enough 
of me to wear out my threshold.” 

“Are you very sure?” Mrs. Dain- 
try murmured, dubiously. 

“I know what I say. Hasn’t he 
told you he hates me?” 

Mrs. Daintry colored again, and 
hesitated. “I don’t know how you 
think we talk,” she said. 

“Well, he does, and he will 
leave us alone.” 

Mrs. Daintry sprang up with an 
elasticity that was comical. “That’s 
all I ask!” she exclaimed. 

“I believe you hate me too!” 
Lucretia said, laughing; but at 
any risk, she kissed her sister-in- 
law again before they separated. 

Three weeks later Mrs. Daintry 
paid her another visit; and this 
time she looked very. serious. “It’s 
very strange. I don’t know what 
to think. But perhaps you know 
it already?” This was her entrée 
en matiére, as the French say. 
“Rachel’s leaving Arlington Street 
has made no difference. He goes 
there as much as ever. I see no 
change at all. Lucretia, I have 
not the peace that I thought had 
come,” said poor Mrs. Daintry, 
whose voice had failed below her 
breath. 

“Do you mean that he goes to 
see Pauline Mesh?” 

“I'm afraid so, every day.” 

“Well, my dear, what’s the 
harm?” Miss Daintry asked. “He 
cant hurt her by not marrying 
her.” 

Mrs. Daintry stared; she was 
amazed at her sister-in-law’s tone. 
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“But it makes one suppose that all 
winter, for so many weeks, it has 
been for her that he has gone!” 
and the image of the téte-d-téte 
in which she had found them im- 
mured that day, rose again be- 
fore her; she could interpret it 
now. 

“You. wanted some one; why 
may not Pauline have served?” 

Mrs. Daintry was silent, with 
ihe same expanded eyes. “Lucre- 
tia, it is not right!” 

“My dear Susan, you are touch- 
ing,” Lucretia said. 

Mrs. Daintry went on without 
heeding her. “It appears that 
people are talking about it; they 
have noticed it for ever so long. 
Joanna never hears anything, or 
she would have told me. The 
children are too much. I have 
been the last to know.” 

“I knew it a month ago,” said 
Miss Daintry, smiling. 

“And you never told me?” 

“T knew that you wanted to de- 
tain him. Pauline will detain him 
a year.” 

Mrs. Daintry gathered herself 
together. “Not a day, not an hour, 
that I can help! He shall go, if 
I have to take him.” 

“My dear Susan,” murmured 
her sister-in-law on the threshold. 
Miss Daintry scarcely knew what 
to say; she was almost frightened 
at the rigidity of her face. 

“My dear Lucretia, it is not 
right!” This ejaculation she sol- 
emnly repeated, and she took her 
departure as if she were decided 
upon action. 


She had found so little sym- 


pathy in her sister-in-law, that 
she made no answer to a note 
Miss Daintry wrote her that eve- 
ning, to remark that she was really 
unjust to Pauline, who was silly, 
vain, and flattered by the develop- 
ment of her ability to monopolize 
an impressionist, but a perfectly 
innocent little woman and _ inca- 
pable of a serious flirtation. Miss 
Daintry had been careful to add 
to these last words no comment 
that could possibly shock Flori- 
mond’s mother. Mrs. Daintry an- 
nounced, about the 10th of April, 
that she had made up her mind 
she needed a change, and had 
determined to go abroad for the 
summer; and she looked so tired 
that people could see there was 
reason in it. Her summer began 
early; she embarked on the 20th 
of the month, accompanied by 
Florimond. Miss Daintry, who had 
not been obliged to dismiss the 
young lady of the kindergarten to 
make room for Rachel Torrance, 
never knew what had passed be- 
tween the mother and the son, 
and she was disappointed at Mrs. 
Mesh’s coolness in the face of this 
catastrophe. She disapproved of 
her flirtation with Florimond, and 
yet she was vexed at Pauline’s 
pert resignation; it proved her to 
be so superficial. She disposed of 
everything with her absurd little 
phrases, that were half slang and 
half quotation. Mrs. Daintry was 
a native of Salem, and this gave 
Pauline, as a Baltimorean and a 
descendant of the Cavaliers, an 
obvious opportunity. Rachel re- 
peated her words to Miss Daintry, 
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for she had spoken to Rachel of 
Florimond’s departure, the 
after he embarked. “Oh yes, he’s 
in the midst of the foam, the 
cruel, crawling foam! I ‘kind of 
miss him, afternoons; he was so 
useful round the fire. It’s his 
mother that charmed him away; 
she’s a most uncanny old party. I 
don’t care for Salem witches, any- 
way; she has worked on him with 


day | 


philters and spells!” Lucretia was 
obliged to recognize a grain of 
truth in this last assertion; she felt 
that her sister-in-law must indeed 
have worked upon Florimond, and 
she smiled to think that the con- 
scientious Susan should have de- 
scended, in the last resort, to an 
artifice, to a pretext. She had 
probably persuaded him she was 
tired of Joanna’s children. 
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Ir has long been the custom of the 
North German Lloyd steamers, 
which convey passengers from 
Bremen to New York, to anchor 
for several hours in the pleasant 
port of Southampton, where their 
human cargo receives many addi- 
tions. An intelligent young Ger- 
man, Count Otto Vogelstein, hardly 
knew a few years ago whether to 
condemn this custom or approve 
it. He leaned over the bulwarks 
of the Donau as the American 
passengers crossed the plank— 
the travelers who embark at South- 
ampton are mainly of that nation- 
ality — and curiously, indifferently, 
vaguely, through the smoke of his 
cigar, saw them absorbed in the 
huge capacity of the ship, where 
he had the agreeable conscious- 
ness that his own. nest was com- 
fortably made. To watch from 
such a point of vantage the 
struggles of those less fortunate 
than ourselves — of the uninformed, 
the unprovided, the belated, the 
bewildered —is an occupation not 
devoid of sweetness, and there 
was nothing to mitigate the com- 
placency with which our young 
friend gave himself up to it; noth- 
ing, that is, save a natural benev- 


olence which had not yet been 
extinguished by the conscious- 
ness of official greatness. For 
Count Vogelstein was official, as 
I think you would have seen from 
the straightness of his back, the 
lustre of his light elegant spec- 
tacles, and something discreet and 
diplomatic in the curve of his 
moustache, which looked as if it 
might well contribute to the prin- 
cipal function, as cynics say, of 
the lips—the active concealment 
of thought. He had been appointed 
to the secretaryship of the Ger- 
man legation at Washington and in 
these first days of the autumn was 
about to take possession of his 
post. He was a model character 
for such a purpose —serious civil 
ceremonious curious stiff, stuffed 
with knowledge and convinced 
that, as lately rearranged, the Ger- 
man Empire places in the most 
striking light the highest of all the 
possibilities of the greatest of all 
the peoples. He was quite aware, 
however, of the claims to eco- 
nomic and other consideration of 
the United States, and that this 
quarter of the globe offered a vast 
field for study. 

The process of enquiry had 
already begun for him, in spite 
of his having as yet spoken to 
none of his fellow passengers; the 
case being that Vogelstein en- 
quired not only with his tongue, 
but with his eyes—that is with 
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his spectacles—with his ears, 
with his nose, with his palate, with 
all his senses and organs. He was 
a highly upright young man, 
whose only fault was that his sense 
of comedy, or of the humour of 
things, had never been specifically 
disengaged from his several other 
senses. He vaguely felt that some- 
thing should be done about this, 
and in a general manner proposed 
to do it, for he was on his way to 
explore a society abounding in 
comic aspects. This consciousness 
of a missing measure gave him a 
certain mistrust of what might be 
said of him; and if circumspec- 
tion is the essence of diplomacy 
our young aspirant promised well. 
His mind contained several mil- 
lions of facts, packed too closely 
together for the light breeze of 
the imagination to draw through 
the mass. He was impatient to 
report himself to his superior in 
Washington, and the loss of time 
in an English port could only 
incommode him, inasmuch as the 
study of English institutions was 
no part of his mission. On the 
other hand the day was charming; 
the blue sea, in Southampton 
Water, pricked all over with light, 
had no movement but that of its 
infinite shimmer. Moreover he was 
by no means sure that he should 
be happy in the United States, 
where doubtless he should find 
himself soon enough disembarked. 
He knew that this was not an 
important question and that hap- 
piness was an unscientific term, 
such as a man of his education 
should be ashamed to use even 


in the silence of his thoughts. 
Lost none the less in the incon- 
siderate crowd and feeling him- 
self neither in his own country nor 
in that to which he was in a 
manner accredited, he was reduced 
to his mere personality; so that 
during the hour, to save his 
importance, he cultivated such 
ground as lay in sight for a judge- 
ment of this delay to which the 
German steamer was _ subjected 
in English waters. Mightn’t it be 
proved, facts, figures and docu- 
ments—or at least watch—in 
hand, considerably greater than 
the occasion demanded? 

Count Vogelstein was still young 
enough in diplomacy to think it 
necessary to have opinions. He had 
a good many indeed which had 
been formed without difficulty; 
they had been received ready- 
made from a line of ancestors who 
knew what they liked. This was 
of course—and under pressure, 
being candid, he would have ad- 
mitted it—an unscientific way of 
furnishing one’s mind. Our young 
man was a stiff conservative, a 
Junker of Junkers; he thought 
modern democracy a temporary 
phase and expected to find many 
arguments against it in the great 
Republic. In regard to these things 
it was a pleasure to him to feel 
that, with his complete training, 
he had been taught thoroughly to 
appreciate the nature of evidence. 
The ship was heavily laden with 
German emigrants, whose mission 
in the United States differed con- 
siderably from Count Otto’s. They 
hung over the bulwarks, densely 
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grouped; they leaned forward on 
their elbows for hours, their shoul- 
ders kept on a level with their 
ears; the men in furred caps, smok- 
ing long-bowled pipes, the women 
with babies hidden in remarkably 
ugly shawls. Some were yellow 
Germans and some were black, 
and all looked greasy and matted 
with the sea-damp. They were 
destined to swell still further the 
huge current of the Western de- 
mocracy; and Count Vogelstein 
doubtless said to himself that they 
wouldn’t improve its quality. Their 
numbers, however, were striking, 
and I know not what he thought 
of the nature of this particular ev- 
idence. 

The passengers who came on 
board at Southampton were not of 
the greasy class; they were for the 
most part American families who 
had been spending the summer, or 
a longer period, in Europe. They 
had a great deal of luggage, in- 
numerable bags and rugs and 
hampers and sea-chairs, and were 
composed largely of ladies of var- 
ious ages, a little pale with an- 
ticipation, wrapped also in striped 
shawls, though in prettier ones 
than the nursing mothers of the 
steerage, and crowned with very 
high hats and feathers. They 
darted to and fro across the gang- 
way, looking for each other and 
for their scattered parcels; they 
separated and reunited, they ex- 
claimed and declared, they eyed 
with dismay the occupants of the 
forward quarter, who seemed nu- 
merous enough to sink the vessel, 
and their voices sounded faint and 


far as they rose to Vogelstein’s ear 
over the latter’s great tarred sides. 
He noticed that in the new con- 
tingent there were many young 
girls, and he remembered what a 
lady in Dresden had once said to 
him — that America was the coun- 
try of the Madchen. He wondered 
whether he should like that, and 
reflected that it would be an as- 
pect to study, like everything else. 
He had known in Dresden an 
American family in which there 
were three daughters who used to 
skate with the officers, and some 
of the ladies now coming on board 
struck him as of that same habit, 
except that in the Dresden days 
feathers weren't worn quite so 
high. 

At last the ship began to creak 
and slowly budge, and the delay 
at Southampton came to an end. 
The gangway was removed and 
the vessel indulged in the awk- 
ward evolutions that were to de- 
tach her from the land. Count 
Vogelstein had finished his cigar, 
and he spent a long time in walk- 
ing up and down the upper deck. 
The charming English coast passed 
before him, and he felt this to be 
the last of the old world. The 
American coast also might be 
pretty —he hardly knew what one 
would expect of an American 
coast; but he was sure it would 
be different. Differences, however, 
were notoriously half the charm of 
travel, and perhaps even most 
when they couldn’t be expressed 
in figures, numbers, diagrams or 
the other merely useful symbols. 
As yet indeed there were very few 
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among the objects presented to 
sight on the steamer. Most of his 
fellow passengers appeared of one 
and the same persuasion, and that 
persuasion the least to be mis- 
taken. They were Jews and com- 
mercial to a man. And by this 
time they had lighted their cigars 
and put on all manner of seafar- 
ing caps, some of them with big 
ear-lappets which somehow had 
the effect of bringing out their 
peculiar facial type. At last the 
new voyagers began to emerge 
from below and to look about 
them, vaguely, with that  suspi- 
cious expression of face always to 
be noted in the newly embarked 
and which, as directed to the re- 
ceding land, resembles that of a 
person who begins to perceive 
himself the victim of a trick. Earth 
and ocean, in such glances, are 
made the subject of a sweeping 
objection, and many travellers, in 
the general plight, have an air at 
once duped and superior, which 
seems to say that they could easily 
go ashore if they would. 

It still wanted two hours of 
dinner, and by the time Vogel- 
stein’s long legs had measured 
three or four miles on the deck he 
was ready to settle himself in his 
sea-chair and draw from his 
pocket a Tauchnitz novel by an 
American author whose pages, he 
had been assured, would help to 
prepare him for some of the oddi- 
_ties. On the back of his chair his 
name was painted in rather large 
letters, this being a precaution 
taken at the recommendation of a 
friend who had told him that on 


the American steamers the pas- 
sengers — especially the ladies — 
thought nothing of pilfering one’s 
little comforts. His friend had even 
hinted at the correct reproduc- 
tion of his coronet. This marked 
man of the world had added that 
the Americans are greatly im- 
pressed by a coronet. I know not 
whether it was scepticism or mod- 
esty, but Count Vogelstein had 
omitted every pictured plea for 
his rank; there were others of 
which he might have made use. 
The precious piece of furniture 
which on the Atlantic voyage is 
trusted never to flinch among uni- 
versal concussions was emblazoned 
simply with his title and name. It 
happened, however, that the blaz- 
onry was huge; the back of the 
chair was covered with enormous 
German characters. This time 
there can be no doubt: it was 


modesty that caused the secretary 


of legation, in placing himself, to 
turn this portion of his seat out- 
ward, away from the eyes of his 
companions — to present it to the 
balustrade of the deck. The ship 
was passing the Needles —the 
beautiful uttermost point of the 
Isle of Wight. Certain tall white 
cones of rock rose out of the pur- 
ple sea; they flushed in the after- 
noon light and their vague rosi- 
ness gave them a human expres- 
sion in face of the cold expanse 
towards which the prow was 
turned; they seemed to say fare- 
well, to be the last note of a peo- 
pled world. Vogelstein saw them 
very comfortably from his place 
and after a while turned his eyes 
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to the other quarter, where the el- 
ements of air and water managed 
to make between them so cgm- 
paratively poor an _ opposition. 
Even his American novelist was 
more amusing than that, and he 
prepared to return to this author. 
In the great curve which it de- 
scribed, however, his glance was 
arrested by the figure of a young 
lady who had just ascended to the 
deck and who paused at the mouth 
of the companionway. 

This was not in itself an extraor- 
dinary phenomenon; but what at- 
tracted Vogelstein’s attention was 
the fact that the young person ap- 
peared to have fixed her eyes on 
him. She was slim, _ brightly 
dressed, rather pretty; Vogelstein 
remembered in a moment that he 
had noticed her among the peo- 
ple on the wharf at Southampton. 


She was soon aware he had ob- 


served her; whereupon she began 
to move along the deck with a 
step that seemed to indicate a pur- 
pose of approaching him. Vogel- 
stein had time to wonder whether 
she could be one of the girls he 
had known at Dresden; but he 
presently reflected that they would 
now be much older than that. It 
was true they were apt to ad- 
vance, like this one, straight upon 
their victim. Yet the present spec- 
imen was no longer looking at him, 
and though she passed near him 
it was now tolerably clear she had 
come above but to take a general 
survey. She was a quick handsome 
competent girl, and she simply 
wanted to see what one could think 
of the ship, of the weather, of the 


appearance of England, from such 
a position as that; possibly even 
of one’s fellow passengers. She 
satisfied. herself promptly on these 
points, and then she looked about, 
while she walked, as if in keen 
search of a missing object; so that 
Vogelstein finally arrived at a con- 
viction of her real motive. She 
passed near him again and _ this 
time almost stopped, her eyes bent 
upon him attentively. He thought 
her conduct remarkable even after 
he had gathered that it was not 
at his face, with its yellow mous- 
tache, she was looking, but at the 
chair on which he was seated. 
Then those words of his friend 
came back to him—the speech 
about the tendency of the people, 
especially of the ladies, on the 
American steamers to take to 
themselves one’s little belongings. 
Especially the ladies, he might 
well say; for here was one who 
apparently wished to pull from 
under him the very chair he was 
sitting on. He was afraid she would 
ask him for it, so he pretended to 
read, systematically avoiding her 
eye. He was conscious she hovered 
near him, and was moreover curi- 
ous to see what she would do. It 
seemed to him strange that such a 
nice-looking girl—for her appear- 
ance was really charming — should 
endeavour by arts so flagrant to 
work upon the quiet dignity of a 
secretary of legation. At last it 
stood out that she was trying to 
look round a corner, as it were — 
trying to see what was written on 
the back of his chair. “She wants 
to find out my name; she wants 
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to see who I am!” This reflexion 
passed through his mind and 
caused him to raise his eyes. They 
rested on her own — which for an 
appreciable moment she didn’t 
withdraw. The latter were brilliant 
and expressive, and surmounted a 
delicate aquiline nose, which, 
though pretty, was perhaps just a 
trifle too hawk-like. It was the 
oddest coincidence in the world; 
the story Vogelstein had taken up 
treated of a flighty forward little 
American girl who plants herself 
in front of a young man in the 
garden of an hotel. Wasn’t the 
conduct of this young lady a testi- 
mony to the truthfulness of the 
tale, and wasn’t Vogelstein himself 
in the position of the young man 
in the garden? That young man — 
though with more, in such con- 
nexions in general, to go upon— 
ended by addressing himself to his 
aggressor, as she might be called, 
and after a very short hesitation 
Vogelstein followed his example. 
“If she wants to know who I am 
she’s welcome,” he said to him- 
self; and he got out of the chair, 
seized it by the back and, turning 
it round, exhibited the superscrip- 
tion to the girl. She coloured 
slightly, but smiled and read his 
name, while Vogelstein raised his 
hat. 

“I'm much obliged to you. 
That’s all right,” she remarked as 
if the discovery had made her 
very happy. 

It affected him indeed as all 
right that he should be Count 
Otto Vogelstein; this appeared 
even rather a flippant mode of dis- 


posing of the fact. By way of re- 
joinder he asked her if she de- 
sired of him the surrender of his 
seat. 

“I’m much obliged to you; of 
course not. I thought you had one 
of our chairs, and I didn’t like to 
ask you. It looks exactly like one 
of ours; not so much now as when 
you sit in it. Please sit down again. 
I don’t want to trouble you. We've 
lost one of ours, and I’ve been 
looking for it everywhere. They 
look so much alike; you can’t tell 
till you see the back. Of course I 
see there will be no mistake about 
yours,” the young lady went on 
with a smile of which the seren- 
ity matched her other abundance. 
“But we've got such a small name 
—you can scarcely see it,” she 
added with the same friendly in- 
tention. “Our name’s just Day — 
you mightn’t think it was a name, 
might you? if we didn’t make the 
most of it. If you see that on any- 
thing, I'd be so obliged if you'd 
tell me. It isn’t for myself, it’s for 
my mother; she’s so dependent on 
her chair, and that one I’m look- 
ing for pulls out so beautifully. 
Now that you sit down again and 
hide the lower part it does look 
just like ours. Well, it must be 
somewhere. You must excuse me; 
I wouldn’t disturb you.” 

This was a long and even con- 
fidential speech for a young 
woman, presumably unmarried, to 
make to a perfect stranger; but 
Miss Day acquitted herself of it 
with perfect simplicity and self- 
possession. She held up her head 
and stepped away, and Vogelstein 
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could see that the foot she pressed 
upon the clean smooth deck was 
slender and shapely. He watched 
her disappear through the trap by 
which she had ascended, and he 
felt more than ever like the young 
man in his American tale. The girl 
in the present case was older and 
not so pretty, as he could easily 
judge, for the image of her smiling 
eyes and speaking lips still hov- 
ered before him. He went back to 
his book with the feeling that it 
would give him some information 
about her. This was rather illogi- 
cal, but it indicated a certain 
amount of curiosity on the part of 
Count Vogelstein. The girl in the 
book had a mother, it appeared, 
and so had this young lady; the 
former had also a brother, and he 
now remembered that he had no- 
ticed a young man on the wharf 
—a young man in a high hat and 
a white overcoat—who seemed 
united to Miss Day by this natu- 
ral tie. And there was some one 
else too, as he gradually recol- 
lected, an older man, also in a 
high hat, but in a black overcoat 
—in black altogether—who com- 
pleted the group and who was 
presumably the head of the fam- 
ily. These reflexions would indi- 
cate that Count Vogelstein read 
his volume of Tauchnitz rather in- 
terruptedly. Moreover they repre- 
sented but the loosest economy of 
consciousness; for wasn’t he to be 
afloat in an oblong box for ten 
days with such people, and could 
it be doubted he should see at 
least enough of them? 

It may as well be written with- 


out delay that he saw a great deal 
of them. I have sketched in some 
detail the conditions in which he 
made the acquaintance of Miss 
Day, because the event had a cer- 
tain importance for this fair square 
Teuton; but I must pass briefly 
over the incidents that immediately 
followed it. He wondered what it 
was open to him, after such an 
introduction, to do in relation to 
her, and he determined he would 
push through his American tale 
and discover what the hero did. 
But he satisfied himself in a very 
short time that Miss Day had ncth- 
ing in common with the heroine 
of that work save certain signs of 
habitat and climate—and_ save, 
further, the fact that the male sex 
wasn’t terrible to her. The local 
stamp sharply, as he gathered, im- 
pressed upon her he estimated in- 
deed rather in a borrowed than in 
a natural light, for if she was na- 
tive to a small town in the interior 
of the American continent one of 
their fellow passengers, a lady 
from New York with whom he had 
a good deal of conversation, pro- 
nounced her “atrociously” provin- 
cial. How the lady arrived at this 
certitude didn’t appear, for Vo- 
gelstein observed that she held no 
communication with the girl. It 
was true she gave it the support 
of her laying down that certain 
Americans could tell immediately 
who other Americans were, leav- 
ing him to judge whether or no 
she herself belonged to the criti- 
cal or only to the criticised half of 
the nation. Mrs. Dangerfield was 
a handsome confidential insinuat- 
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ing woman, with whom Vogelstein 
felt his talk take a very wide range 
indeed. She convinced him rather 
effectually that even in a great de- 
mocracy there are human differ- 
ences, and that American life was 
full of social distinctions, of deli- 
cate shades, which foreigners of- 
ten lack the intelligence to per- 
ceive. Did he suppose every one 
knew every one else in the big- 
gest country in the world, and that 
one wasn’t as free to choose one’s 
company there as in the most mo- 
narchical and most exclusive so- 
cieties? She laughed such delu- 
sions to scorn as Vogelstein tucked 
her beautiful furred coverlet — 
they reclined together a great deal 
in their elongated chairs — well 
over her feet. How free an Amer- 
ican lady was to choose her com- 
pany she abundantly proved by 
not knowing any one on _ the 
steamer but Count Otto. 

He could see: for himself that 
Mr. and Mrs. Day had not at all 
her grand air. They were fat plain 
serious people who sat side by 
side on the deck for hours and 
looked straight before them. Mrs. 
Day had a white face, large cheeks 
and small eyes; her forehead was 
surrounded with a multitude of 
little tight black curls; her lips 
moved as if she had always a loz- 
enge in her mouth. She wore en- 
twined about her head an article 
which Mrs. Dangerfield spoke of 
as a “nuby,” a knitted pink scarf 
concealing her hair, encircling her 
neck and having among its con- 
volutions a hole for her perfectly 
expressionless face. Her hands 


were folded on her stomach, anl 
in her still, swathed figure her lit- 
tle bead-like eyes, which occasion- 
ally changed their direction, alone 
represented life. Her husband had 
a stiff grey beard on his chin and 
a bare spacious upper lip, to 
which constant shaving had im- 
parted a hard glaze. His eyebrows 
were thick and his nostrils wide, 
and when he was uncovered, in 
the saloon, it was visible that his 
grizzled hair was dense and per- 
pendicular. He might have looked 
rather grim and truculent hadn't it 
been for the mild familiar accom- 
modating gaze with which his 
large light-coloured pupils — the 
leisurely eyes of a silent man— 
appeared to consider surrounding 
objects. He was evidently more 
friendly than fierce, but he was 
more diffident than friendly. He 
liked to have you in sight, but 
wouldn’t have pretended to un- 
derstand you much or to classify 
you, and would have been sorry it 
should put you under an obliga- 
tion. He and his wife spoke some- 
times, but seldom talked, and there 
was something vague and patient 
in them, as if they had become 
victims of a wrought spell. The 
spell however was of no sinister 
cast; it was the fascination of pros- 
perity, the confidence of security, 
which sometimes makes people ar- 
rogant, but which had had such a 
different effect on this simple sat- 
isfied pair, in whom further devel- 
opment of every kind appeared to 
have been happily arrested. 

Mrs. Dangerfield made it known 
to Count Otto that every morning 
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after breakfast, the hour at which 
he wrote his journal in his cabin, 
the old couple were guided “up- 
stairs and installed in their cus- 
tomary corner by Pandora. This 
she had learned to be the name of 
their elder daughter, and she was 
immensely amused by her discov- 
ery. “Pandora” —that was in the 
highest degree typical; it placed 
them in the social scale if other 
evidence had been wanting; you 
could tell that a girl was from the 
interior, the mysterious interior 
about which Vogelstein’s imagina- 
tion was now quite excited, when 
she had such a name as that. This 
young lady managed the whole 
family, even a little the small be- 
flounced sister, who, with bold 
pretty innocent eyes, a torrent of 
fair silky hair, a crimson fez, such 
as is worn by male Turks, very 
much askew on top of it, and a 
way of galloping and straddling 
about the ship in any company she 
could pick up —she had long thin 
legs, very short skirts and stock- 
ings of every tint—was going 
home, in elegant French clothes, 
to resume an interrupted educa- 
tion. Pandora overlooked and di- 
rected her relatives; Vogelstein 
could see this for himself, could 
see she was very active and de- 
cided, that she had ina high de- 
gree the sentiment of responsibil- 
ity, settling on the spot most of 
the questions that could come up 
for a family from the interior. 
The voyage was remarkably 
fine, and day after day it was pos- 
sible to sit there under the salt 
sky and feel one’s self rounding the 


great curves of the globe. The 
long deck made a white spot in 
the sharp black circle of the ocean 
and in the intense sea-light, while 
the shadow of the smoke-streamers 
trembled on the familiar floor, the 
shoes of fellow passengers, dis- 
tinctive now, and in some cases 
irritating, passed and repassed, ac- 
companied, in the air so tremen- 
dously “open,” that rendered all 
voices weak and most remarks 
rather flat, by fragments of opin- 
ion on the run of the ship. Vogel- 
stein by this time had finished his 
little American story and now defi- 
nitely judged that Pandora Day 
was not at all like the heroine. 
She was of quite another type; 
much more serious and strenuous, 
and not at all keen, as he had sup- 
posed, about making the acquaint- 
ance of gentlemen. Her speaking 
to him that first afternoon had 
been, he was bound to believe, an 
incident without importance for 
herself; in spite of her having fol- 
lowed it up the next day by the re- 
mark, thrown at him as she passed, 
with a smile that was almost fra- 
ternal: “It’s all right, sir! ’'ve found 
that old chair.” After this she hadn’t 
spoken to him again and had 
scarcely looked at him. She read 
a great deal, and almost always 
French books, in fresh yellow pa- 
per; not the lighter forms of that 
literature, but a volume of Sainte- 
Beuve, of Renan or at the most, 
in the way of dissipation, of Al- 
fred de Musset. She took frequent 
exercise and almost always walked 
alone, apparently not having made 
many friends on the ship and be- 
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ing without the resource of her 
parents, who, as has been related, 
never budged out of the cosey cor- 
ner in which she planted them 
for the day. 

Her brother was always in the 
smoking-room, where Vogelstein 
observed him, in very tight 
clothes, his neck encircled with a 
collar like a palisade. He had a 
sharp little face, which was not 
disagreeable; he smoked enormous 
cigars and began his drinking 
early in the day: but his appear- 
ance gave no sign of these ex- 
cesses. As regards euchre and 
poker and the other distractions of 
the place he was guilty of none. 
He evidently understood such 
games in perfection, for he used 
to watch the players and even at 
moments impartially advise them; 
but Vogelstein never saw the cards 
in his hand. He was referred to as 
regards disputed points, and his 
opinion carried the day. He took 
little part in the conversation, usu- 
ally much relaxed, that prevailed 
in the smoking-room, but from 
time to time he made, in his soft 
flat youthful voice, a remark which 
every one paused to listen to and 
which was greeted with roars of 
laughter. Vogelstein, well as he 
knew English, could rarely catch 
the joke; but he could see at least 
that these must be choice speci- 
mens of that American humour ad- 
mired and practised by a whole 
continent and yet to be rendered 
accessible to a trained diplomatist, 
clearly, but by some special and 
incalculable revelation. The young 
man, in his way, was very re- 


markable, for, as Vogelstein heard 
some one say once after the laugh- 
ter had subsided, he was only 
nineteen. If his sister didn’t resem- 
ble the dreadful little girl in the 
tale already mentioned, there was 
for Vogelstein at least an analogy 
between young Mr. Day and a 
certain small brother—a candy- 
loving Madison, Hamilton or Jef- 
ferson— who was, in the Tauch- 
nitz volume, attributed to that un- 
fortunate maid. This was what the 
little Madison would have grown 
up to at nineteen, and the im- 
provement was greater than might 
have been expected. 

The days were long, but the 
voyage was short, and it had al- 
most come to an end before Count 
Otto yielded to an attraction pe- 
culiar in its nature and finally ir- 
resistible and, in spite of Mrs. 
Dangerfield’s emphatic warning, 
sought occasion for a little con- 
tinuous talk with Miss Pandora. 
To mention that this impulse took 
effect without mentioning sundry 
other of his current impressions 
with which it had nothing to do 
is perhaps to violate proportion and 
give a false idea; but to pass it by 
would be still more unjust. The 
Germans, as we know, are a tran- 
scendental people, and there was 
at last an irresistible appeal for 
Vogelstein in this quick bright si- 
lent girl who could smile and turn 
vocal in an instant, who imparted 
a rare originality to the filial char- 
acter and whose profile was deli- 
cate as she bent it over a volume 
which she cut as she read, or pre- 
sented it in musing attitudes, at 


392 


Pandora 


the side of the ship, to the horizon 
they had left behind. But he felt 
it to be a pity, as regards a possi- 
ble acquaintance with her, that 
her parents should be heavy little 
burghers, that her brother should 
not correspond to his conception 
of a young man of the upper class 
and that her sister should be a 
Daisy Miller en herbe. Repeatedly 
admonished by Mrs. Dangerfield, 
the young diplomatist was doubly 
careful as to the relations he might 
form at the beginning of his so- 
journ in the United States. That 
lady reminded him, and he had 
himself made the observation in 
other capitals, that the first year, 
and even the second, is the time 
for prudence. One was ignorant of 
proportions and values; one was 
exposed to mistakes and thankful 
for attention, and one might give 
one’s self away to people who 
would afterwards be as a millstone 
round one’s neck: Mrs. Danger- 
field struck and sustained that 
note, which resounded in the 
young man’s imagination. She as- 
sured him that if he didn’t “look 
out” he would be committing him- 
self to some American girl with 
an impossible family. In America, 
when one committed one’s’ self 
there was nothing to do but march 
to the altar, and what should he 
say for instance to finding himself 
a near relation of Mr. and Mrs. 
P. W. Day? — since such were the 
initials inscribed on the back of 
the two chairs of that couple. 
Count Otto felt the peril, for he 
could immediately think of a 
dozen men he knew who had mar- 


ried American girls. There ap- 
peared now to be a constant dan- 
ger of marrying the American girl, 
it was something one had to reckon 
with, like the railway, the tele- 
graph, the discovery of dynamite, 
the Chassepét rifle, the Socialistic 
spirit: it was one of the complica- 
tions of modern life. 

It would doubtless be too much 
to say that he feared being car- 
ried away by a passion for a young 
woman who was not strikingly 
beautiful and with whom he had 
talked, in all, but ten minutes. 
But, as we recognise, he went so 
far as to wish that the human be- 
longings of a person whose high 
spirit appeared to have no taint 
either of fastness, as they said in 
England, or ,of subversive opin- 
ion, and whose mouth had charm- 
ing lines, should not be a little 
more distinguished. There was an 
effect of drollery in her behaviour 
to these subjects of her zeal, whom 
she seemed to regard as a care, 
but not as an interest; it was as 
if they had been entrusted to her 
honour and she had engaged to 
convey them safe to a certain 
point; she was detached and in- 
advertent, and then suddenly re- 
membered, repented and came 
back to tuck them into their blan- 
kets, to alter the position of her 
mother’s umbrella, to tell them 
something about the run of the 
ship. These little offices were usu- 
ally performed deftly, rapidly, 
with the minimum of words, and 
when their daughter drew near 
them Mr. and Mrs. Day closed 
their eyes after the fashion of a 
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pair of household dogs who ex- 
pect to be scratched. 

One morning she brought up 
the Captain of the ship to present 
to them; she appeared to have a 
private and independent acquaint- 
ance with this officer, and the in- 
troduction to her parents had the 
air of a sudden happy thought. It 
wasn’t so much an introduction as 
an exhibition, as if she were say- 
ing to him: “This is what they 
look like; see how comfortable I 
make them. Aren’t they rather 
queer and rather dear little peo- 
ple? But they leave me perfectly 
free. Oh I can assure you of that. 
Besides, you must see it for your- 
self.” Mr. and Mrs. Day looked up 
at the high functionary who thus 
unbent to them with very little 
change of countenance; then 
looked at each other in the same 
way. He saluted, he inclined him- 
self a moment; but Pandora shook 
her head, she seemed to be an- 
swering for them; she made little 
gestures as if in explanation to the 
good Captain of some of their pe- 
culiarities, as for instance that he 
needn’t expect them to speak. 
They closed their eyes at last; she 
appeared to have a kind of mes- 
meric influence on them, and Miss 
Day walked away with the impor- 
tant friend, who treated her with 
evident consideration, bowing very 
low, for all his importance, when 
the two presently after separated. 
Vogelstein could see she was ca- 
pable of making an impression; 
and the moral of our little matter 
is that in spite of Mrs. Danger- 
field, in spite of the resolutions of 


his prudence, in spite of the limits 
of such acquaintance as he had 
momentarily made with her, in 
spite of Mr. and Mrs. Day and the 
young man in the smoking-room, 
she had fixed his attention. 

It was in the course of the eve- 
ning after the scene with the Cap- 
tain that he joined her, awkwardly, 
abruptly, irresistibly, on the deck, 
where she was pacing to and fro 
alone, the hour being auspiciously 
mild and the stars remarkably fine. 
There were scattered talkers and 
smokers and couples, unrecognise- 
able, that moved quickly through 
the gloom. The vessel dipped with 
long regular pulsations; vague and 
spectral under the low stars, its 
swaying pinnacles spotted here 
and there with lights, it seemed to 
rush through the darkness faster 
than by day. Count Otto had come 
up to walk, and as the girl brushed 
past him he distinguished Pan- 
dora’s face—with Mrs. Danger- 
field he always spoke of her as 
Pandora — under the veil worn to 
protect it from the sea-damp. He 
stopped, turned, hurried after her, 
threw away his cigar — then asked 
her if she would do him the hon- 
our to accept his arm. She de- 
clined his arm but accepted his 
company, and he allowed her to 
enjoy it for an hour. They had a 
great deal of talk, and he was to 
remember afterwards some of the 
things she had said. There was 
now a certainty of the ship’s get- 
ting into dock the next morning 
but one, and this prospect af- 
forded an obvious topic. Some of 
Miss Day’s expressions struck him 


894 


Pandora 


as singular, but of course, as he 
was aware, his knowledge of Eng- 
lish was not nice enough to give 
him a perfect measure. 

“Tm not in a hurry to arrive; 
I'm very happy here,” she said. 
“I'm afraid I shall have such a 
time putting my people through.” 

“Putting them through?” 

“Through the Custom-House. 
We’ve made so many purchases. 
Well, I’ve written to a friend to 
come down, and perhaps he can 
help us. He’s very well acquainted 
with the head. Once I’m chalked 
I don’t care. I feel like a kind of 
blackboard by this time anyway. 
We found them awful in Ger- 
many.” 

Count Otto wondered if the 
friend she had written to were her 
lover and if they had plighted 
their troth, especially when she 
alluded to him again as “that gen- 
tleman who’s coming down.” He 
asked her about her travels, her 
impressions, whether she had been 
long in Europe and what she liked 
best, and she put it to him that 
they had gone abroad, she and 
her family, for a little fresh expe- 
rience. Though he found her very 
intelligent he suspected she gave 
this as a reason because he was a 
German and she had heard the 
Germans were rich in culture. He 
wondered what form of culture 
Mr. and Mrs. Day had brought 
back from Italy, Greece and Pal- 
estine—they had travelled for 
two years and been everywhere — 
especially when their daughter 
said: “I wanted father and mother 
to see the best things. I kept them 


three hours on the Acropolis. I 
guess they won’t forget that!” Per- 
haps it was of Phidias and Peri- 
cles they were thinking, Vogel- 
stein reflected, as they sat rumi- 
nating in their rugs. Pandora re- 
marked also that she wanted to 
show her little sister everything 
while she was comparatively 
unformed (“comparatively!” he 
mutely gasped); remarkable sights 
made so much more impression 
when the mind was fresh: she had 
read something of that sort some- 
where in Goethe. She had wanted 
to come herself when she was her 
sister’s age; but her father was in 
business then and they couldn’t 
leave Utica. The young man 
thought of the little sister frisking 
over the Parthenon and the Mount 
of Olives and sharing for two 
years, the years of the school- 
room, this extraordinary pilgrim- 
age of her parents; he wondered 
whether Goethe’s dictum had been 
justified in this case. He asked 
Pandora if Utica were the seat of 
her family, if it were an important 
or typical place, if it would be an 
interesting city for him, as a stran- 
ger, to see. His companion replied 
frankly that this was a big ques- 
tion, but added that all the same 
she would ask him to “come and 
visit us at our home,” if it weren’t 
that they should probably soon 
leave it. 

“Ah youre going to live else- 
where?” Vogelstein asked as if 
that fact too would be typical. 

“Well, I’m working for New 
York. I flatter myself I’ve loosened 
them while we’ve been away,” the 
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girl went on. “They won't find 
in Utica the same charm; that 
was my idea. I want a big place, 
and of course Utica—!” She 
broke off as before a complex 
statement. 

“I suppose Utica is inferior —? 
Vogelstein seemed to see his way 
to suggest. 

“Well no, I guess I can’t have 
you call Utica inferior. It isn’t su- 
preme — that’s what’s the matter 
with it, and I hate anything mid- 
dling,” said Pandora Day. She 
gave a light dry laugh, tossing 
back her head a little as she made 
this declaration. And looking at 
her askance in the dusk, as she 
trod the deck that vaguely swayed, 
he recognised something in her air 
and port that matched such a pro- 
nouncement. 

“What’s her social position?” he 
enquired of Mrs. Dangerfield the 
next day. “I can’t make it out at 
all—it’s so contradictory. She 
strikes me as having much culti- 
vation and much spirit. Her ap- 
pearance, too, is very neat. Yet her 
parents are complete little bur- 
ghers. That’s easily seen.” 

“Oh social position,” and Mrs. 
Dangerfield nodded two or three 
times portentously. “What big ex- 
pressions you use! Do you think 
everybody in the world has a so- 
cial position? That’s reserved for 
an infinitely small majority of man- 
kind. You can’t have a social posi- 
tion at Utica any more than you 
can have an opera-box. Pandora 
hasn’t got one; where, if you 
please, should she have got it? 
Poor girl, it isn’t fair of you to 


>> 


make her the subject of such ques- 
tions as that.” 

“Well,” said Vogelstein, “if she’s 
of the lower class it seems to me 
very — very —” And he paused a 
moment, as he often paused in 
speaking English, looking for his 
word. 

“Very what, dear Count?” 

“Very significant, very repre- 
sentative.” 

“Oh dear, she isn’t of the lower 
class,” Mrs. Dangerfield returned 
with an irritated sense of wasted 
wisdom. She liked to explain her 
country, but that somehow always 
required two persons. 

“What is she then?” 

_ “Well, I'm bound to admit that 
since I was at home last she’s a 
novelty. A girl like that with such 
people — it is a new type.” 

“I like novelties’ — and Count 
Otto smiled with an air of consid- 
erable resolution. He couldn’t how- 
ever be satisfied with a demon- 
stration that only begged the ques- 
tion; and when they disembarked 
in New York he felt, even amid 
the confusion of the wharf and 
the heaps of disembowelled bag- 
gage, a certain acuteness of regret 
at the idea that Pandora and her 
family were about to vanish into 
the unknown. He had a consola- 
tion however: it was apparent that 
for some reason or other — illness 
or absence from town—the gen- 
tleman to whom she had written 
had not, as she said, come down. 
Vogelstein was glad—he couldn’t 
have told you why — that this sym- 
pathetic person had failed her; 
even though without him Pandora 
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had to engage single-handed with 
the United States Custom-House. 
Our young man’s first impression 
of the Western world was received 
on the landing-place of the Ger- 
man steamers at Jersey City—a 
huge wooden shed covering a 
wooden wharf which resounded 
under the feet, an expanse pali- 
saded with rough-hewn piles that 
leaned this way and that, and be- 
strewn with masses of heterogene- 
ous luggage. At one end, toward 
the town, was a row of tall painted 
palings, behind which he could 
distinguish a press of hackney- 
coachmen, who brandished their 
whips and awaited their victims, 
while their voices rose, incessant, 
with a sharp strange sound, a chal- 
lenge at once fierce and familiar. 
The whole place, behind the 
fence, appeared to bristle and re- 
sound. Out there was America, 
Count Otto said to himself, and he 
looked toward it with a sense that 
he should have to muster resolu- 
tion. On the wharf people were 
rushing about amid their trunks, 
pulling their things together, try- 
ing to unite their scattered parcels. 
They were heated and angry, or 
else quite bewildered and discour- 
aged. The few that had succeeded 
in collecting their battered boxes 
had an air of flushed indifference 
to the efforts of their neighbours, 
not even looking at people with 
whom they had been fondly inti- 
mate on the steamer. A detach- 
ment of the officers of the Customs 
was in attendance, and energetic 
passengers were engaged in at- 
tempts to drag them toward their 


luggage or to drag heavy pieces 
toward them. These functionaries 
were good-natured and _ taciturn, 
except when occasionally they re- 
marked to a passenger whose open 
trunk stared up at them, eloquent, 
imploring, that they were afraid 
the voyage had been “rather 
glassy.” They had a friendly lei- 
surely speculative way of dis- 
charging their duty, and if they 
perceived a victim’s name written 
on the portmanteau they addressed 
him by it in a tone of old acquaint- 
ance. Vogelstein found however 
that if they were familiar they 
weren’t indiscreet. He had heard 
that in America all public func- 
tionaries were the same, that there 
wasn’t a different tenue, as they 
said in France, for different posi- 
tions, and he wondered whether 
at Washington the President and 
ministers, whom he expected to 
see —to have to see—a good deal 
of, would be like that. 

He was diverted from these 
speculations by the sight of Mr. 
and Mrs. Day seated side by side 
upon a trunk and encompassed ap- 
parently by the accumulations of 
their tour. Their faces expressed 
more consciousness of surround- 
ing objects than he had hitherto 
recognised, and there was an air 
of placid expansion in the myste- 
rious couple which suggested that 
this consciousness was agreeable. 
Mr. and Mrs. Day were, as they 
would have said, real glad to get 
back. At a little distance, on the 
edge of the dock, our observer re- 
marked their son, who had found 
a place where, between the sides 
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of two big ships, he could see the 
ferry-boats pass; the large pyrami- 
dal low-laden ferry-boats of Amer- 
ican waters. He stood there, pa- 
tient and considering, with his 
small neat foot on a coil of rope, 
his back to everything that had 
been disembarked, his neck elon- 
gated in its polished cylinder, 
while the fragrance of his big ci- 
gar mingled with the odour of the 
rotting piles and his little sister, 
beside him, hugged a huge post 
and tried to see how far she could 
crane over the water without fall- 
ing in. Vogelstein’s servant was off 
in search of an examiner; Count 
Otto himself had got his things to- 
gether and was waiting to be re- 
leased, fully expecting that for a 
person of his importance the cere- 
mony would be brief. Before it be- 
gan he said a word to young Mr. 
Day, raising his hat at the same 
time to the little girl, whom he 
had not yet greeted and who 
dodged his salute by swinging her- 
self boldly outward to the danger- 
ous side of the pier. She was in- 
deed still unformed, but was evi- 
dently as light as a feather. 

“I see youre kept waiting like 
me. It’s very tiresome,” Count 
Otto said. 

The young American answered 
without looking behind him. “As 
soon as we're started we'll go all 
right. My sister has written to a 
gentleman to come down.” 

“I've looked for Miss Day to 
bid her good-bye,” Vogelstein 
went on; “but I don’t see her.” 

“I guess she has gone to meet 


that gentleman; he’s a great friend 
of hers.” 

“I guess he’s her lover!” the lit- 
tle girl broke out. “She was always 
writing to him in Europe.” 

Her brother puffed his cigar in 
silence a moment. “That was only 
for this. I'll tell on you, sis,” he 
presently added. 

But the younger Miss Day gave 
no heed to his menace; she ad- 
dressed herself only, though with 
all freedom, to Vogelstein. “This is 
New York; I like it better than 
Utica. 

He had no time to reply, for his 
servant had arrived with one of 
the dispensers of fortune; but as 
he turned away he wondered, in 
the light of the child’s preference, 
about the towns of the interior. 
He was naturally exempt from the 
common doom. The officer who 
took him in hand and who had a 
large straw hat and a diamond 
breastpin, was quite a man of the 
world and in reply to the Count’s 
formal declarations only said 
“Well, I guess it’s all right; I guess 
Ill just pass you”; distributing 
chalk-marks as if they had been 
so many love-pats. The servant 
had done some superfluous un- 
locking and unbuckling, and while 
he closed the pieces the officer 
stood there wiping his forehead 
and conversing with Vogelstein. 
“First visit to our country, sir? — 
quite alone — no ladies? Of course 
the ladies are what we're most 
after.” It was in this manner he 
expressed himself while the young 
diplomatist wondered what he was 
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waiting for and whether he ought 
to slip something into his palm. 
But this representative of order 
left our friend only a moment in 
suspense; he presently turned away 
with the remark, quite paternally 
uttered, that he hoped the Count 
would make quite a stay; upon 
which the young man saw how 
wrong he should have been to of- 
fer a tip. It was simply the Amer- 
ican manner, which had a finish 
of its own after all. Vogelstein’s 
servant had secured a porter with 
a truck, and he was about to leave 
the place when he saw Pandora 
Day dart out of the crowd and 
address herself with much eager- 
ness to the functionary who had 
just liberated him. She had an 
open letter in her hand which she 
gave him to read and over which 
he cast his eyes, thoughtfully strok- 
ing his beard. Then she led him 
away to where her parents sat on 
their luggage. Count Otto sent off 
his servant with the porter and 
followed Pandora, to whom he re- 
ally wished to address a word of 
farewell. The last thing they had 
said to each other on the ship was 
that they should meet again on 
shore. It seemed improbable how- 
ever that the meeting would oc- 
cur anywhere but just here on the 
dock; inasmuch as Pandora was 
decidedly not in society, where 
Vogelstein would be of course, and 
as, if Utica — he had her sharp lit- 
tle sister’s word for it — was worse 
than what was about him there, 
he’d be hanged if he’d go to Utica. 
He overtook Pandora quickly; she 


was in the act of introducing the 
representative of order to her par- 
ents, quite in the same manner in 
which she had introduced the Cap- 
tain of the ship. Mr. and Mrs. 
Day got up and shook hands with 
him and they evidently all pre- 
pared to have a little talk. “TI 
should like to introduce you to my 
brother and sister,” he heard the 
girl say, and he saw her look about 
for these appendages. He caught 
her eye as she did so, and ad- 
vanced with his hand outstretched, 
reflecting the while that evidently 
the Americans, whom he had al- 
ways heard described as silent and 
practical, rejoiced to extravagance 
in the social graces. They dawdled 
and chattered like so many Nea- 
politans. 

“Good-bye, Count Vogelstein,” 
said Pandora, who was a little 
flushed with her various exertions 
but didn’t look the worse for it. “T 
hope youll have a splendid time 
and appreciate our country.” 

“I hope you'll get through all 
right,” Vogelstein answered, smil- 
ing and feeling himself already 
more idiomatic. 

“That gentleman’s sick that I 
wrote to,” she rejoined; “isn’t it 
too bad? But he sent me down a 
letter to a friend of his—one of 
the examiners—and I guess we 
won’t have any trouble. Mr. Lan- 
sing, let me make you acquainted 
with Count Vogelstein,” she went 
on, presenting to her fellow pas- 
senger the wearer of the straw hat 
and the breastpin, who shook 
hands with the young. German as 
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if he had never seen him before. 
Vogelstein’s heart rose for an in- 
stant to his throat; he thanked his 
stars he hadn’t offered a tip to the 
friend of a gentleman who had of- 
ten been mentioned to him and 
who had also been described by a 
member of Pandora’s family as Pan- 
‘dora’s lover. 


“It’s a case of ladies this time,” ' 


Mr. Lansing remarked to him with 
a smile which seemed to confess: 
surreptitiously, and as if neither 
party could be eager, to recogni- 
tion. 

“Well, Mr. Bellamy says you'll 
-do anything for him,” Pandora said, 
smiling very sweetly at Mr. Lan- 
‘sing. “We haven’t got much; we’ve 
‘been gone only two years.” 

Mr. Lansing scratched his head 
ca little behind, with a movement 
that sent his straw hat forward in 
the direction of his nose. “I don’t 
know as I'd do anything for him 
that I wouldn’t do for you,” he re- 
sponded with an equal geniality. 
“IT guess you'd better open that 
one” —and he gave a little affec- 
tionate kick to one of the trunks. 

“Oh mother, isn’t he lovely? It’s 
only your sea-things,” Pandora 
cried, stooping over the coffer with 
the key in her hand. 

“I don’t know as I like showing 
them,” Mrs. Day modestly mur- 
mured., 

Vogelstein made his German sal- 
utation to the company in general, 
and to Pandora he offered an audi- 
ble good-bye, which she returned 
in a bright friendly voice, but 
without looking round as she fum- 


bled at the lock of her trunk. 


“We'll try another, if you 
like,” said Mr. Lansing good- 
humouredly. 


“Oh no, it has got to be this 
one! Good-bye, Count Vogelstein. 
I hope you'll judge us correctly!” 

The young man went his way 
and passed the barrier of the dock. 
Here he was met by his English 
valet with a face of consterna- 
tion which led him to ask if a cab 
weren't forthcoming. 

“They call ’em ’acks ’ere, sir,” 
said the man, “and they're be- 
yond everything. He wants thirty 
shillings to take you to the inn.” 

Vogelstein hesitated a moment. 
“Couldn’t you find a German?” 

“By the way he talks he is a 
German!” said the man; and in a 
moment Count Otto began his ca- 
reer in America by discussing the 
tariff of hackney-coaches in the 
language of the fatherland. 
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He went wherever he was asked, 
on principle, partly to study Amer- 
ican society and partly because in 
Washington pastimes seemed to 
him not so numerous that one 
could afford to neglect occasions. 
At the end of two winters he had 
naturally had a good many of var- 
ious kinds — his study of American 
society had yielded considerable 
fruit. When, however, in April, 
during the second year of his res- 
idence, he presented himself at a 
large party given by Mrs. Bonny- 
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castle and of which it was believed 
that it would be the last serious 
affair of the season, his being there 
(and still more his looking very 
fresh and talkative) was not the 
consequence of a rule of conduct. 
He went to Mrs. Bonnycastle’s 
simply because he liked the lady, 
whose receptions were the pleas- 
antest in Washington, and because 
if he didn’t go there he didn’t 
know what he should do; that ab- 
sence of alternatives having be- 
come familiar to him by the wa- 
ters of the Potomac. There were 
a great many things he did be- 
cause if he didn’t do them he 
didn’t know what he should do. It 
must be added that in this case 
even if there had been an alter- 
native he would still have decided 
to go to Mrs. Bonnycastle’s. If her 
house wasn’t the pleasantest there 
it was at least difficult to say 
which was pleasanter; and the 
complaint sometimes made of it 
that it was too limited, that it left 
out, on the whole, more people 
than it took in, applied with much 
less force when it was thrown 
open for a general party. Toward 
the end of the social year, in those 
soft scented days of the Washing- 
ton spring when the air began to 
show a southern glow and the 
Squares and Circles (to which the 
wide empty avenues converged 
according to a plan so ingenious, 
yet so bewildering) to flush with 
pink blossom and to make one 
wish to sit on benches — under 
this magic of expansion and con- 
donation Mrs. Bonnycastle, who 
during the winter had been a good 


deal on the defensive, relaxed her 
vigilance a little, became whim- 
sically wilful, vernally reckless, as 
it were, and ceased to calculate 
the consequences of an hospitality 
which a reference to the back files 
or even to the morning’s issue of 
the newspapers might easily prove 
a mistake. But Washington life, to 
Count Otto’s apprehension, was 
paved with mistakes; he felt him- 
self in a society founded on fun- 
damental fallacies and triumphant 
blunders. Little addicted as he 
was to the sportive view of ex- 
istence, he had said to himself at 
an early stage of his sojourn that 
the only way to enjoy the great 
Republic would be to burn one’s 
standards and warm one’s self at 
the blaze. Such were the reflexions 
of a theoretic Teuton who now 
walked for the most part amid the 
ashes of his prejudices. 

Mrs. Bonnycastle had endeav- 
oured more than once to explain 
to him the principles on which she 
received certain people and ig- 
nored certain others; but it was 
with difficulty that he entered 
into her discriminations. American 
promiscuity, goodness knew, had 
been strange to him, but it was 
nothing to the queerness of Amer- 
ican criticism. This lady would dis- 
course to him a perte de vue on 
differences where he only saw re- 
semblances, and both the merits 
and the defects of a good many 
members of Washington society, 
as this society was interpreted to 
him by Mrs. Bonnycastle, he was 
often at a loss to understand. For- 
tunately she had a fund of good 
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humour which, as I have inti- 
mated, was apt to come upper- 
most with the April blossoms and 
which made the people she didn’t 
invite to her house almost as amus- 
ing to her as those she did. Her 
husband was not in _ politics, 
though politics were much in him; 
but the couple had taken upon 
themselves the responsibilities of 
an active patriotism; they thought 
it right to live in America, differ- 
ing therein from many of their ac- 
quaintances who only, with some 
grimness, thought it inevitable. 
They had that burdensome herit- 
age of foreign reminiscence with 
which so many Americans were 
saddled; but they carried it more 
easily than most of their country- 
people, and one knew they had 
lived in Europe only by their pres- 
ent exultation, never in the least 
by their regrets. Their regrets, that 
is, were only for their ever having 
lived there, as Mrs. Bonnycastle 
once told the wife of a foreign 
minister. They solved all their 
problems successfully, including 
those of knowing none of the peo- 
ple they didn’t wish to, and of 
finding plenty of occupation in a 
society supposed to be meagrely 
provided with resources for that 
body which Vogelstein was to 
hear invoked, again and again, 
with the mixture of desire and of 
deprecation that might have at- 
tended the mention of a secret 
vice, under the name of a leisure- 
class. When as the warm weather 
approached they opened both the 
wings of their house-door, it was 
because they thought it would en- 


tertain them and not because they 
were conscious of a pressure. Al- 
fred Bonnycastle all winter indeed 
chafed a little at the definiteness 
of some of his wife’s reserves; it 
struck him that for Washington 
their society was really a little too 
good. Vogelstein still remembered 
the puzzled feeling — it had cleared 
up somewhat now—with which, 
more than a year before, he had 
heard Mr. Bonnycastle exclaim 
one evening, after a dinner in his 
own house, when every guest but 
the German secretary (who often 
sat late with the pair) had de- 
parted: “Hang it, there’s only a 
month left; let us be vulgar and 
have some fun—let us invite the 
President.” 

This was Mrs. Bonnycastle’s car- 
nival, and on the occasion to 
which I began my chapter by re- 
ferring the President had not only 
been invited but had signified his 
intention of being present. I has- 
ten to add that this was not the 
same august ruler to whom Alfred 
Bonnycastle’s irreverent allusion 
had been made. The White House 
had received a new tenant — the 
old one was then just leaving it — 
and Count Otto had had the ad- 
vantage, during the first eighteen 
months of his stay in America, of 
seeing an electoral campaign, a 
presidential inauguration and a 
distribution of spoils. He had been 
bewildered during those first 
weeks by finding that at the na- 
tional capital, in the houses he 
supposed to be the best, the head 
of the State was not a coveted 
guest; for this could be the only 
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explanation of Mr. Bonnycastle’s 
whimsical suggestion of their in- 
viting him, as it were, in carnival. 
His successor went out a good deal 
for a President. 

The legislative session was over, 
but this made little difference in 
the aspect of Mrs. Bonnycastle’s 
rooms, which even at the height 
of the congressional season could 
scarce be said to overflow with 
the representatives of the people. 
They were garnished with an oc- 
casional Senator, whose move- 
ments and utterances often ap- 
peared to be regarded with a mix- 
ture of alarm and indulgence, as 
if they would be disappointing if 
they weren't rather odd and yet 
might be dangerous if not care- 
fully watched. Our young man 
had come to entertain a kindness 
for these conscript fathers of in- 
visible families, who had something 
of the toga in the voluminous folds 
of their conversation, but were 
otherwise rather bare and bald, 
with stony wrinkles in their faces, 
like busts and statues of ancient 
law-givers. There seemed to him 
something chill and exposed in 
their being at once so exalted and 
so naked; there were frequent 
lonesome glances in their eyes, as 
if in the social world their legis- 
lative consciousness longed for the 
warmth of a few comfortable laws 
ready-made. Members of the 
House were very rare, and when 
Washington was new to the en- 
quiring secretary he used some- 
times to mistake them, in the halls 
and on the staircases where he met 
them, for the functionaries en- 


gaged, under stress, to usher in 
guests and wait at supper. It was 
only a little later that he per- 
ceived these latter public charac- 
ters almost always to be impres- 
sive and of that rich racial hue 
which of itself served as a livery. 
At present, however, such con- 
founding figures were much less 
to be met than during the months 
of winter, and indeed they were 
never frequent at Mrs. Bonnycas- 
tle’s. At present the social vistas 
of Washington, like the vast fresh 
flatness of the lettered and num- 
bered streets, which at this sea- 
son seemed to Vogelstein more 
spacious and vague than ever, sug- 
gested but a paucity of political 
phenomena. Count Otto that eve- 
ning knew every one or almost ev- 
ery one. There were often enquir- 
ing strangers, expecting great 
things, from New York and Bos- 
ton, and to them, in the friendly 
Washington way, the young Ger- 
man was promptly introduced. It 
was a society in which familiarity 
reigned and in which people were 
liable to meet three times a day, 
so that their ultimate essence re- 
ally became a matter of impor- 
tance. 

“I’ve got three new girls,” Mrs. 
Bonnycastle said. “You must talk 
to them all.” 

“All at once?” Vogelstein asked, 
reversing in fancy a position not 
at all unknown to him. He had so 
repeatedly heard himself addressed 
in even more than triple simul- 
taneity. 

“Oh no; you must have some- 
thing different for each; you can't 
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get off that way. Haven’t you dis- 
covered that the American girl ex- 
pects something especially adapted 
to herself? It’s very well for Eu- 
rope to have a few phrases that 
will do for any girl. The American 
girl isn’t any girl; she’s a remark- 
able specimen in a remarkable 
species. But you must keep the 
best this evening for Miss Day.” 

“For Miss Day!”—and Vogel- 
stein had a stare of intelligence. 
“Do you mean for Pandora?” 

Mrs. Bonnycastle broke on her 
side into free amusement. “One 
would think you had been looking 
for her over the globe! So you 
know her already—and you call 
her by her pet name?” 

“Oh no, I don’t know her; that 
is I haven’t seen her or thought of 
her from, that day to this. We 
came to America in the same 
ship.” 

“Isn’t she an American then?” 

“Oh yes; she lives at Utica —in 
the interior.” 

“In the interior of Utica? You 
can’t mean my young woman then, 
who lives in New York, where 
she’s a great beauty and a great 
belle and has been immensely ad- 
mired this winter.” 

“After all,” said Count Otto, 
considering and a little disap- 
pointed, “the name’s not so un- 
common; it’s perhaps another. But 
has she rather strange eyes, a lit- 
tle yellow, but very pretty, and a 
nose a little arched?” 

“I can’t tell you all that; I 
haven’t seen her. She’s staying 
with Mrs. Steuben. She only came 
a day or two ago, and Mrs, Steu- 


ben’s to bring her. When she wrote 
to me to ask leave she told me 
what I tell you. They haven’t 
come yet.” 

Vogelstein felt a quick hope 


that the subject of this correspond- 


ence might indeed be the young 
lady he had parted from on the 
dock at New York, but the indi- 
cations seemed to point another 
way, and he had no wish to cher- 
ish an illusion. It didn’t seem to 
him probable that the energetic 
girl who had introduced him to 
Mr. Lansing would have the en- 
trée of the best house in Wash- 
ington; besides, Mrs. Bonnycas- 
tle’s guest was described as a 
beauty and belonging to the bril- 
liant city. 

“What’s the social position of 
Mrs. Steuben?” it occurred to him 
to ask while he meditated. He had 
an earnest artless literal way of 
putting such a question as that; 
you could see from it that he was 
very thorough. 

Mrs. Bonnycastle met it, how- 
ever, but with mocking laughter. 
“Tm sure I don’t know! What’s 
your own?” — and she left him to 
turn to her other guests, to sev- 
eral of whom she repeated his 
question. Could they tell her what 
was the social position of Mrs. 
SteubenP There was Count Vo- 
gelstein who wanted to know. He 
instantly became aware of course 
that he oughtn’t so to have ex- 
pressed himself. Wasn’t the lady’s 
place in the scale sufficiently indi- 
cated by Mrs. Bonnycastle’s ac- 
quaintance with her? Still there 
were fine degrees, and he felt a 
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little unduly snubbed. It was per- 
fectly true, as he told his hostess, 
that with the quick wave of new 
impressions that had rolled over 
him after his arrival in America 
the image of Pandora was almost 
completely effaced; he had seen 
innumerable things that were quite 


as remarkable in their way as the. 


heroine of the Donau, but at the 
touch of the idea that he might 
see her and hear her again at any 
moment she became as vivid in his 
mind as if they had parted the 
day before: he remembered the 
exact shade of the eyes he had de- 
scribed to Mrs. Bonnycastle as 
yellow, the tone of her voice when 
at the last she expressed the hope 
he might judge America correctly. 
Had he judged America correctly? 
If he were to meet her again she 
doubtless would try to ascertain. 
It would be going much too far 
to say that the idea of such an or- 
deal was terrible to Count Otto; 
but it may at least be said that the 
thought of meeting Pandora Day 
made him nervous. The fact is 
certainly singular, but I shall not 
take on myself to explain it; there 
are some things that even the most 
philosophic historian isn’t bound 
to account for. 

He wandered into another room, 
and there, at the end of five min- 
utes, he was introduced by Mrs. 
Bonnycastle to one of the young 
ladies of whom she had spoken. 
This was a very intelligent girl 
who came from Boston and showed 
much acquaintance with Spielha- 
gen’s novels. “Do you like them?” 
Vogelstein asked rather vaguely, 


not taking much interest in the 
matter, as he read works of fiction 
only in case of a sea-voyage. The 
young lady from Boston looked 
pensive and concentrated; then 
she answered that she liked some 
of them very much, but that there 
were others she didn’t like — and 
she enumerated the works that 
came under each of these heads. 
Spielhagen is a voluminous writer, 
and such a catalogue took some 
time; at the end of it moreover 
Vogelstein’s question was not an- 
swered, for he couldn’t have told 
us whether she liked Spielhagen 


OE not. 


On the next topic, however, 
there was no doubt about her feel- 
ings. They talked about Washing- 
ton as people talk only in the place 
itself, revolving about the subject 
in widening and narrowing cir- 
cles, perching successively on its 
many branches, considering it from 
every point of view. Our young 
man had been long enough in 
America to discover that after half 
a century of social neglect Wash- 
ington had become the fashion and 
enjoyed the great advantage of be- 
ing a new resource in conversa- 
tion. This was especially the case 
in the months of spring, when the 
inhabitants of the commercial cit- 
ies came so far southward to es- 
cape, after the long winter, that 
final affront. They were all agreed 
that Washington was fascinating, 
and none of them were better pre- 
pared to talk it over than the Bos- 
tonians. Vogelstein originally had 
been rather out of step with them; 
he hadn’t seized their point of 


405 


Pandora 


view, hadn’t known with what 
they compared this object of their 
infatuation. But now he knew ev- 
erything; he had settled down to 
the pace; there wasn’t a possible 
phase of the discussion that could 
find him at a loss. There was a 
kind of Hegelian element in it; in 
the light of these considerations 
the American capital took on the 
semblance of a monstrous mysti- 
cal infinite Werden. But they fa- 
tigued Vogelstein a little, and it 
was his preference, as a general 
thing, not to engage the same eve- 
ning with more than one new- 
comer, one visitor in the freshness 
of initiation. This was why Mrs. 
Bonnycastle’s expression of a wish 
to introduce him to three young 
ladies had startled him a little; he 
saw a certain process, in which he 
flattered himself that he had be- 
come proficient, but which was 
after all tolerably exhausting, re- 
peated for each of the damsels. 
After separating from his judicious 
Bostonian he rather evaded Mrs. 
Bonnycastle, contenting himself 
with the conversation of old 
friends, pitched for the most part 
in a lower and easier key. 

At last he heard it mentioned 
that the President had arrived, had 
been some half-hour in the house, 
and he went in search of the illus- 
trious guest, whose whereabouts at 
Washington parties was never in- 
dicated by a cluster of courtiers. 
He made it a point, whenever he 
found himself in company with 
the President, to pay him his re- 
spects, and he had not been dis- 


couraged by the fact that there 
was no association of ideas in the 
eye of the great man as he put 
out his hand* presidentially and 
said “Happy to meet you, sir.” 
Count Otto felt himself taken for 
a mere loyal subject, possibly for 
an office-seeker; and he used to 


reflect at such moments that the 


monarchical form had its merits: 
it provided a line of heredity for 
the faculty of quick recognition. 
He had now some difficulty in 
finding the chief magistrate, and 
ended by learning that he was in 
the tea-room, a small apartment 
devoted to light refection near 
the entrance: of the house. Here 
our young man presently per- 
ceived him seated on a sofa and 
in conversation with a lady. There 
were a number of people about the 
table, eating, drinking, talking; 
and the couple on the sofa, which 
was not near it but against the 
wall, in a shallow recess, looked a 
little withdrawn, as if they had 
sought seclusion and were dis- 
posed to profit by the diverted at- 
tention of the others. The Presi- 
dent leaned back; his gloved 
hands, resting on either knee, 
made large white spots. He looked 
eminent, but he looked relaxed, 
and the lady beside him minis- 
tered freely and without scruple, 
it was clear, to this effect of his 
comfortably unbending. Vogelstein 
caught her voice as he approached. 
He heard her say “Well now, re- 
member; I consider it a promise.” 
She was beautifully dressed, in 
rose-colour; her hands were 
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clasped in her lap and her eyes 
attached to the presidential pro- 
file. 0 

“Well, madam, in that case it’s 
about the fiftieth promise I’ve 
given to-day.” 

It was just as he heard these 
words, uttered by her companion 
in reply, that Count Otto checked 
himself, turned away and _ pre- 
tended to be looking for a cup of 
tea. It wasn’t usual to disturb the 
President, even simply to shake 
hands, when he was sitting on a 
sofa with a lady, and the young 
secretary felt it in this case less 
possible than ever to break the 
rule, for the lady on the sofa was 
none other than Pandora Day. He 
had recognised her without her 
‘appearing to see him, and even 
with half an eye, as they said, had 
taken in that she was now a per- 
son to be reckoned with. She had 
an air of elation, of success; she 
shone, to intensity, in her rose- 
coloured dress; she was extracting 
promises from the ruler of fifty 
millions of people. What an odd 
place to meet her, her old ship- 
mate thought, and how little one 
could tell, after all, in America, 
who people were! He didn’t want 
to speak to her yet; he wanted to 
wait a little and learn more; but 
meanwhile there was something 
attractive in the fact that she was 
just beyond him, a few yards off, 
that if he should turn he might 
see her again. It was she Mrs. 
Bonnycastle had meant, it was she 
who was so much admired in New 
York. Her face was the same, yet 


he had made out in a moment that 
she was vaguely prettier; he had 
recognised the arch of her nose, 
which suggested a fine ambition. 
He took some tea, which he hadn’t 
desired, in order not to go away. 
He remembered her entourage on 
the steamer; her father and mother, 
the silent senseless burghers, so 
little “of the world,” her infant sis- 
ter, so much of it, her humorous 
brother with his tall hat and his 
influence in the smoking-room. He 
remembered Mrs. Dangerfield’s 
warnings — yet her perplexities too 
—and the letter from Mr. Bellamy, 
and the introduction to Mr. Lan- 
sing, and the way Pandora had 
stooped down on the dirty dock, 
laughing and talking, mistress of 
the situation, to open her trunk for 
the Customs. He was pretty sure 
she had paid no duties that day; 
this would naturally have been the 
purpose of Mr. Bellamy’s letter. 
Was she still in correspondence 
with that gentleman, and had he 
got over the sickness interfering 
with their reunion? These im- 
ages and these questions coursed 
through Count Otto’s mind, and 
he saw it must be quite in Pan- 
dora’s line to be mistress of the sit- 
uation, for there was evidently 
nothing on the present occasion 
that could call itself her master. 
He drank his tea and as he put 
down his cup heard the President, 
behind him, say: “Well, I guess 
my wife will wonder why I don’t 
come home.” 

“Why didn’t you bring her with 
you?” Pandora benevolently asked. 
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“Well, she doesn’t go out much. 
Then she has got her sister stay- 
ing with her—Mrs. Runkle, from 
Natchez. She’s a good deal of an 
invalid, and my wife doesn’t like 
to leave her.” 

“She must be a very kind 
woman” — and there was a high 
mature competence in the way the 
girl sounded the note of approval. 

“Well, I guess she isn’t spoiled 
— yet.” 

“IT should like very much to 
come and see her,” said Pandora. 

“Do come round. Couldn’t you 
come some night?” the great man 
responded. 

“Well, Pl come some time. And 
I shall remind you of your prom- 
ise.” 

“All right. There’s nothing like 
keeping it up. Well,” said the 
President, “I must bid good-bye 
to these bright folks.” 

Vogelstein heard him rise from 
the sofa with his companion; after 
which he gave the pair time to 
pass out of the room before him. 
They did it with a certain impres- 
sive deliberation, people making 
way for the ruler of fifty millions 
and looking with a certain curi- 
osity at the striking pink person at 
his side. When a little later he 
followed them across the hall, into 
one of the other rooms, he saw the 
host and hostess accompany the 
President to the door and two for- 
eign ministers and a judge of the 
Supreme Court address themselves 
to Pandora Day. He resisted the 
impulse to join this circle: if he 
should speak to her at all he would 


somehow wish it.to be in more pri- 
vacy. She continued nevertheless 
to occupy him, and when Mrs. 
Bonnycastle came back from the 
hall he immediately approached 
her with an appeal. “I wish you’d 
tell me something more about that 
girl—that one opposite and in 
pink.” 

“The lovely Day — that’s what 
they call her, I believe? I wanted 
you to talk with her.” 

“I find she is the one I’ve met. 
But she seems to be so different 
here. I can’t make it out,” said 
Count Otto. 

There was something in his ex- 
pression that again moved Mrs. 
Bonnycastle to mirth. “How we do 
puzzle you Europeans! You look 
quite bewildered.” 

“Tm sorry I look so—I try to 
hide it. But of course we're very 
simple. Let me ask then a simple 
earnest childlike question. Are her 
parents also in society?” 

“Parents in society? D’ou tom- 
bez-vous? Did you ever hear of 
the parents of a triumphant girl 
in rose-colour, with a nose all her 
own, in society?” 

“Is she then all alone?” he went 
on with a strain of melancholy in 
his voice. 

Mrs. Bonnycastle launched at 
him all her laughter. “You're too 
pathetic. Don’t you know what 
she is? I supposed of course you 
knew.” 

“It’s exactly what I’m asking 
you.” 

“Why she’s the new type. It has 
only come up lately. They have 
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had articles about it in the papers. 
That’s the reason I told Mrs. Steu- 
ben to bring her.” y 

“The new type? What new type, 
Mrs. Bonnycastle?” he returned 
pleadingly — so conscious was he 
that all types in America were 
new. 

Her laughter checked her reply 
a moment, and by the time she 
had recovered herself the young 
lady from Boston, with whom Vo- 
gelstein had been talking, stood 
there to take leave. This, for an 
American type, was an old one, 
he was sure; and the process of 
parting between the guest and her 
hostess had an ancient elaboration. 
Count Otto waited a little; then he 
turned away and walked up to 
Pandora Day, whose group of in- 
terlocutors had now been re-en- 
forced by a gentleman who had 
held an important place in the 
cabinet of the late occupant of the 
presidential chair. He had asked 
Mrs. Bonnycastle if she were “all 
alone”; but there was nothing in 
her present situation to show her 
for solitary. She wasn’t sufficiently 
alone for our friend’s taste; but he 
was impatient and he hoped she’d 
give him a few words to himself. 
She recognised him without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation and with the 
sweetest smile; a smile matching 
to a shade the tone in which she 
said: “I was watching you. I won- 
dered if you weren't going to 
speak to me.” 

“Miss Day was watching him!” 
one of the foreign ministers ex- 
claimed; “and we flattered our- 


selves that her attention was all 
with us.” 

“I mean before,” said the girl, 
“while I was talking with the Pres- 
ident.” 

At which the gentlemen began 
to laugh, one of them remarking 
that this was the way the absent 
were sacrificed, even the great; 
while another put on record that 
he hoped Vogelstein was duly flat- 
tered. 

“Oh I was watching the Presi- 
dent too,” said Pandora. “I’ve got 
to watch him. He has promised 
me something.” 

“It must be the mission to Eng- 
land,” the judge of the Supreme 
Court suggested. “A good posi- 
tion for a lady; they’ve got a lady 
at the head over there.” 

“I wish they would send you to 
my country,” one of the foreign 
ministers suggested. “I’d immedi- 
ately get recalled.” 

“Why perhaps in your country 
I wouldn’t speak to you! It’s only 
because you're here,” the ex-hero- 
ine of the Donau returned with a 
gay familiarity which evidently 
ranked with her but as one of the 
arts of defence. “You'll see what 
mission it is when it comes out. 
But I'll speak to Count Vogelstein 
anywhere,” she went on. “He’s an 
older friend than any right here. 
I’ve known him in difficult days.” 

“Oh, yes, on the great ocean,” 
the young man smiled. “On the 
watery waste, in the tempest!” 

“Oh I don’t mean that so much; 
we had a beautiful voyage and 
there wasn’t any tempest. I mean 
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when I was living in Utica. That’s 
a watery waste if you like, and a 
tempest there would have been a 
pleasant variety.” 

“Your parents seemed to me so 
peaceful!” her associate in the 
other memories sighed with a 
vague wish to say something sym- 
pathetic. 

“Oh you haven’t seen them 
ashore! At Utica they were very 
lively. But that’s no longer our nat- 
ural home. Don’t you remember I 
told you I was working for New 
York? Well, I worked—I had to 
work hard. But we’ve moved.” 

Count Otto clung to his inter- 
est. “And I hope they’re happy.” 

“My father and mother? Oh 
they will be, in time. I must give 
them time. They're very young 
yet, they've years before them. 
And you've been always in Wash- 
ington?” Pandora continued. “I 
suppose you've found out every- 
thing about everything.” 

“Oh no—there are some things 
I can't find out.” 

“Come and see me and perhaps 
I can help you. I’m very different 
from what I was in that phase. 
I've advanced a great deal since 
then.” 

“Oh how was Miss Day in that 
phase?” asked a cabinet minister 
of the last administration. 

“She was delightful of course,” 
Count Otto said. 

“He’s very flattering; I didn’t 
open my mouth!” Pandora cried. 
“Here comes Mrs. Steuben to take 
me to some other place. I believe 
it’s a literary party near the Capi- 
tol. Everything seems so separate 


in Washington. Mrs. Steuben’s go- 
ing to read a poem. I wish she’d 
read it here; wouldn’t it do as 
well?” 

This lady, arriving, signified to 
her young friend the necessity of 
their moving on. But Miss Day’s 
companions had various things to 
say to her before giving her up. 
She had a vivid answer for each, 
and it was brought home to Vo- 
gelstein while he listened that this 
would be indeed, in her develop- 
ment, as she said, another phase. 
Daughter of small burghers as she 
might be she was really brilliant. 
He turned away a little and while 
Mrs. Steuben waited put her a 
question. He had made her half 
an hour before the subject of that 
enquiry to which Mrs. Bonnycas- 
tle returned so ambiguous an an- 
swer; but this wasn’t because he 
failed of all direct acquaintance. 
with the amiable woman or of any 
general idea of the esteem in 
which she was held. He had met 
her in various places and had been 
at her house. She was the widow: 
of a commodore, was a handsome: 
mild soft swaying person, whom 
every one liked, with glossy bands: 
of black hair and a little ringlet: 
depending behind each ear. Some: 
one had said that she looked like. 
the vieux jeu idea of the queen in 
“Hamlet.” She had written verses: 
which were admired in the South, 
wore a full-length portrait of the. 
commodore on her bosom and 
spoke with the accent of Savan- 
nah. She had about her a positive 
strong odour of Washington. It 
had certainly been very superflu-. 
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ous in our young man to question 
Mrs. Bonnycastle about her social 
position. i 

“Do kindly tell me,” he said, 
lowering his voice, “what’s the 
type to which that young lady be- 
longs? Mrs. Bonnycastle tells me 
it’s a new one.” 

Mrs. Steuben for a moment fixed 
her liquid eyes on the secretary of 
legation. She always seemed to 
be translating the prose of your 
speech into the finer rhythms with 
which her own mind was familiar. 
“Do you think anything’s really 
new?” she then began to flute. 
“!'m very fond of the old; you 
know that’s a weakness of we 
Southerners.” The poor lady, it 
will be observed, had another 
weakness as well. “What we often 
take to be the new is simply the 
old under some novel form. Were 
there not remarkable natures in 
the past? If you doubt it you 
should visit the South, where the 
past still lingers.” 

Vogelstein had been struck be- 
fore this with Mrs. Steuben’s pro- 
nunciation of the word by which 


her native latitudes were desig- - 


nated; transcribing it from her lips 
you would have written it (as the 
nearest approach) the Sooth. But 
at present he scarce heeded this 
peculiarity; he was wondering 
rather how a woman could be at 
once so copious and so uninform- 
ing. What did he care about the 
past or even about the Sooth? He 
was afraid of starting her again. 
He looked at her, discouraged and 
helpless, as bewildered almost as 
Mrs. Bonnycastle had found him 


half an hour before; looked also at 
the commodore, who, on her bo- 
som, seemed to breathe again 
with his widow’s respirations. 
“Call it an old type then if you 
like,” he said in a moment. “All I 
want to know is what type it is! 
It seems impossible,” he gasped, 
“to find out.” 

“You can find out in the news- 
papers. They’ve had articles about 
it. They write about everything 
now. But it isn’t true about Miss 
Day. It’s one of the first families. 
Her great-grandfather was in the 
Revolution.” Pandora by this time 
had given her attention again to 
Mrs. Steuben. She seemed to sig- 
nify that she was ready to move 
on. “Wasn’t your great-grandfather 
in the Revolution?” the elder lady 
asked. “I’m telling Count Vogel- 
stein about him.” 

“Why are you asking about my 
ancestors?” the girl demanded of 
the young German with untem- 
pered brightness. “Is that the thing 
you said just now that you can't 
find out? Well, if Mrs. Steuben 
will only be quiet you never will.” 

Mrs. Steuben shook her head 
rather dreamily. “Well, it’s no trou- 
ble for we of the South to be 
quiet. There’s a kind of languor in 
our blood. Besides, we have to be 
to-day. But I’ve got to show some 
energy to-night. I've got to get 
you to the end of Pennsylvania 
Avenue.” 

Pandora gave. her hand to Count 
Otto and asked him if he thought 
they should meet again. He an- 
swered that in Washington peo- 
ple were always meeting again 
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and that at any rate he shouldn't 
fail to wait upon her. Hereupon, 
just as the two ladies were detach- 
ing themselves, Mrs. Steuben re- 
marked that if the Count and Miss 
Day wished to meet again the pic- 
nic would be a good chance — the 
picnic she was getting up for the 
following Thursday. It was to con- 
sist of about twenty bright peo- 
ple, and they’d go down the Po- 
tomac to Mount Vernon. The 
Count answered that if Mrs. Steu- 
ben thought him bright enough 
he should be delighted to join the 
party; and he was told the hour 
for which the tryst was taken. 

He remained at Mrs. Bonnycas- 
tle’s after every one had gone, and 
then he informed this lady of his 
reason for waiting. Would she 
have mercy on him and let him 
know, in a single word, before he 
went to rest—for without it rest 
would be impossible — what was 
this famous type to which Pan- 
dora Day belonged? 

“Gracious, you don’t mean to 
say you've not found out that type 
yet!” Mrs. Bonnycastle exclaimed 
with a return of her hilarity. 
“What have you been doing all 
the evening? You Germans may be 
thorough, but you certainly are 
not quick!” 

It was Alfred Bonnycastle who 
at last took pity on him. “My dear 
Vogelstein, she’s the latest freshest 
fruit of our great American evolu- 
tion. She’s the self-made girl!” 

Count Otto gazed a moment. 
“The fruit of the great American 
Revolution? Yes, Mrs. Steuben told 
me her great-grandfather—” but 


the rest of his sentence was lost in 
a renewed explosion of Mrs. Bon- 
nycastle’s sense of the ridiculous. 
He bravely pushed his advantage, 
such as it was, however, and, de- 
siring his host’s definition to be de- 
fined, enquired what the self-made 
girl might be. 

“Sit down and we'll tell you all 
about it,” Mrs. Bonnycastle said. 
“T like talking this way, after a 
party’s over. You can smoke if you 
like, and Alfred will open another 
window. Well, to begin with, the 
self-made girl’s a new feature. 
That, however, you know. In the 
second place she isn’t self-made at 
all. We all help to make her — we 
take such an interest in her.” 

“That’s only after she’s made!” 
Alfred Bonnycastle broke in. “But 
it’s Vogelstein that takes an inter- 
est. What on earth has started you 
up so on the subject of Miss Day?” 

The visitor explained as well as 
he could that it was merely the ac- 
cident of his having crossed the 
ocean in the steamer with her; but 
he felt the inadequacy of this ac- 
count of the matter, felt it more 
than his hosts, who could know nei- 
ther how little actual contact he had 
had with her on the ship, how much 
he had been affected by Mrs. Dan- 
gerfield’s warnings, nor how much 
observation at the same time he had 
lavished on her. He sat there half 
an hour, and the warm dead still- 
ness of the Washington night — 
nowhere are the nights so silent — 
came in at the open window, min- 
gled with a soft sweet earthy 
smell, the smell of growing things 
and in particular, as he thought, 
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of Mrs. Steuben’s Sooth. Before he 
went away he had heard all about 
the self-made girl, and there was 
something in the picture that 
strongly impressed him. She was 
possible doubtless only in Amer- 
ica; American life had smoothed 
the way for her. She was not fast, 
nor emancipated, nor crude, nor 
loud, and there wasn’t in her, of 
necessity at least, a grain of the 
stuff of which the adventuress is 
made. She was simply very suc- 
cessful, and her success was en- 
tirely personal. She hadn’t been 
born with the silver spoon of so- 
cial opportunity; she had grasped 
it by honest exertion. You knew 
her by many different signs, but 
chiefly, infallibly, by the appear- 
ance of her parents. It was her 
parents who told her story; you al- 
ways saw how little her parents 
could have made her. Her atti- 
tude with regard to them might 
vary in different ways. As the great 
fact on her own side was that she 
had lifted herself from a lower so- 
cial plane, done it all herself, and 
done it by the simple lever of her 
personality, it was naturally to be 
expected that she would leave the 
authors of her mere material being 
in the shade. Sometimes she had 
them in her wake, lost in the bub- 
bles and the foam that showed 
where she had passed; sometimes, 
as Alfred Bonnycastle said, she let 
them slide altogether; sometimes 
she kept them in close confine- 
ment, resorting to them under 
cover of night and with every pre- 
caution; sometimes she exhibited 
them to the public in discreet 


glimpses, in prearranged attitudes. 
But the general characteristic of 
the self-made girl was that, though 
it was frequently understood that 
she was privately devoted to her 
kindred, she never attempted to 
impose them on society, and it was 
striking that, though in some of 
her manifestations a bore, she was 
at her worst less of a bore than 
they. They were almost always 
solemn and portentous, and they 
were for the most part of a deathly 
respectability. She wasn’t neces- 
sarily snobbish, unless it was snob- 
bish to want the best. She didn’t 
cringe, she didn’t make herself 
smaller than she was; she took on 
the contrary a stand of her own 
and attracted things to herself. 
Naturally she was possible only in 
America — only in a country where 
whole ranges of competition and 
comparison were absent. The nat- 
ural history of this interesting crea- 
ture was at last completely laid 
bare to the earnest stranger, who, 
as he sat there in the animated 
stillness, with the fragrant breath 
of the Western world in his nos- 
trils, was convinced of what he 
had already suspected, that con- 
versation in the great Republic 
was more yearningly, not to say 
gropingly, psychological than else- 
where. Another thing, as he 
learned, that you knew the self- 
made girl by was her culture, 
which was perhaps a little too rest- 
less and obvious. She had usually 
got into society more or less by 
reading, and her conversation was 
apt to be garnished with literary 
allusions, even with familiar quota- 
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tions. Vogelstein hadn’t had time 
to. observe this element as a de- 
veloped form in Pandora Day; but 
Alfred Bonnycastle hinted that he 
wouldn’t trust her to keep it un- 
der in a téte-d-téte. It was need- 
less to say that these young per- 
sons had always been to Europe; 
that was usually the first place 
they got to. By such arts they 
sometimes entered society on the 
other side before they did so at 
home; it was to be added at the 
same time that this resource was 
less and less valuable, for Europe, 
in the American world, had less 
and less prestige and people in the 
Western hemisphere now kept a 
watch on that roundabout road. 
All of which quite applied to Pan- 
dora Day — the journey to Europe, 
the culture (as exemplified in the 
books she read on the ship), the 
relegation, the effacement, of the 
family. The only thing that was 
exceptional was the rapidity of 
her march; for the jump she had 
taken since he left her in the 
hands of Mr. Lansing struck Vo- 
gelstein, even after he had made 
all allowance for the abnormal 
homogeneity of the American 
mass, as really considerable. It 
took all her cleverness to account 
for such things. When she “moved” 
from Utica—mobilised her com- 
missariat — the battle appeared vir- 
tually to have been gained. 

Count Otto called the next day, 
and Mrs. Steuben’s blackamoor 
informed him, in the communica- 
tive manner of his race, that the 
ladies had gone out to pay some 
visits and look at the Capitol. 


Pandora apparently had not hith-. 
erto examined this monument, and 
our young man wished he had 
known, the evening before, of her 
omission, so that he might have 
offered to be her initiator. There 
is too obvious a connexion for us 
to fail of catching it between his 
regret and the fact that in leaving 
Mrs. Steuben’s door he reminded 
himself that he wanted a good 
walk, and that he thereupon took 
his way along Pennsylvania Av- 
enue. His walk had become fairly 
good by the time he reached the 
great white edifice that unfolds its 
repeated colonnades and uplifts its 
isolated dome at the end of a long 
vista of saloons and tobacco-shops. 
He slowly climbed the great steps, 
hesitating a little, even wondering 
why he had come. The superficial 
reason was obvious enough, but 
there was a real one behind it that 
struck him as rather wanting in 
the solidity which should charac- 
terise the motives of an emissary 
of Prince Bismarck. The superfi- 
cial reason was a belief that Mrs. 
Steuben would pay her visit first — 
it was probably only a question of 
leaving cards—and bring her 
young friend to the Capitol at the 
hour when the yellow afternoon 
light would give a tone to the 
blankness of its marble walls. The 
Capitol was a splendid building, 
but it was rather wanting in tone. 
Vogelstein’s curiosity about Pan- 
dora Day had been much more 
quickened than checked by the 
revelations made to him in Mrs. 
Bonnycastle’s drawing-room. It 
was a relief to have the creature 
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classified; but he had a desire, of 
which he had not been conscious 
before, to see really to the end 
how well, in other words how 
completely and artistically, a girl 
could make herself. His calcula- 
tions had been just, and he had 
wandered about the rotunda for 
only ten minutes, looking again at 
the paintings, commemorative of 
the national annals, which occupy 
its lower spaces, and at the simu- 
lated sculptures, so touchingly 
characteristic of early American 
taste, which adom its upper 
reaches, when the charming wom- 
en he had been counting on 
presented themselves in charge of 
a licensed guide. He went to meet 
them and didn’t conceal from 
them that he had marked them for 
his very own. The encounter was 
happy on both sides, and he ac- 
companied them through the 
queer and endless interior, through 
labyrinths of bleak bare develop- 
ment, into legislative and judicial 
halls. He thought it a hideous 
place; he had seen it all before 
and asked himself what senseless 
game he was playing. In the lower 
House were certain bedaubed 
walls, in the basest style of imita- 
tion, which made him feel faintly 
sick, not to speak of a lobby 
adorned with artless prints and 
photographs of eminent defunct 
Congressmen that was all too se- 
rious for a joke and too comic for 
a Valhalla. But Pandora was 
greatly interested; she thought the 
Capitol very fine; it was easy to 
criticise the details, but as a whole 
it was the most impressive build- 


ing she had ever seen. She proved 
a charming fellow tourist; she had 
constantly something to say, but 
never said it too much; it was im- 
possible to drag in the wake of a 
cicerone less of a lengthening or an 
irritating chain. Vogelstein could 
see too that she wished to improve 
her mind; she lcoked at the histor- 
ical pictures, at the uncanny stat- 
ues of local worthies, presented by 
the different States — they were of 
different sizes, as if they had been 
“numbered,” in a shop — she asked 
questions of the guide and in the 
chamber of the Senate requested 
him to show her the chairs of the 
gentlemen from New York. She sat 
down in one of them, though Mrs. 
Steuben told her that Senator (she 
mistook the chair, dropping into 
another State) was a horrid old 
thing. 

Throughout the hour he spent 
with her Vogelstein seemed to see 
how it was she had made herself. 
They walked about afterwards on 
the splendid terrace that surrounds 
the Capitol, the great marble floor 
on which it stands, and made 
vague remarks —Pandora’s were 
the most definite — about the yel- 
low sheen of the Potomac, the hazy 
hills of Virginia, the far-gleaming 
pediment of Arlington, the raw 
confused-looking country. Wash- 
ington was beneath them, bristling 
and geometrical; the long lines of 
its avenues seemed to stretch into 
national futures. Pandora asked 
Count Otto if he had ever been to 
Athens and, on his admitting so 
much, sought to know whether the 
eminence on which they stood 
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didn’t give him an idea of the 
Acropolis in its prime. Vogelstein 
deferred the satisfaction of this 
appeal to their next meeting; he 
was glad—in spite of the appeal 
—to make pretexts for seeing her 
again. He did so on the morrow; 
Mrs. Steuben’s picnic was. still 
three days distant. He called on 
Pandora a second time, also met 
her each evening in the Washing- 
ton world. It took very little of 
‘this to remind him that he was 
forgetting both Mrs. Dangerfield’s 
warnings and the admonitions — 
long familiar to him—of his own 
conscience. Was he in peril of 
love? Was he to be sacrificed on 
the altar of the American girl, an 
altar at which those other poor 
fellows had poured out some of 
the bluest blood in Germany and 
he had himself taken oath he would 
never seriously worship? He de- 
cided that he wasn’t in real dan- 
ger, that he had rather clinched 
his precautions. It was true that a 
young person who had succeeded 
so well for herself might be a great 
help to her husband; but this dip- 
lomatic aspirant preferred on the 
whole that his success should be 
his own: it wouldn’t please him to 
have the air of being pushed by 
his wife. Such a wife as that would 
wish to push him, and he could 
hardly admit to himself that this 
was what fate had in reserve for 
him—to be propelled in his ca- 
reer by a young lady who would 
perhaps attempt to talk to the Kai- 
ser as he had heard her the other 
night talk to the President. Would 
she consent to discontinue rela- 


tions with her family, or would 
she wish still to borrow plastic re- 
lief from that domestic back- 
ground? That her family was so 
impossible was to a certain extent 
an advantage; for if they had been 
a little better the question of a 
rupture would be less easy. He 
turned over these questions in 
spite of his security, or perhaps in- 
deed because of it. The security 
made them speculative and disin- 
terested. 

They haunted him during the 
excursion to Mount Vernon, which 
took place according to traditions 
long established. Mrs. Steuben’s 
confederates assembled on _ the 
steamer and were set afloat on the 
big brown stream which had al- 
ready seemed to our special tray- 
eller to have too much bosom and 
too little bank. Here and there, 
however, he became conscious of 
a shore where there was something 
to look at, even though conscious 
at the same time that he had of 
old lost great opportunities of an 
idyllic cast in not having managed 
to be more “thrown with” a cer- 
tain young lady on the deck of the 
North German Lloyd. The two 
turned round together to hang 
over Alexandria, which for Pan- 
dora, as she declared, was a pic- 
ture of Old Virginia. She told Vo- 
gelstein that she was always hear- 
ing about it during the Civil War, 
ages before. Little girl as she had 
been at the time she remembered 
all the names that were on peo- 
ple’s lips during those years of re- 
iteration. This historic spot had a 
touch of the romance of rich de- 
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cay, a reference to older things, to 
a dramatic past. The past of Alex- 
andria appeared in the vista, of 
three or four short streets sloping 
up a hill and lined with poor brick 
warehouses erected for merchan- 
dise that had ceased to come or 
go. It looked hot and blank and 
sleepy, down to the shabby water- 
side where tattered darkies dan- 
gled their bare feet from the edge 
of rotting wharves. Pandora was 
even more interested in Mount 
Vernon — when at last its wooded 
bluff began to command the river 
—than she had been in the Capi- 
tol, and after they had disem- 
barked and ascended to the cele- 
brated mansion she insisted on go- 
ing into every room it contained. 
She “claimed for it,” as she said — 
some of her turns were so charac- 
teristic both of her nationality and 
her own style — the finest situation 
in the world, and was distinct as 
to the shame of their not giving it 
to the President for his country- 
seat. Most of her companions had 
seen the house often, and were 
now coupling themselves in the 
grounds according to their sympa- 
thies, so that it was easy for Vo- 
gelstein to offer the benefit of his 
own experience to the most in- 
quisitive member of the party. 
They were not to lunch for an- 
other hour, and in the interval the 
young man roamed with his first 
and fairest acquaintance. The 
breath of the Potomac, on the 
boat, had been a little harsh, but 
on the softly-curving lawn, be- 
neath the clustered trees, with the 
river relegated to a mere shining 


presence far below and in the dis- 
tance, the day gave out nothing 
but its mildness, the whole scene 
became noble and genial. 

Count Otto could joke a little on 
great occasions, and the present 
one was worthy of his humour. He 
maintained to his companion that 
the shallow painted mansion re- 
sembled a false house, a “wing” or 
structure of daubed canvas, on the 
stage; but she answered him so 
well with certain economical pal- 
aces she had seen in Germany, 
where, as she said, there was noth- 
ing but china stoves and stuffed 
birds, that he was obliged to al- 
low the home of Washington to be 
after all really gemiithlich. What 
he found so in fact was the soft 
texture of the day, his personal 
situation, the sweetness of his sus- 
pense. For suspense had decidedly 
become his portion; he was under 
a charm that made him feel he 
was watching his own life and 
that his susceptibilities were be- 
yond his control. It hung over him 
that things might take a turn, from 
one hour to the other, which would 
make them very different from 
what they had been yet; and his 
heart certainly beat a little faster 
as he wondered what that turn 
might be. Why: did he come to 
picnics on fragrant April days with 
American girls who might lead him 
too far? Wouldn’t such girls be 
glad to marry a Pomeranian count? 
And would they, after all, talk that 
way to the Kaiser? If he were to 
marry one of them he should have 
to give her several thorough les- 
sons. 
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In their little tour of the house 
our young friend and his compan- 
ion had had a great many fellow 
visitors, who had also arrived by 
the steamer and who had hitherto 
not left them an ideal privacy. But 
the others gradually dispersed; 
they circled about a kind of show- 
man who was the authorised guide, 
a big slow genial vulgar heavily- 
bearded man, with a whimsical 
edifying patronising tone, a tone 
that had immense success when 
he stopped here and there to make 
his points—to pass his eyes over 
his listening flock, then fix them 
quite above it with a meditative 
look and bring out some ancient 
pleasantry as if it were a sudden 
inspiration. He made a cheerful 
thing, an echo of the platform be- 
fore the booth of a country fair, 
even of a visit to the tomb of the 
pater patriz. It is enshrined in a 
kind of grotto in the grounds, and 
Vogelstein remarked to Pandora 
that he was a good man for the 
place, but was too familiar. “Oh 
he’d have been familiar with 
Washington,” said the girl with 
the bright dryness with which she 
often uttered amusing things. Vo- 
gelstein looked at her a moment, 
and it came over him, as he smiled, 
that she herself probably wouldn’t 
have been abashed even by the 
hero with whom history has taken 
fewest liberties. “You look as if 
you could hardly believe that,” 
Pandora went on. “You Germans 
are always in such awe of great 
people.” And it occurred to her 
critic that perhaps after all Wash- 
ington would have liked her man- 


ner, which was wonderfully fresh 
and natural. The man with the 
beard was an ideal minister to 
American shrines; he played on 
the curiosity of his little band with 
the touch of a master, drawing 
them at the right moment away to 
see the classic ice-house where the 
old lady had been found weeping 
in the belief it was Washington’s 
grave. While this monument was 
under inspection our interesting 
couple had the house to them- 
selves, and they spent some time 
on a pretty terrace where cer- 
tain windows of the second floor 
opened — a little roofless verandah 
which overhung, in a manner, 
obliquely, all the magnificence of 
the view; the immense sweep of 
the river, the artistic plantations, 
the last-century garden with its big 
box hedges and remains of old es- 
paliers. They lingered here for 
nearly half an hour, and it was in 
this retirement that Vogelstein en- 
joyed the only approach to inti- 
mate conversation appointed for 
him, as was to appear, with a 
young woman in whom he had 
been. unable to persuade himself 
that he was not absorbed. It’s not 
necessary, and it’s not possible, 
that I should reproduce this col- 
loquy; but I may mention that it 
began — as they leaned against the 
parapet of the terrace and heard 
the cheerful voice of the showman 
wafted up to them from a distance 
—with his saying to her rather 
abruptly that he couldn’t make out 
why they hadn’t had more talk to- 
gether when they crossed the At- 
lantic. 
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“Well, I can if you can’t,” said 
Pandora. “I'd have talked quick 
enough if you had spoken to me. 
I spoke to you first.” 

“Yes, I remember that” — and it 
affected him awkwardly. 

“You listened too much to Mrs. 
Dangerfield.” 

He feigned a vagueness. “To 
Mrs. Dangerfield?” 

“That woman you were always 
sitting with; she told you not to 
. speak to me. I’ve seen her in New 
York; she speaks to me now her- 
self. She recommended you to 
have nothing to do with me.” 

“Oh how can you say such 
dreadful things?” Count Otto cried 
with a very becoming blush. 

“You know you can’t deny it. 
You weren’t attracted by my fam- 
ily. They're charming people when 
you know them. I don’t have a 
better time anywhere than I have 
at home,” the girl went on loyally. 
“But what does it matter? My 
family are very happy. They’re get- 
ting quite used to New York. Mrs. 
Dangerfield’s a vulgar wretch — 
next winter she'll call on me.” 

“You are unlike any Madchen 
I’ve ever seen—I don’t under- 
stand you,” said poor Vogelstein 
with the colour still in his face. 

“Well, you never will understand 
me—probably; but what differ- 
ence does it make?” 

He attempted to tell her what 
difference, but I’ve no space to 
follow him here. It’s known that 
when the German mind attempts 
to explain things it doesn’t always 
reduce them to simplicity, and 
Pandora was first mystified, then 


amused, by some of the Count’s 
revelations. At last I think she was 
a little frightened, for she re- 
marked irrelevantly, with some de- 
cision, that luncheon would be 
ready and that they ought to join 
Mrs. Steuben. Her companion 


‘walked slowly, on purpose, as they 


left the house together, for he 
knew the pang of a vague sense 
that he was losing her. 

“And shall you be in Washing- 
ton many days yet?” he appealed 
as they went. 

“It will all depend. I’m expect- 
ing important news. What I shall 
do will be influenced by that.” 

The way she talked about ex- 
pecting news—and important! — 
made him feel somehow that she 
had a career, that she was active 
and independent, so that he could 
scarcely hope to stop her as she 
passed. It was certainly true that 
he had never seen any girl like 
her. It would have occurred to 
him that the news she was expect- 
ing might have reference to the fa- 
vour she had begged of the Presi- 
dent, if he hadn’t already made 
up his mind — in the calm of med- 
itation after that talk with the Bon- 
nycastles—that this favour must 
be a pleasantry. What she had 
said to him had a discouraging, a 
somewhat chilling effect; neverthe- 
less it was not without a certain 
ardour that he enquired of her 
whether, so long as she stayed in 
Washington, he mightn’t pay her 
certain respectful attentions. 

“As many as you like—and as. 
respectful ones; but you won't 
keep them up for ever!” 
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“You try to torment me,” said 
Count Otto. 

She waited to explain. “I mean 
that I may have some of my fam- 
ily.” 

“I shall be delighted to see them 
again.” 

Again she just hung fire. “There 
are some you've never seen.” 

In the afternoon, returning to 
Washington on the steamer, Vo- 
gelstein received a warning. It 
came from Mrs. Bonnycastle and 
constituted, oddly enough, the sec- 
ond juncture at which an officious 
female friend had, while sociably 
afloat with him, advised him on 
the subject of Pandora Day. 

“There’s one thing we forgot to 
tell you the other night about the 
self-made girl,” said the lady of 
infinite mirth. “It’s never safe to 
fix your affections on her, because 
she has almost always an im- 
pediment somewhere in the back- 
ground.” 

He looked at her askance, but 
smiled and said: “I should under- 
stand your information — for which 
I’m so much obliged — a little bet- 
ter if I knew what you mean by 
an impediment.” 

“Oh I mean she’s always en- 
gaged to some young man who be- 
longs to her earlier phase.” 

“Her earlier phase?” 

“The time before she had made 
herself —when she lived uncon- 
scious of her powers. A young man 
from Utica, say. They usually have 
to wait; he’s probably in a store. 
It’s a long engagement.” 

Count Otto somehow preferred 


to understand as little as possible. 
“Do you mean a betrothal — to take 
effect?” 

“Tt don’t mean anything German 
and moonstruck. I mean that piece 
of peculiarly American enterprise 
a premature engagement — to take 
effect, but too complacently, at the 
end of time.” 

Vogelstein very properly re- 
flected that it was no use his hay- 
ing entered the diplomatic career 
if he weren’t able to bear himself 
as if this interesting generalisation 
had no particular message for him. 
He did Mrs. Bonnycastle more- 
over the justice to believe that 
she wouldn’t have approached the 
question with such levity if she 
had supposed she should make him 
wince. The whole thing was, like 
everything else, but for her to 
laugh at, and the betrayal more- 
over of a good intention. “I see, I 
see—the self-made girl has of 
course always had a past. Yes, and 
the young man in the store— 
from Utica—is part of her past.” 

“You express it perfectly,” said 
Mrs. Bonnycastle. “I couldn’t say 
it better myself.” 

“But with her present, with her 
future, when they change like this 
young lady’s, I suppose everything 
else changes. How do you say it 
in America? She lets him slide.” 

“We don’t say it at all!” Mrs. 
Bonnycastle cried. “She does noth- 
ing of the sort; for what do you 
take her? She sticks to him; that 


at least is what we expect her to 


do,” she added with less assur- 
ance, “As I tell you, the type’s new 
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and the case under consideration. 
We haven’t yet had time for com- 
plete study.” ° 

“Oh of course I hope she sticks 
to him,” Vogelstein declared sim- 
ply and with his German accent 
more audible, as it always was 
when he was slightly agitated. 

For the rest of the trip he was 
rather restless. He wandered about 
the boat, talking little with the re- 
turning picnickers. Toward the 
last, as they drew near Washing- 
ton and the white dome of the 
Capitol hung aloft before them, 
looking as simple as a suspended 
snowball, he found himself, on the 
deck, in proximity to Mrs. Steu- 
ben. He reproached himself with 
having rather neglected her during 
an entertainment for which he was 
indebted to her bounty, and he 
sought to repair his omission by a 
proper deference. But the only act 
of homage that occurred to him 
was to ask her as by chance 
whether Miss Day were, to her 
knowledge, engaged. 

Mrs. Steuben turned her South- 
ern eyes upon him with a look of 
almost romantic compassion. “To 
my knowledge? Why of course I'd 
know! I should think you’d know 
too. Didn’t you know she was en- 
gaged? Why she has been engaged 
since she was sixteen.” 

Count Otto gazed at the dome 
of the Capitol. “To a gentleman 
from Utica?” 

“Yes, a native of her place. She’s 
expecting him soon.’ 

“?’m so very glad to hear it,” 
said Vogelstein, who decidedly, 


for his career, had promise. “And 
is she going to marry him?” 

“Why what do people fall in 
love with each other for? I pre- 
sume theyll marry when she gets 
round to it. Ah if she had only 
been from the Sooth —!” 

At this he broke quickly in: 
“But why have they never brought 
it off, as you say, in so many 
years?” 

“Well, at first she was too young, 
and then she thought her family 
ought to see Europe—of course 
they could see it better with her 
—and they spent some time there. 
And then Mr. Bellamy had some 
business difficulties that made him 
feel as if he didn’t want to marry 
just then. But he has given up 
business and I presume feels more 
free. Of course it’s rather long, 
but all the while they've been en- 
gaged. It’s a true, true love,” 
said Mrs. Steuben, whose sound 
of the adjective was that of a 
feeble flute. 

“Is his name Mr. Bellamy?” the 
Count asked with his haunting 
reminiscence. “D. F. Bellamy, so? 
And has he been in a store?” 

“T don’t know what kind of bus- 
iness it was: it was some kind of 
business in Utica. I think he had 
a branch in New York. He’s one of 
the leading gentlemen of Utica 
and very highly educated. He’s a 
good deal older than Miss Day. 
He’s a very fine man—TI presume 
a college man. He stands very 
high in Utica. I don’t know why 
you look as if you doubted it.” 

Vogelstein assured Mrs. Steu- 
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ben that he doubted nothing, and 
indeed what she told him was 
probably the more credible for 
seeming to him eminently strange. 
Bellamy had been the name of the 
gentleman who, a year and a half 
before, was to have met Pandora 
on the arrival of the German 
steamer; it was in Bellamy’s name 
that she had addressed herself with 
such effusion to Bellamy’s friend, 
the man in the straw hat who was 
about to fumble in her mother’s 
old clothes. This was a fact that 
seemed to Count Otto to finish the 
picture of her contradictions; it 
wanted at present no touch to be 
complete. Yet even as it hung 
there before him it continued to 
fascinate him, and he stared at it, 
detached from surrounding things 
and feeling a little as if he had 
been pitched out of an overturned 
vehicle, till the boat bumped 
against one of the outstanding piles 
of the wharf at which Mrs. Steu- 
ben’s party was to disembark. 
There was some delay in getting 
the steamer adjusted to the dock, 
during which the ~ passengers 
watched the process over its side 
and extracted what entertainment 
they might from the appearance 
of the various persons collected to 
receive it. There were darkies and 
loafers and hackmen, and_ also 
vague individuals, the loosest and 
blankest he had ever seen any- 
where, with tufts on their chins, 
toothpicks in their mouths, hands 


in their pockets, rumination in - 


their jaws and diamond pins in 
their shirt-fronts, who looked as if 
they had sauntered over from 


Pennsylvania Avenue to while 
away half an hour, forsaking for 
that interval their various slanting 
postures in the porticoes of the ho- 
tels and the doorways of the sa- 
loons. 

“Oh I’m so glad! How sweet of 
you to come down!” It was a voice 
close to Count Otto’s shoulder that 
spoke these words, and he had no 
need to turn to see from whom it 
proceeded. It had been in his ears 
the greater part of the day, though, 
as he now perceived, without the 
fullest richness of expression of 
which it was capable. Still less was 
he obliged to turn to discover to 
whom it was addressed, for the 
few simple words I have quoted 
had been flung across the narrow- 
ing interval of water, and a gen- 
tleman who had stepped to the 
edge of the dock without our 
young man’s observing him tossed 
back an immediate reply. 

“T got here by the three o'clock 
train. They told me in K Street 
where you were, and I thought I'd 
come down and meet you.” 

“Charming attention!” said Pan- 
dora Day with the laugh that 
seemed always to invite the whole 
of any company to partake in it; 
though for some moments after 
this she and her interlocutor ap- 
peared to continue the conversa- 
tion only with their eyes. Mean- 
while Vogelstein’s also were not 
idle. He looked at her visitor from 
head to foot, and he was aware 
that she was quite unconscious of 
his own proximity. The gentleman 
before him was tall, good-looking, 
well-dressed; evidently he would 
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stand well not only at Utica, but, 
judging from the way he had 
planted himself on the dock, in 
any position that circumstances 
might compel him to take up. He 
was about forty years old; he had 
a black moustache and he seemed 
to look at the world over some 
counter-like expanse on which he 
invited it all warily and pleasantly 
to put down first its idea of the 
terms of a transaction. He waved 
a gloved hand at Pandora as if, 
when she exclaimed “Gracious, 
ain’t they long!” to urge her to be 
patient. She was patient several 
seconds and then asked him if he 
had any news. He looked at her 
briefly, in silence, smiling, after 
which he drew from his pocket a 
large letter with an official-looking 
seal and shook it jocosely above 
his head. This was discreetly, cov- 
ertly done. No one but our young 
man appeared aware of how much 
was taking place — and poor Count 
Otto mainly felt it in the air. The 
boat was touching the wharf and 
the space between the pair incon- 
siderable. 

“Department of State?” Pandora 
very prettily and_ soundlessly 
mouthed across at him. 

“That’s what they call it.” 

“Well, what country?” 


“What’s your opinion of the 
Dutch?” the gentleman asked for 
answer. 

“Oh gracious!” cried Pandora. 

“Well, are you going to wait for 
the return trip?” said the gentle- 
man. 

Our silent sufferer turned away, 
and presently Mrs. Steuben and 
her companion disembarked to- 
gether. When this lady entered a 
carriage with Miss Day the gen- 
tleman who had spoken to the girl 
followed them; the others scat- 
tered, and Vogelstein, declining 
with thanks a “lift” from Mrs. 
Bonnycastle, walked home alone 
and in some intensity of medita- 
tion. Two days later he saw in a 
newspaper an announcement that 
the President had offered the post 
of Minister to Holland to Mr. D. 
F. Bellamy of Utica; and in the 
course of a month he heard from 
Mrs. Steuben that Pandora, a thou- 
sand other duties performed, had 
finally “got round” to the altar of 
her own nuptials. He communi- 
cated this news to Mrs. Bonny- 
castle, who had not heard it but 
who, shrieking at the queer face 
he showed her, met it with the 
remark that there was now ground 
for a new induction as to the self- 
made girl. 
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“Oxive will come down in about 
ten minutes; she told me to tell 
you that. About ten; that is ex- 
actly like Olive. Neither five nor 
fifteen, and yet not ten exactly, 
but either nine or eleven. She 
didn’t tell me to say she was glad 
to see you, because she doesn’t 
know whether she is or not, and 
she wouldn’t for the world ex- 
pose herself to telling a fib. She is 
very honest, is Olive Chancellor; 
she is full of rectitude. Nobody 
tells fibs in Boston; I don’t know 
what to make of them all. Well, I 
am very glad to see you, at any 
rate.” 

These words were spoken with 
much volubility by a fair, plump, 
smiling woman who entered a nar- 
row drawing-room in which a vis- 
itor, kept waiting for a few mo- 
ments, was already absorbed in a 
book. The gentleman had not even 
needed to sit down to become in- 
terested: apparently he had taken 
up the volume from a table as soon 
as he came in, and, standing there, 
after a single glance round the 
apartment, had lost himself in its 
pages. He threw it down at the 
approach of Mrs. Luna, laughed, 
shook hands with her, and said in 


answer to her last remark, “You 
imply that you do tell fibs. Per- 
haps that is one.” 

“Oh no; there is nothing won- 
derful in my being glad to see 
you,” Mrs. Luna rejoined, “when I 
tell you that I have been three 
long weeks in this unprevaricating 
city.” 

“That has an unflattering sound 
for me,” said the young man. “I 
pretend not to prevaricate.” 

“Dear me, what’s the good of 
being a Southerner?” the lady 
asked. “Olive told me to tell you 
she hoped you will stay to dinner. 
And if she said it, she does really 
hope it. She is willing to risk that.” 

“Just as I am?” the visitor in- 
quired, presenting himself with 
rather a work-a-day aspect. 

Mrs. Luna glanced at him from 
head to foot, and gave a little smil- 
ing sigh, as if he had been a long 
sum in addition. And, indeed, he 
was very long, Basil Ransom, and 
he even looked a little hard and 
discouraging, like a column of fig- 
ures, in spite of the friendly face 
which he bent upon his hostess’s 
deputy, and which, in its thinness, 
had a deep dry line, a sort of pre- 
mature wrinkle, on either side of 
the mouth. He was tall and lean, 
and dressed throughout in black; 
his shirt-collar was low and wide, 
and the triangle of linen, a little 
crumpled, exhibited by the open- 
ing of his waistcoat, was adorned 
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by a pin containing a small red 
stone. In spite of this decoration 
the young man looked poor—as 
poor as a young man could look 
who had such a fine head and such 
magnificent eyes. Those of Basil 
Ransom were dark, deep, and 
glowing; his head had a character 
of elevation which fairly added to 
his stature; it was a head to be 
seen above the level of a crowd, 
on some judicial bench or political 
platform, or even on a _ bronze 
medal. His forehead was high and 
broad, and his thick black hair, 
perfectly straight and glossy, and 
without any division, rolled back 
from it in a leonine manner. These 
things, the eyes especially, with 
their smouldering fire, might have 
indicated that he was to be a 
great American statesman; or, on 
the other hand, they might sim- 
ply have proved that he came 
from Carolina or Alabama. He 
came, in fact, from Mississippi, 
and he spoke very perceptibly with 
the accent of that country. It is 
not in my power to reproduce by 
any combination of characters this 
charming dialect; but the initiated 
reader will have no difficulty in 
evoking the sound, which is to be 
associated in the present instance 
with nothing vulgar or vain. This 
lean, pale, sallow, shabby, striking 
young man, with his superior 
head, his sedentary shoulders, his 
expression of bright grimness and 
hard enthusiasm, his provincial, 
distinguished appearance, is, as a 
representative of his sex, the most 
important personage in my narra- 
tive; he played a very active part 


in the events I have undertaken in 
some degree to set forth. And yet 
the reader who likes a complete 
image, who desires to read with 
the senses as well.as with the rea- 
son, is entreated not to forget that 
he prolonged his consonants and 
swallowed his vowels, that he was 
guilty of elisions and interpola- 
tions which were equally unex- 
pected, and that his discourse was 
pervaded by something sultry and 
vast, something almost African in 
its rich, basking tone, something 
that suggested the teeming ex- 
panse of the cotton-field. Mrs. 
Luna looked up at all this, but saw 
only a part of it; otherwise she 
would not have replied in a ban- 
tering manner, in answer to his in- 
quiry: “Are you ever different from 
thisP” Mrs. Luna was familiar — in- 
tolerably familiar. 

Basil Ransom coloured. a little. 
Then he said: “Oh yes; when 1 
dine out I usually carry a six- 
shooter and a bowie-knife.” And he 
took up his hat vaguely—a soft 
black hat with a low crown and an 
immense straight brim. Mrs. Luna 
wanted to know what he was do- 
ing. She made him sit down; she 
assured him that her sister quite 
expected him, would feel as sorry 
as she could ever feel for anything 
—for she was a kind of fatalist, 
anyhow — if he didn’t stay to din- 
ner. It was an immense pity — she 
herself was going out; in Boston 
you must jump at invitations. Ol- 
ive, too, was going somewhere 
after’ dinner, but he mustn’t mind 
that; perhaps he would like to go 
with her. It wasn’t a party — Olive 
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didn’t go to parties; it was one of 
those weird meetings she was so 
fond of. 

“What kind of meetings do you 
refer to? You speak as if it were a 
rendezvous of witches on the 
Brocken.” 

“Well, so it is; 
witches and wizards, 
and spirit-rappers, and 
radicals.” 

Basil Ransom ee the yellow 
light in his brown eyes deepened. 
“Do you mean to say your sister’s 
a roaring radical?” 

“A radicalP She’s a female Ja- 
cobin — she’s a nihilist. Whatever 
is, is wrong, and all that sort of 
thing. If you are going to dine 
with her, you had better know it.” 

“Oh, murder!” murmured the 
young man vaguely, sinking back 
in his chair with his arms folded. 
He looked at Mrs. Luna with in- 
telligent incredulity. She was suf- 
ficiently pretty; her hair was in 
clusters of curls, like bunches of 
grapes; her tight bodice seemed 
to crack with her vivacity; and 
from beneath the stiff plaits of her 
petticoat a small fat foot pro- 
truded, resting upon a stilted heel. 
She was attractive and imperti- 
nent, especially the latter. He 
seemed to think it was a great 
pity, what she had told him; but 
he lost himself in this considera- 
tion, or, at any rate, said nothing 
for some time, while his eyes wan- 
dered over Mrs. Luna, and he 
probably wondered what body of 
doctrine she represented, little as 
she might partake of the nature 
of her sister. Many things were 


they are all 
mediums, 
roaring 


strange to Basil Ransom; Boston 
especially was strewn with sur- 
prises, and he was a man who 
liked to understand. Mrs. Luna 
was drawing on her gloves; Ran- 
som had never seen any that were 
so long; they reminded him of 
stockings, and he wondered how 
she managed without garters above 
the elbow. “Well, I suppose I 
might have known that,” he con- 
tinued, at last. 

“You might have known what?” 

“Well, that Miss Chancellor 
would be all that you say. She was 
brought up in the city of reform.” 

“Oh, it isn’t the city; it’s just 
Olive Chancellor. She would re- 
form the solar system if she could 
get hold of it. She'll reform you, 
if you don’t look out. That’s the 
way I found her when I returned 
from Europe.” 

“Have you been in Europe?” 
Ransom asked. 

“Mercy, yes! Haven’t you?” 

“No, I haven’t been es 
Has your sister?” 

“Yes; but she stayed site an 
hour or two. She hates it; she 
would like to abolish it. Didn’t 
you know I had been to Europe?” 
Mrs. Luna went on, in the slightly 
aggrieved tone of a woman who 
discovers the limits of her reputa- 
tion. 

Ransom reflected he might an- 
swer her that until five minutes 
ago he didn’t know she existed; 
but he remembered that this was 
not the way in which a Southern 
gentleman spoke to ladies, and he 
contented himself with saying that 
he must condone his Boeotian ig- 
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norance (he was fond of an ele- 
gant phrase); that he lived in a 
part of the country where they 
didn’t think much about Europe, 
and that he had always supposed 
she was domiciled in New York. 
This last remark he made at a 
venture, for he had, naturally, not 
devoted any supposition whatever 
to Mrs. Luna. His dishonesty, how- 
ever, only exposed him the more. 

“If you thought I lived in New 
York, why in the world didn’t you 
come and see me?” the lady in- 
quired. 

“Well, you see, I don’t go out 
much, except to the courts.” 

“Do you mean the law-courts? 
Every one has got some profes- 
sion over here! Are you very am- 
bitious? You look as if you were.” 

“Yes, very,” Basil Ransom re- 
plied, with a smile, and the curi- 
ous feminine softness with which 
Southern gentlemen enunciate that 
adverb. 

Mrs. Luna explained that she 
had been living in Europe for sev- 
eral years — ever since het husband 
died—but had come home a 
month before, come home with 
her little boy, the only thing she 
had in the world, and was paying 
a visit to her sister, who, of course, 
was the nearest thing after the 
child. “But it isn’t the same,” she 
said. “Olive and I disagree so 
much.” 

“While you and your little boy 
don’t,” the young man remarked. 

“Oh no, I never differ from 
Newton!” And Mrs. Luna added 
that now she was back she didn’t 
know what she should do. That 


was the worst of coming back; it 
was like being born again, at one’s 
age — one had to begin life afresh. 
One didn’t even know what one 
had come back for. There were 
people who wanted one to spend 
the winter in Boston; but she 
couldn’t stand that — she knew, at 
least, what she had not come back 
for. Perhaps she should take a 
house in Washington; did he ever 
hear of that little place? They had 
invented it while she was away. 
Besides, Olive didn’t want her in 
Boston, and didn’t go through the 
form of saying so. That was one 
comfort with Olive; she never 
went through any forms. 

Basil Ransom had got up just 
as Mrs. Luna made this last dec- 
laration; for a young lady had 
glided into the room, who stopped 
short as it fell upon her ears. She 
stood there looking, consciously 
and rather seriously, at Mr. Ran- 
som; a smile of exceeding faint- 
ness played about her lips — it was 
just perceptible enough to light up 
the native gravity of her face. It 
might have been likened to a thin 
ray of moonlight resting upon the 
wall of a prison. 

“Tf that were true,” she said, “T 
shouldn’t tell you that I am very 
sorry to have kept you waiting.” 

Her voice was low and agree- 
able — a cultivated voice — and she 
extended a slender white hand to 
her visitor, who remarked with 
some solemnity (he felt a certain 
guilt of participation in Mrs. Lu- 
na’s indiscretion) that he was in- 
tensely happy to make her ac- 
quaintance. He observed that Miss 
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Chancellor's hand was at once 
cold and limp; she merely placed 
it in his, without exerting the small- 
est pressure. Mrs. Luna explained 
to her sister that her freedom of 
speech was caused by his being a 
relation — though, indeed, he didn’t 
seem to know much about them. 
She didn’t believe he had ever 
heard of her, Mrs. Luna, though he 
pretended, with his Southern chiv- 
alry, that he had. She must be off 
to her dinner now, she saw the car- 
riage was there, and in her absence 
Olive might give any version of her 
she chose. 

“T have told him you are a radi- 
cal, and you may tell him, if you 
like, that I am a painted Jezebel. 
Try to reform him; a person from 
Mississippi is sure to be all wrong. 
I shall be back very late; we are 
going to a theatre-party; that’s why 
we dine so early. Good-bye, Mr. 
Ransom,” Mrs. Luna _ continued, 
gathering up the feathery white 
shawl which added to the volume 
of her fairness. “I hope you are go- 
ing to stay a little, so that you may 
judge us for yourself. I should like 
you to see Newton, too; he is a no- 
ble little nature, and I want some 
advice about him. You only stay to- 
morrow? Why, what’s the use of 
that? Well, mind you come and see 
me in New York; I shall be sure to 
be part of the winter there. I shall 
send you a card; I won't let you 
off. Don’t come out; my sister has 
the first claim. Olive, why don’t 
you take him to your female con- 
vention?” Mrs. Luna’s familiarity 
extended even to her sister; she 
remarked to Miss Chancellor that 


she looked as if she were got up 
for a sea-voyage. “I am glad I 
haven’t opinions that prevent my 
dressing in the evening!” she de- 
clared from the doorway. “The 
amount of thought they give to 
their clothing, the people who are 
afraid of looking frivolous!” 
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WHETHER much or little consid- 
eration had been directed to the 
result, Miss Chancellor certainly 
would not have incurred this re- 
proach. She was habited in a plain 
dark dress, without any orna- 
ments, and her smooth, colourless 
hair was confined as carefully as- 
that of her sister was encouraged 
to stray. She had instantly seated 
herself, and while Mrs. Luna 
talked she kept her eyes on the 
ground, glancing even less toward 
Basil Ransom than toward that 
woman of many words. The young 
man was therefore free to look at 
her; a contemplation which showed 
him that she was agitated and try- 
ing to conceal it. He wondered 
why she was agitated, not foresee- 
ing that he was destined to dis- 
cover, later, that her nature was 
like a skiff in a stormy sea. Even 
after her sister had passed out of 
the room she sat there with her 
eyes turned away, as if there had 
been a spell upon her which for- 
bade her to raise them. Miss Ol- 
ive Chancellor, it may be confided 
to the reader, to whom in the 
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course of our history I shall be un- 
der the necessity of imparting 
much occult information, was sub- 
ject to fits of tragic shyness, dur- 
ing which she was unable to meet 
even her own eyes in the mirror. 
One of these fits had suddenly 
seized her now, without any ob- 
vious cause, though, indeed, Mrs. 
Luna had made it worse by be- 
coming instantly so personal. 
There was nothing in the world so 
personal as Mrs. Luna; her sister 
could have hated her for it if she 
had not forbidden herself this emo- 
tion as directed to individuals. Ba- 
sil Ransom was a young man of 
first-rate intelligence, but conscious 
of the narrow range, as yet, of his 
experience. He was on his guard 
against generalisations = which 
might be hasty; but he had ar- 
rived at two or three that were of 
value to a gentleman lately admit- 
ted to the New York bar and look- 
ing out for clients. One of them 
was to the effect that the simplest 
division it is possible to make of 
the human race is into the people 
who take things hard and the peo- 
ple who take them easy. He per- 
ceived very quickly that Miss 
Chancellor belonged to the for- 
mer class. This was written so in- 
tensely in her delicate face that he 
felt an unformulated pity for her 
before they had exchanged twenty 
words. He himself, by nature, took 
things easy; if he had put on the 
screw of late, it was after reflec- 
tion, and because circumstances 
pressed him close. But this pale 
girl, with her light-green eyes, her 
pointed features and nervous man- 


ner, was visibly morbid; it was as 
plain as day that she was morbid. 
Poor Ransom anonunced this fact 
to himself as if he had made a 
great discovery; but in reality he 
had never been so “Boeotian” as at 
that moment. It proved nothing of 
any importance, with regard to 
Miss Chancellor, to say that she 
was morbid; any sufficient account 
of her would lie very much to the 
rear of that. Why was she morbid, 
and why was her morbidness typi- 
cal? Ransom might have exulted 
if he had gone back far enough to 
explain that mystery. The women 
he had hitherto known had been 
mainly of his own soft clime, and 
it was not often they exhibited the 
tendency he detected (and cur- 
sorily deplored) in Mrs. Luna’s 
sister. That was the way he liked 
them — not to think too much, not 
to feel any responsibility for the 
government of the world, such as 
he was sure Miss Chancellor felt. 
If they would only be private and 
passive, and have no feeling but 
for that, and leave publicity to the 
sex of tougher hide! Ransom was 
pleased with the vision of that 
remedy; it must be repeated that 
he was very provincial. 

These considerations were not 
present to him as definitely as I 
have written them here; they were 
summed up in the vague compas- 
sion which his cousin’s figure ex- 
cited in his mind, and which was 
yet accompanied with a sensible 
reluctance to know her better, ob- 
vious as it was that with such a 
face as that she must be remark- 
able. He was sorry for her, but he 
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saw in a flash that no one could 
help her: that was what made her 
tragic. He had not, seeking his for- 
tune, come away from the blighted 
South, which weighed upon his 
heart, to look out for tragedies; at 
least he didn’t want them outside 
of his office in Pine Street. He 
broke the silence ensuing upon 
Mrs. Luna’s departure by one of 
the courteous speeches to which 
blighted regions may still encour- 
age a tendency, and presently 
found himself talking comfortably 
enough with his hostess. Though 
he had said to himself that no one 
could help her, the effect of his 
tone was to dispel her shyness; it 
was her great advantage (for the 
career she had proposed ‘to her- 
self) that in certain conditions she 
was liable suddenly to become 
bold. She was reassured at finding 
that her visitor was peculiar; the 
way he spoke told her that it was 
no wonder he had fought on the 
Southern side. She had never yet 
encountered a personage so exotic, 
and she always felt more at her 
ease in the presence of anything 
strange. It was the usual things of 
life that filled her with silent rage; 
which was natural enough, inas- 
much as, to her vision, almost ev- 
erything that was usual was in- 
iquitous. She had no difficulty in 
asking him now whether he would 
not stay to dinner—she hoped 
Adeline had given him her mes- 
sage. It had been when she was 
upstairs with Adeline, as his card 
was brought up, a sudden and 
very abnormal inspiration to offer 
him this (for her) really ultimate 


favour; nothing could be further 
from her common habit than to 
entertain alone, at any repast, a 
gentleman she had never seen. 
It was the same sort of impulse 
that had moved her to write to 
Basil Ransom, in the spring, after 
hearing accidentally that he had 
come to the North and intended, 
in New York, to practise his pro- 
fession. It was her nature to look 
out for duties, to appeal to her 
conscience for tasks. This attentive 
organ, earnestly consulted, had 
represented to her that he was an 
offshoot of the old slave-holding 
oligarchy which, within her own 
vivid remembrance, had plunged 
the country into blood and tears, 
and that, as associated with such 
abominations, he was not a worthy 
object of patronage for a person 
whose two brothers—her only 
ones—had given up life for the 
Northern cause. It reminded her, 
however, on the other hand, that 
he too had been much bereaved, 
and, moreover, that he had fought 
and offered his own life, even if it 
had not been taken. She could not 
defend herself against a rich ad- 
miration —a kind of tenderness of 
envy — of any one who had been 
so happy as to have that oppor- 
tunity. The most secret, the most 
sacred hope of her nature was that 
she might some day have such a 
chance, that she might be a mar- 
tyr and die for something. Basil 
Ransom had lived, but she knew 
he had lived to see bitter hours. 
His family was ruined; they had 
lost their slaves, their property, 
their friends and relations, their 
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home; had tasted of all the cruelty 
of defeat. He had tried for a while 
to carry on the plantation hisnself, 


but he had a millstone of debt 


round his neck, and he longed for 
some work which would transport 
him to the haunts of men. The 
State of Mississippi seemed to him 
the state of despair; so he surren- 
dered the remnants of his patri- 
mony to his mother and sisters, 
and, at nearly thirty years of age, 
alighted for the first time in New 
York, in the costume of his prov- 
ince, with fifty dollars in his pocket 
and a gnawing hunger in his heart. 

That this incident had revealed 
to the young man his ignorance of 
many things—only, however, to 
make him say to himself, after the 
first angry blush, that here he 
would enter the game and here he 
would win it—so much Olive 
Chancellor could not know; what 
was sufficient for her was that he 
had rallied, as the French say, had 
accepted the accomplished fact, 
had admitted that North and South 
were a single, indivisible political 
organism. Their cousinship — that 
of Chancellors and Ransoms — was 
not very close; it was the kind of 
thing that one might take up or 
leave alone, as one pleased. It was 
“in the female line,” as Basil Ran- 
som had written, in answering her 
letter with a good deal of form and 
flourish; he spoke as if they had 
been royal houses. Her mother 
had wished to take it up; it was 
only the fear of seeming patronis- 
ing to people in misfortune that 
had prevented her from writing to 
Mississippi. If it had been possible 


to send Mrs. Ransom money, or 
even clothes, she would have liked 
that; but she had no means of as- 
certaining how such an offering 
would be taken. By the time Ba- 
sil came to the North — making 
advances, as it were — Mrs. Chan- 
cellor had passed away; so it was 
for Olive, left alone in the little 
house in Charles Street (Adeline 
being in Europe), to decide. 

She knew what her mother 
would have done, and that helped. 
her decision; for her mother al- 
ways chose the positive course. Ol- 
ive had a fear of everything, but 
her greatest fear was of being 
afraid. She wished immensely to 
be generous, and how could one 
be generous unless one ran a risk? 
She had erected it into a sort of 
rule of conduct that whenever she 
saw a risk she was to take it; and 
she had frequent humiliations at 
finding herself safe after all. She 
was perfectly safe after writing to 
Basil Ransom; and, indeed, it was 
difficult to see what he could have 
done to her except thank her (he 
was only exceptionally superlative) 
for her letter, and assure her that 
he would come and see her the 
first time his business (he was be- 
ginning to get a little) should take 
him to Boston. He had now come, 
in redemption of his grateful vow, 
and even this did not make Miss: 
Chancellor feel that she had 
courted danger. She saw (when 
once she had looked at him) that 
he would not put those worldly in- 
terpretations on things which, with 
her, it was both an impulse and a 
principle to defy. He was too sim- 
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ple —too Mississippian — for that; 
she was almost disappointed. She 
certainly had not hoped that she 
might have struck him as making 
unwomanly overtures (Miss Chan- 
cellor hated this epithet almost as 
much as she hated its opposite) ; 
but she had a presentiment that 
he would be too good-natured, 
primitive to that degree. Of all 
things in the world contention was 
most sweet to her (though why it 
is hard to imagine, for it always 
cost her tears, headaches, a day or 
two in bed, acute emotion), and it 
was very possible Basil Ransom 
would not care to contend. Noth- 
ing could be more displeasing than 
this indifference when people 
didn’t agree with you. That he 
should agree she did not in the 
least expect of him; how could a 
Mississippian agree? If she had 
supposed he would agree, she 
would not have written to him. 





¢ 


929I929999999990902090099999909909909099000973293003 


Chapter III 


COOOOCOCOD 
DOOOOOOY? 


9999299999999090999939990993909933390099393900000 


WueEn he had told her that if she 
would take him as he was he 
should be very happy to dine with 
her, she excused herself a moment 
and went to give an order in the 
dining-room. The young man, left 
alone, looked about the parlour — 
the two parlours which, in their 
prolonged, adjacent narrowness, 
formed evidently one apartment — 
and wandered to the windows at 
the back, where there was a view 
of the water; Miss Chancellor hay- 





ing the good fortune to dwell on 
that side of Charles Street toward 
which, in the rear, the afternoon 
sun slants redly, from an horizon 
indented at empty intervals with 
wooden spires, the masts of lonely 
boats, the chimneys of dirty 
“works,” over a brackish expanse 
of anomalous character, which is 
too big for a river and too small 
for a bay. The view seemed to him 
very picturesque, though in the 
gathered dusk little was left of it 
save a cold yellow streak in the 
west, a gleam of brown water, and 
the reflection of the lights that had 
begun to show themselves in a 
row of houses, impressive to Ran- 
som in their extreme modernness, 
which overlooked the same lagoon 
from a long embankment on the 
left, constructed of stones roughly 
piled. He thought this prospect, 
from a city-house, almost roman- 
tic; and he turned from it back to 
the interior (illuminated now by 
a lamp which the parlour-maid had 
placed on a table while he stood 
at the window) as to something 
still more genial and interesting. 
The artistic sense in Basil Ransom 
had not been highly cultivated; 
neither (though he had passed his 
early years as the son of a rich 
man) was his conception of mate- 
rial comfort very definite; it con- 
sisted mainly of the vision of 
plenty of cigars and brandy and 
water and newspapers, and a cane- 
bottomed arm-chair of the right 
inclination, from which he could 
stretch his legs. Nevertheless it 
seemed to him he had never seen 
an interior that was so much an 
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interior as this queer corridor- 
shaped drawing-room of his new- 
found kinswoman; he had never 
felt himself in the presence of so 
much organised privacy or of so 
many objects that spoke of habits 
and tastes. Most of the people he 
had hitherto known had no tastes; 
they had a few habits, but these 
were not of a sort that required 
much upholstery. He had not as 
yet been in many houses in New 
York, and he had never before 
seen so many accessories. The gen- 
eral character of the place struck 
him as Bostonian; this was, in fact, 
very much what he had supposed 
Boston to be. He had always 
heard Boston was a city of culture, 
and now there was culture in Miss 
Chancellor's tables and sofas, in 
the books that were everywhere, 
on little shelves like brackets (as 
if a book were a statuette), in 
the photographs and water-colours 
that covered the walls, in the cur- 
tains that were festooned rather 
stiffly in the doorways. He looked 
at some of the books and saw that 
his cousin read German; and his 
impression of the importance of 
this (as a symptom of superiority ) 
was not diminished by the fact 
that he himself had mastered the 
tongue (knowing it contained a 
large literature of jurisprudence) 
during a long, empty, deadly sum- 
mer on the plantation. It is a curi- 
ous proof of a certain crude mod- 
esty inherent in Basil Ransom that 
the main effect of his observing 
his cousin’s German books was to 
give him an idea of the natural 
energy of Northerners. He had no- 


ticed it often before; he had al- 
ready told himself that he must 
count with it. It was only after 
much experience he made the dis- 
covery that few Northerners were, 
in their secret soul, so energetic 
as he. Many other persons had 
made it before that. He knew very 
little about Miss Chancellor; he 
had come to see her only because 
she wrote to him; he would never 
have thought of looking her up, 
and since then there had been no 
one in New York he might ask 
about her. Therefore he could only 
guess that she was a rich young 
woman; such a house, inhabited 
in such a way by a quiet spinster, 
implied a considerable income. 
How much? he asked himself; five 
thousand, ten thousand, fifteen 
thousand a year? There was rich- 
ness to our panting young man in 
the smallest of these figures. He 
was not of a mercenary spirit, but 
he had an immense desire for suc- 
cess, and he had more than once 
reflected that a moderate capital 
was an aid to achievement. He 
had seen in his younger years one 
of the biggest failures that history 
commemorates, an immense na- 
tional fiasco, and it had implanted. 
in his mind a deep aversion to the 
ineffectual. It came over him, 
while he waited for his hostess to 
reappear, that she was unmarried 
as well as rich, that she was so- 
ciable (her letter answered for 
that) as well as single; and he 
had for a moment a whimsical vi- 
sion of becoming a partner in so 
flourishing a firm. He ground his 
teeth a little as he thought of the 
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contrasts of the human lot; this 
cushioned feminine nest made him 
feel unhoused and underfed. Such 
a mood, however, could only be 
momentary, for he was conscious 
at bottom of a bigger stomach than 
all the culture of Charles Street 
could fill. 

Afterwards, when his cousin had 
come back and they had gone 
down to dinner together, where he 
sat facing her at a little table dec- 
orated in the middle with flowers, 
a position from which he had an- 
other view, through a window 
where the curtain remained un- 
drawn by her direction (she called 
his attention to this—it was for 
his benefit), of the dusky, empty 
river, spotted with points of light 
—at this period, I say, it was very 
easy for him to remark to himself 
that nothing would induce him to 
make love to such a type as that. 
Several months later, in New York, 
in conversation with Mrs. Luna, of 
whom he was destined to see a 
good deal, he alluded by chance 
to this repast, to the way her sis- 
ter had placed him at table, and 
to the remark with which she had 
pointed out the advantage of his 
seat. 

“That’s what they call in Bos- 
ton being very ‘thoughtful, ” Mrs. 
Luna said, “giving you the Back 
Bay (don’t you hate the name?) 
to look at, and then taking credit 
for it.” 

This, however, was in the fu- 
ture; what Basil Ransom actually 
perceived was that Miss Chancel- 
lor was a signal old maid. That 
was her quality, her destiny; noth- 


ing could be more distinctly writ- 
ten. There are women who are un- 
married by accident, and others 
who are unmarried by option; but 
Olive Chancellor was unmarried 
by every implication of her being. 
She was a spinster as Shelley was 
a lyric poet, or as the month of 
August is sultry. She was so essen- 
tially a celibate that Ransom found 
himself thinking of her as old, 
though when he came to look at 
her (as he said to himself) it was 
apparent that her years were fewer 
than his own. He did not dislike 
her, she had been so friendly; but, 
little by little, she gave him an 
uneasy feeling — the sense that you 
could never be safe with a person 
who took things so hard. It came 
over him that it was because she 
took things hard she had sought 
his acquaintance; it had been be- 
cause she was strenuous, not be- 
cause she was genial; she had had 
in her eye —and what an extraor- 
dinary eye it was! —not a pleas- 
ure, but a duty. She would expect 
him to be strenuous in return; but 
he couldn’t—in private life, he 
couldn’t; privacy for Basil Ransom 
consisted entirely in what he called 
“laying off.” She was not so plain 
on further acquaintance as she 
had seemed to him at first; even 
the young Mississippian had cul- 
ture enough to see that she was re- 
fined. Her white skin had a singu- 
lar look of being drawn tightly 
across her face; but her features, 
though sharp and irregular, were 
delicate in a fashion that sug- 
gested good breeding. Their line 
was perverse, but it was not poor. 
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The curious tint of her eyes was a 
living colour; when she turned it 
upon you, you thought vaguely of 
the glitter of green ice. She had 
absolutely no figure, and presented 
a certain appearance of feeling 
cold. With all this, there was some- 
thing very modern and highly de- 
veloped in her aspect; she had the 
advantages as well as the draw- 
backs of a nervous organisation. 
She smiled constantly at her guest, 
but from the beginning to the end 
of dinner, though he made several 
remarks that he thought might 
prove amusing, she never once 
laughed. Later, he saw that she 
was a woman without laughter; 
exhilaration, if it ever visited her, 
was dumb. Once only, in the 
course of his subsequent acquaint- 
ance with her, did it find a voice; 
and then the sound remained in 
Ransom’s ear as one of the strang- 
est he had heard. 

She asked him a great many 
questions, and made no comment 
on his answers, which only served 
to suggest to her fresh inquiries. 
Her shyness had quite left her, it 
did not come back; she had con- 
fidence enough to wish him to see 
that she took a great interest in 
him. Why should she? he won- 
dered. He couldn’t believe he was 
one of her kind; he was conscious 
of much Bohemianism —he drank 
beer, in New York, in cellars, knew 
no ladies, and was familiar with a 
“variety” actress. Certainly, as she 
knew him better, she would dis- 
approve of him, though, of course, 
he would never mention the ac- 
tress, nor even, if necessary, the 


beer. Ransom’s conception of vice 


was purely as a series of special 
cases, of explicable accidents. Not 
that he cared; if it were a part of 
the Boston character to be inquir- 
ing, he would be to the last a 
courteous Mississippian. He would 
tell her about Mississippi as much 
as she liked; he didn’t care how 
much he told her that the old 
ideas in the South were played 
out. She would not understand 
him any the better for that; she 
would not know how little his own 
views could be gathered from such 
a limited admission. What her sis- 
ter imparted to him about her ma- 
nia for “reform” had left in his 
mouth a kind of unpleasant after- 
taste; he felt, at any rate, that if 
she had the religion of humanity 
— Basil Ransom had read Comte, 
he had read_ everything —she 
would never understand him. He, 
too, had a private vision of re- 
form, but the first principle of it 
was to reform the reformers. As 
they drew to the close of a meal 
which, in spite of all latent incom- 
patibilities, had gone off brilliantly, 
she said to him that she should 
have to leave him after dinner, un- 
less perhaps he should be inclined 
to accompany her. She was going 
to a small gathering at the house 
of a friend who had asked a few 
people, “interested in new ideas,” 
to meet Mrs. Farrinder. 

“Oh, thank you,” said Basil Ran- 
som. “Is it a party? I haven’t been 
to a party since Mississippi se- 
ceded.” 

“No; Miss Birdseye doesn’t give 
parties. She’s an ascetic.” 
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“Oh, well, we have had our din- 
ner,” Ransom rejoined, laughing. 

His hostess sat silent a moment, 
with her eyes on the ground; she 
looked at such times as if she were 
hesitating greatly between several 
things she might say, all so impor- 
tant that it was difficult to choose. 

“I think it might interest you,” 
she remarked presently. “You will 
hear some discussion, if you are 
fond of that. Perhaps you wouldn’t 
agree,’ she added, resting her 
strange eyes on him. 

“Perhaps I shouldn’t—I don’t 
agree with everything,” he said, 
smiling and stroking his leg. 

“Don’t you care for human prog- 
ress?” Miss Chancellor went on. 

“I don’t know—I never saw 
any. Are you going to show me 
some?” 

“I can show you an earnest ef- 
fort towards it. That’s the most one 
can be sure of. But I am not sure 
you are worthy.” 

“Is it something very Bostonian? 
I should like to see that,” said 
Basil Ransom. 

“There are movements in other 
cities. Mrs. Farrinder goes every- 
where; she may speak to-night.” 

“Mrs. Farrinder, the  cele- 
brated —— ?” 

“Yes, the celebrated; the great 
apostle of the emancipation of 
women. She is a great friend of 
Miss Birdseye.” 

“And who is Miss Birdseye?” 

“She is one of our celebrities. 
She is the woman in the world, I 
suppose, who has laboured most 
for every wise reform. I think I 
ought to tell you,” Miss Chancel- 


lor went on in a moment, “she was 
one of the earliest, one of the most 
passionate, of the old Abolition- 
ists.” 

She had thought, indeed, she 
ought to- tell him that, and it 
threw her into a little tremor of 
excitement to do so. Yet, if she 
had been afraid he would show 
some irritation at this news, she 
was disappointed at the geniality 
with which he exclaimed: 

“Why, poor old lady — she must 
be quite mature!” 

It was therefore with some se- 
verity that she rejoined: 

“She will never be old. She is 
the youngest spirit I know. But if 
you are not in sympathy, perhaps 
you had better not come,” she 
went on. 

“In sympathy with what, dear 
madam?” Basil Ransom asked, fail- 
ing still, to her perception, to 
catch the tone of real seriousness. 
“If, as you say, there is to be a 
discussion, there will be different 
sides, and of course one can’t sym- 
pathise with both.” 

“Yes, but every one will, in his 
way —or in her way—plead the 
cause of the new truths. If you 
don’t care for them, you won’t go 
with us.” 

“I tell you I haven’t the least 
idea what they are! I have never 
yet encountered in the world any 
but old truths—as old as the sun 
and moon. How can I know? But 
do take me; it’s such a chance to 
see Boston.” 

“It isn’t Boston — it’s human- 
ity!” Miss Chancellor, as she made 
this remark, rose from her chair, 
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and her movement seemed to say 
that she consented. But before she 
quitted her kinsman to get ready, 
she observed to him that she was 
sure he knew what she meant; he 
was only pretending he didn’t. 

“Well, perhaps, after all, I have 
a general idea,” he confessed; “but 
don’t you_see how this little re- 
union will give me a chance to fix 
itr” 

She lingered an instant, with 
her anxious face. “Mrs. Farrinder 
will fix it!” she said; and she went 
to prepare herself. 

It was in this poor young lady’s 
nature to be anxious, to have scru- 
ple within scruple and to forecast 
the consequences of things. She 
returned in ten minutes, in her 
bonnet, which she had apparently 
assumed in recognition of Miss 
Birdseye’s asceticism. As she stood 
there drawing on her gloves — her 
visitor had fortified himself against 
Mrs. Farrinder by another glass of 
wine —she declared to him that 
she quite repented of having pro- 
posed to him to go; something told 
her that he would be an unfavour- 
able element. 

“Why, is it going to be a spir- 
jtual séance?” Basil Ransom asked. 

“Well, I have heard at Miss 
Birdseye’s some inspirational speak- 
ing.” Olive Chancellor was deter- 
mined to look him straight in the 
face as she said this; her sense of 
the way it might strike him oper- 
ated as a cogent, not as a deter- 
rent, reason. 

“Why, Miss Olive, it’s just got 
up on purpose for me!” cried the 
young Mississippian, radiant, and 


clasping his hands. She thought 
him very handsome as he said this, 
but reflected that unfortunately 
men didn’t care for the truth, es- 
pecially the new kinds, in propor- 
tion as they were good-looking. 
She had, however, a moral re- 
source that she could always fall 
back upon; it had already been a 
comfort to her, on occasions of 
acute feeling, that she hated men, 
as a class, anyway. “And I want 
so much to see an old Abolition- 
ist; I have never laid eyes on one,” 
Basil Ransom added. 

“Of course you couldn’t see one 
in the South; you were too afraid 
of them to let them come there!” 
She was now trying to think of 
something she might say that 
would be sufficiently disagreeable 
to make him cease to insist on ac- 
companying her; for, strange to 
record — if anything, in a person of 
that intense sensibility, be stran- 
ger than any other—her second 
thought with regard to having 
asked him had deepened with the 
elapsing moments into an unrea- 
soned terror of the effect of his 
presence. “Perhaps Miss Birdseye 
won't like you,” she went on, as 
they waited for the carriage. 

“I don’t know; I reckon she 
will,” said Basil Ransom good-hu- 
mouredly. He evidently had no in- 
tention of giving up his opportu- 
nity. 

From the window of the dining- 
room, at that moment, they heard 
the carriage drive up. Miss Birds- 
eye lived at the South End; the 
distance was considerable, and 
Miss Chancellor had ordered a 
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hackney-coach, it being one of the 
advantages of living in Charles 
Street that stables were near. The 
logic of her conduct was none of 
the clearest; for if she had been 
alone she would have proceeded 
to her destination by the aid of 
the street-car; not from economy 
(for she had the good fortune not 
to be obliged to consult it to that 
degree), and not from any love of 
wandering about Boston at night 
(a kind of exposure she greatly 
disliked), but by reason of a the- 
ory she devotedly nursed, a theory 
which bade her put off invidious 
differences and mingle in the com- 
mon life. She would have gone on 
foot to Boylston Street, and there 
she would have taken the pub- 
lic conveyance (in her heart she 
loathed it) to the South End. Bos- 
ton was full of poor girls who had 
to walk about at night and to 
squeeze into horse-cars in which 
every sense was displeased; and 
why should she hold herself supe- 
rior to theseP Olive Chancellor 
regulated her conduct on_ lofty 
principles, and this is why, having 
to-night the advantage of a gen- 
tleman’s protection, she sent for a 
carriage to obliterate that patron- 
age. If they had gone together in 
the common way she would have 
seemed to owe it to him that she 
should be so daring, and he be- 
longed to a sex to which she wished 
to be under no obligations. Months 
before, when she wrote to him, it 
had been with the sense, rather, 
of putting him in debt. As they 
rolled toward the South End, side 
by side, in a good deal of silence, 


bouncing and bumping over the 
railway-tracks very little less, after 
all, than if their wheels had been 
fitted to them, and looking out on 
either side at rows of red houses, 
dusky in the lamplight, with pro- 
tuberant fronts, approached by 
ladders of stone; as they proceeded, 
with these contemplative undula- 
tions, Miss Chancellor said to her 
companion, with a concentrated de- 
sire to defy him, as a punishment 
for having thrown her (she couldn't 
tell why) into such a tremor: 

“Don’t you believe, then, in the 
coming of a better day — in its be- 
ing possible to do something for 
the human race?” 

Poor Ransom perceived the de- 
fiance, and he felt rather bewil- 
dered; he wondered what type, 
after all, he had got hold of, and 
what game was being played with 
him. Why had she made advances, 
if she wanted to pinch him this 
way? However, he was good for 
any game — that one as well as an- 
other—and he saw that he was 
“in” for something of which he had 
long desired to have a nearer view. 
“Well, Miss Olive,” he answered, 
putting on again his big hat, which 
he had been holding in his lap, 
“what strikes me most is that the 
human race has got to bear its trou- 
bles.” 

“That’s what men say to women, 
to make them patient in the posi- 
tion they have made for them.” 

“Oh, the position of women!” 
Basil Ransom exclaimed. “The po- 
sition of women is to make fools of 
men. I would change my position 
for yours any day,” he went on. 
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“That’s what I said to myself as I 
sat there in your elegant home.” 

He could not see, in the dim- 
ness of the carriage, that she had 
flushed quickly, and he did not 
know that she disliked to be re- 
minded of certain things which, 
for her, were mitigations of the 
hard feminine lot. But the passion- 
ate quaver with which, a moment 
later, she answered him sufficiently 
assured him that he had touched 
her at a tender point. 

“Do you make it a reproach to 
me that I happen to have a little 
money? The dearest wish of my 
heart is to do something with it 
for others — for the miserable.” 

Basil Ransom might have greeted 
this last declaration with the sym- 
pathy it deserved, might have 
commended the noble aspirations 
of his kinswoman. But what struck 
him, rather, was the oddity of so 
sudden a sharpness of pitch in an 
intercourse which, an hour or two 
before, had begun in perfect 
amity, and he burst once more into 
an irrepressible laugh. This made 
his companion feel, with intensity, 
how little she was joking. “I don’t 
know why I should care what you 
think,” she said. © 

“Don’t care —d6n’t care. What 
does it matter? It is not of the 
slightest importance.” 

He might say that, but it was 
not true; she felt that there were 
reasons why she should care. She 
had brought him into her life, and 
she should have to pay for it. But 
she wished to know the worst at 
once. “Are you against our eman- 
cipation?” she asked, turning a 


white face on him in the momen- 
tary radiance of a street-lamp. 

“Do you mean your voting and 
preaching and all that sort of 
thing?” He made this inquiry, but 
seeing how seriously she would 
take his answer, he was almost 
frightened, and hung fire. “I will 
tell you when I have heard Mrs. 
Farrinder.” 

They had arrived at the address 
given by Miss Chancellor to the 
coachman, and_ their vehicle 
stopped with a lurch. Basil Ran- 
som got out; he stood at the door 
with an extended hand, to assist 
the young lady. But she seemed to 
hesitate; she sat there with her 
spectral face. “You hate it!” she 
exclaimed, in a low tone. 

“Miss Birdseye will convert me,” 
said Ransom, with intention; for 
he had grown very curious, and 
he was afraid that now, at the 
last, Miss Chancellor would pre- 
vent his entering the house. She 
alighted without his help, and be- 
hind her he ascended the high 
steps of Miss Birdseye’s residence. 
He had grown very curious, and 
among the’ things he wanted to 
know was why in the world this 
ticklish spinster had written to 
him. 
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Sue had told him before they 
started that they should be early; 
she wished to see Miss Birdseye 
alone, before the arrival of any 
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one else. This was just for the 
pleasure of seeing her —it was an 
opportunity; she was always so 
taken up with others. She received 
Miss Chancellor in the hall of the 
mansion, which had a salient front, 
an enormous and very high num- 
ber — 756 — painted in gilt on the 
glass light above the door, a tin 
sign bearing the name of a doc- 
tress (Mary J. Prance) suspended 
from one of the windows of the 
basement, and a peculiar look of 
being both new and faded—a 
kind of modern fatigue — like cer- 
tain articles of commerce which 
are sold at a reduction as shop- 
worn. The hall was very narrow; a 
considerable part of it was occu- 
pied by a large hat-tree, from 
which several coats and shawls al- 
ready depended; the rest offered 
space for certain lateral demon- 
strations on Miss Birdseye’s part. 
She sidled about her visitors, and 
at last went round to open for 
them a door of further admission, 
which happened to be locked in- 
side. She was a little old lady, 
with an enormous head; that was 
the first thing Ransom noticed — 
the vast, fair, protuberant, candid, 
ungarnished brow, surmounting a 
pair of weak, kind, tired-looking 
eyes, and ineffectually balanced in 
the rear by a cap which had the 
air of falling backward, and which 
Miss Birdseye suddenly felt for 
while she talked, with unsuccess- 
ful irrelevant movements. She had 
a sad, soft, pale face, which (and 
it was the effect of her whole 
head) looked as if it had been 
soaked, blurred, and made vague 


by exposure to some slow dissol- 
vent. The long practice of philan- 
thropy had not given accent to 
her features; it had rubbed out 
their transitions, their meanings. 
The waves of sympathy, of enthu- 
siasm, had wrought upon them in 
the same way in which the waves 
of time finally modify the surface 
of old marble busts, gradually 
washing away their sharpness, 
their details. In her large counte- 
nance her dim little smile scarcely 
showed. It was a mere sketch of a 
smile, a kind of instalment, or pay- 
ment on account; it seemed to say 
that she would smile more if she 
had time, but that you could see, 
without this, that she was gentle 
and easy to beguile. 

She always dressed in the same 
way: she wore a loose black jacket, 
with deep pockets, which were 
stuffed with papers, memoranda 
of a voluminous correspondence; 
and from beneath her jacket de- 
pended a short stuff dress. The 
brevity of this simple garment was 
the one device by which Miss 
Birdseye managed to suggest that 
she was a woman of business, that 
she wished to be free for action. 
She belonged to the Short-Skirts 
League, as a matter of course; for 
she belonged to any and every 
league that had been founded for 
almost any purpose whatever. 
This did not prevent her being a 
confused, entangled, inconsequent, 
discursive old woman, whose char- 
ity began at home and ended no- 
where, whose credulity kept pace 


‘with it, and who knew less about 


her fellow-creatures, if possible, 
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after fifty years of humanitary zeal, 
than on the day she had gone into 
the field to testify against the in- 
iquity of most arrangements. Basil 
Ransom knew very little about 
such a life as hers, but she seemed 
to him a revelation of a class, and 
a multitude of socialistic figures, of 
names and episodes that he had 
heard of, grouped themselves be- 
hind her. She looked as if she had 
spent her life on platforms, in au- 
diences, in conventions, in phalan- 
steries, in séances; in her faded 
face there was a kind of reflection 
of ugly lecture-lamps; with its 
habit of an upward angle, it 
seemed turned toward a public 
speaker, with an effort of respira- 
tion in the thick air in which so- 
cial reforms are usually discussed. 
She talked continually, in a voice 
of which the spring seemed bro- 
ken, like that of an over-worked 
bell-wire; and when Miss Chan- 
cellor explained that she had 
brought Mr. Ransom because he 
was so anxious to meet Mrs. Far- 
rinder, she gave the young man a 
delicate, dirty, democratic little 
hand, looking at him kindly, as she 
could not help doing, but with- 
out the smallest discrimination as 
against others who might not have 
the good fortune (which involved, 
possibly, an injustice) to be pres- 
ent on such an interesting occa- 
sion. She struck him as very poor, 
but it was only afterward that he 
learned she had never had a penny 
in her life. No one had an idea 
how she lived; whenever money 


was given her she gave it away to » 


a negro or a refugee. No woman 


could be less invidious, but on the 
whole she preferred these two 
classes of the human race. Since 
the Civil War much of her occu- 
pation was gone; for before that 
her best hours had been spent in 
fancying that she was helping some 
Southern slave to escape. It would 
have been a nice question wheth- 
er, in her heart of hearts, for the 
sake of this excitement, she did 
not sometimes wish the blacks back 
in bondage. She had suffered in 
the same way by the relaxation of 
many European despotisms, for in 
former years much of the romance 
of her life had been in smoothing 
the pillow of exile for banished 
conspirators. Her refugees had 
been very precious to her; she was 
always trying to raise money for 
some cadaverous Pole, to obtain 
lessons for some shirtless Italian. 
There was a legend that an Hun- 
garian had once possessed himself 
of her affections, and had disap- 
peared after robbing her of every- 
thing she possessed. This, how- 
ever, was very apocryphal, for she 
had never possessed anything, and 
it was open to grave doubt that 
she could have entertained a sen- 
timent so personal. She was in 
love, even in those days, only with 
causes, and she languished only 
for emancipations. But they had 
been the happiest days, for when 
causes were embodied in foreign- 
ers (what else were the Afri- 
cans?), they were certainly more 
appealing. 

She had just come down to see 
Doctor Prance—to see whether 
she wouldn’t like to come up. But 
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she wasn’t in her room, and Miss 
Birdseye guessed she had gone 
out to her supper; she got her sup- 
per at a boarding-table about two 
blocks off. Miss Birdseye expressed 
the hope that Miss Chancellor had 
had hers; she would have had 
plenty of time to take it, for no 
one had come in yet; she didn’t 
know what made them all so late. 
Ransom perceived that the gar- 
ments suspended to the hat-rack 
were not a sign that Miss Birds- 
eye’s friends had assembled; if he 
had gone a little further still he 
would have recognised the house 
as one of those in which mysteri- 
ous articles of clothing are always 
hooked to something in the hall. 
Miss Birdseye’s visitors, those of 
Doctor Prance, and of other ten- 
ants —for Number 756 was the 
common residence of several per- 
sons, among whom there prfevailed 
much vagueness of boundary — 
used to leave things to be called 
for; many of them went about with 
satchels and reticules, for which 
they were always looking for 
places of deposit. What completed 
the character of this interior was 
Miss Birdseye’s own apartment, 
into which her guests presently 
made their way, and where they 
were joined by various other mem- 
bers of the good lady’s circle. In- 
deed, it completed Miss Birdseye 
herself, if anything could be said 
to render that office to this essen- 
tially formless old woman, who 
had no more outline than a bundle 
of hay. But the bareness of her 
long, loose, empty parlour (it was 
shaped exactly like Miss Chancel- 


lor’s) told that she had never had 
any needs but moral needs, and 
that all her history had been that 
of her sympathies. The place was 
lighted by a small hot glare of gas, 
which made it look white and fea- 
tureless. It struck even Basil Ran- 
som with its flatness, and he said 
to himself that his cousin must 
have a very big bee in her bonnet 
to make her like such a house. He 
did not know then, and he never 
knew, that she mortally disliked 
it, and that in a career in which 
she was constantly exposing her- 
self to offence and laceration, her 
most poignant suffering came from 
the injury of her taste. She had 
tried to kill that nerve, to persuade 
herself that taste was only frivol- 
ity in the disguise of knowledge; 
but her susceptibility was con- 
stantly blooming afresh and mak- 
ing her wonder whether an ab- 
sence of nice arrangements were 
a necessary part of the enthusiasm 
of humanity. Miss Birdseye was al- 
ways trying to obtain employment, 
lessons in drawing, orders for por- 
traits, for poor foreign artists, as to 
the greatness of whose talent she 
pledged herself without reserve; 
but in point of fact she had not 
the faintest sense of the scenic or 
plastic side of life. 

Toward nine o'clock the light of 
her hissing burners smote the ma- 
jestic person of Mrs. Farrinder, 
who might have contributed to an- 
swer that question of Miss Chan- 
cellor’s in the negative. She was a 
copious, handsome woman, in 
whom angularity had been cor- 
rected by the air of success; she 
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had a rustling dress (it was evi- 
dent what she thought about 
taste), abundant hair of a glossy 
blackness, a pair of folded arms, 
the expression of which seemed to 
say that rest, in such a career as 
hers, was as sweet as it was brief, 
and a terrible regularity of feature. 
I apply that adjective to her fine 
placid mask because she seemed 
to face you. with a question of 
which the answer was preor- 
dained, to ask you how a counte- 
nance could fail to be noble of 
which the measurements were so 
correct. You could contest nei- 
ther the measurements nor the 
nobleness, and had to feel that 
Mrs. Farrinder imposed herself. 
There was a lithographic smooth- 
ness about her, and a mixture 
of the American matron and the 
public character. There was some- 
thing public in her eye, which 
was large, cold, and quiet; it had 
acquired a sort of exposed reti- 
cence from the habit of looking 
down from a lecture-desk, over 
a sea of heads, while its distin- 
guished owner was eulogised by 
a leading citizen. Mrs. Farrinder, 
at almost any time, had the air of 
being introduced. by a few re- 
marks. She talked with great slow- 
ness and distinctness, and evi- 
dently a high sense of responsibil- 
ity; she pronounced every syllable 
of every word and insisted on be- 
ing explicit. If, in conversation 
with her, you attempted to take 
anything for granted, or to jump 
two or three steps at a time, she 
paused, looking at you with a cold 
patience, as if she knew that trick, 


and then went on at her own 
measured pace. She lectured on 
temperance and the rights of 
women; the ends she laboured for 
were to give the ballot to every 
woman in the country and to 
take the flowing bowl from every 
man. She was held to have a very 
fine manner, and to embody the 
domestic virtues and the graces 
of the drawing-room; to be a 
shining proof, in short, that the 
forum, for ladies, is not necessarily 
hostile to the fireside. She had 
a husband, and his name was 
Amariah. 

Doctor Prance had come back 
from supper and made her ap- 
pearance in response to an invita- 
tion that Miss Birdseye’s relaxed 
voice had tinkled down to her 
from the hall over the banisters, 
with much repetition, to secure at- 
tention. She was a plain, spare 
young woman, with short hair and 
an eye-glass; she looked about her 
with a kind of near-sighted dep- 
recation, and seemed to hope that 
she should not be expected to gen- 
eralise in any way, or supposed 
to have come up for any purpose 
more social than to see what Miss 
Birdseye wanted this time. By nine 
o’clock twenty other persons had 
arrived, and had placed them- 
selves in the chairs that were 
ranged along the sides of the long, 
bald room, in which they ended 
by producing the similitude of an 
enormous street-car. The apart- 
ment contained little else but these 
chairs, many of which had a bor- 
rowed aspect, an implication of 
bare bedrooms in the upper re- 


443 


The Bostonians 


gions; a table or two with a dis- 
coloured marble top, a few books, 
and a collection of newspapers 
piled up in corners. Ransom could 
see for himself that the occasion 
was not crudely festive; there was 
a want of convivial movement, 
and, among most of the visitors, 
even of mutual recognition. They 
sat there as if they were wait- 
ing for something; they looked 
obliquely and silently at Mrs. Far- 
rinder, and were plainly under the 
impression that, fortunately, they 
were not there to amuse them- 
selves. The ladies, who were much 
the more numerous, wore their 
bonnets, like Miss Chancellor; the 
men were in the garb of toil, many 
of them in weary-looking over- 
coats. Two or three had retained 
their overshoes, and as you ap- 
proached them the odour of the 
india-rubber was perceptible. It 
was not, however, that Miss Birds- 
eye ever noticed anything of that 
sort; she neither knew what she 
smelled nor tasted what she ate. 
Most of her friends had an anx- 
ious, haggard look, though there 
were sundry exceptions—half a 
dozen placid, florid faces. Basil 
Ransom wondered who they all 
were; he had a general idea they 
were mediums, communists, veg- 
etarians. It was not, either, that 
Miss Birdseye failed to wander 
about among them with repeti- 
tions of inquiry and friendly ab- 
sences of attention; she sat down 
near most of them in turn, saying 
“Yes, yes,” vaguely and kindly, to 
remarks they made to her, feeling 
for the papers in the pockets of 


her loosened bodice, recovering her 
cap and sacrificing her spectacles, 
wondering most of all what had 
been her idea in convoking these 
people. Then she remembered that 
it had been connected in some 
way with Mrs. Farrinder; that this 
eloquent woman had promised to 
favour the company with a few 
reminiscences of her last cam- 
paign; to sketch even, perhaps, the 
lines on which she intended to op- 
erate during the coming winter. 
This was what Olive Chancellor 
had come to hear; this would be 
the attraction for the dark-eyed 
young man (he looked like a gen- 
ius) she had brought with her. 
Miss Birdseye made her way back 
to the great lecturess, who was 
bending an indulgent attention on 
Miss Chancellor; the latter com- 
pressed into a small space, to be 
near her, and sitting with clasped 
hands and a concentration of in- 
quiry which by contrast made Mrs. 
Farrinder’s manner seem large and 
free. In her transit, however, the 
hostess was checked by the arrival 
of fresh pilgrims; she had no idea 
she had mentioned the occasion to 
so many people — she only remem- 
bered, as it were, those she had 
forgotten — and it was certainly a 
proof of the interest felt in Mrs. ' 
Farrinder’s work. The people who 
had just come in were Doctor and 
Mrs. Tarrant and their daughter 
Verena; he was a mesmeric healer 
and she was of old Abolitionist 
stock. Miss Birdseye rested her 
dim, dry smile upon the daughter, 
who was new to her, and it floated 
before her that she would prob- 
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ably be remarkable as a genius; 
her parentage was an implication 
of that. There was a genius for 
Miss Birdseye in every bush. Selah 
Tarrant had effected wonderful 
cures; she knew so many people 
—if they would only try him. His 
wife was a daughter of Abraham 
Greenstreet; she had kept a run- 
away slave in her house for thirty 
days. That was years before, when 
this girl must have been a child; 
but hadn’t it thrown a kind’ of 
rainbow over her cradle, and 
wouldn’t she naturally have some 
gift? The girl was very pretty, 
though she had red hair. 
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Mrs. FarrRINDER, meanwhile, was 
not eager to address the assembly. 
She confessed as much to Olive 
Chancellor, with a smile which 
asked that a temporary lapse of 
promptness might not be too 
harshly judged. She had addressed 
so many assemblies, and she want- 
ed to hear what other people had 
to say. Miss Chancellor herself had 
thought so much on the vital sub- 
ject; would not she make a few 
remarks and give them some of 
her experiences? How did the la- 
dies on Beacon Street feel about 
the ballot? Perhaps she could 
speak for them more than for some 
others. That was a branch of the 
question on which, it might be, 
the leaders had not information 
enough; but they wanted to take 


in everything, and why shouldn’t 
Miss Ghancellor just make that 
field her own? Mrs. Farrinder 
spoke in the tone of one who took 
views so wide that they might eas- 
ily, at first, before you could see 
how she worked round, look al- 
most meretricious; she was con- 
scious of a scope that exceeded the 
first flight of your imagination. 
She urged upon her companion 
the idea of labouring in the world 
of fashion, appeared to attribute 
to her familiar relations with that 
mysterious realm, and wanted to 


know why she shouldn’t stir up 


some of her friends down there on 
the Mill-dam?P 

Olive Chancellor received this 
appeal with peculiar feelings. With 
her immense sympathy for reform, 
she found herself so often wish- 
ing that reformers were a little dif- 
ferent. There was something grand 
about Mrs. Farrinder; it lifted one 
up to be with her: but there was 
a false note when she spoke to her 
young friend about the ladies in 
Beacon Street. Olive hated to hear 
that fine avenue talked about as if 
it were such a remarkable place, 
and to live there were a proof of 
worldly glory. All sorts of inferior 
people lived there, and so brilliant 
a woman as Mrs. Farrinder, who 
lived at Roxbury, ought not to mix 
things up. It was, of course, very 
wretched to be irritated by such 
mistakes; but this was not the first 
time Miss Chancellor had observed 
that the possession of nerves was 
not by itself a reason for embrac- 
ing the new truths. She knew her 
place in the Boston hierarchy, and 
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it was not what Mrs. Farrinder 
supposed; so that there was a want 
of perspective in talking to her as 
if she had been a representative of 
the aristocracy. Nothing could be 
weaker, she knew very well, than 
(in the United States) to apply 
that term too literally; neverthe- 
less, it would represent a reality if 
one were to say that, by distinc- 
tion, the Chancellors belonged to 
the bourgeoisie—the oldest and 
best. They might care for such a 
position or not (as it happened, 
they were very proud of it), but 
there they were, and it made Mrs. 
Farrinder seem provincial (there 
was something provincial, after all, 
in the way she did her hair too) 
not to understand. When Miss 
Birdseye spoke as if one was a 
“leader of society,” Olive could 
forgive her even that odious ex- 
pression, because, of course, one 
never pretended that she, poor 
dear, had the smallest sense of the 
real. She was heroic, she was sub- 
lime, the whole moral history of 
Boston was reflected in her dis- 
placed spectacles; but it was a 
part of her originality, as it were, 
that she was deliciously provincial. 
Olive Chancellor seemed to her- 
self to have privileges enough 
without being affiliated to the ex- 
clusive set and having invitations 
to the smaller parties, which were 
the real test; it was a mercy for 
her that she had not that added 
immorality on her conscience. The 
ladies Mrs. Farrinder meant (it 
was to be supposed she meant 
some particular ones) might speak 
for themselves. She wished to 


work in another field; she had long 
been preoccupied with the ro- 
mance of the people. She had an 
immense desire to know intimately 
some very poor girl. This might 
seem one of the most accessible of 
pleasures; but, in point of fact, she 
had not found it so. There were 
two or three pale shop-maidens 
whose acquaintance she had 
sought; but they had seemed 
afraid of her, and the attempt had 
come to nothing. She took them 
more tragically than they took 
themselves; they couldn’t make 
out what she wanted them to do, 
and they always ended by being 
odiously mixed up with Charlie. 
Charlie was a young man in a 
white overcoat and a paper collar; 
it was for him, in the last analy- 
sis, that they cared much the most. 
They cared far more about Char- 
lie than about the ballot. Olive 
Chancellor wondered how Mrs. 
Farrinder would treat that branch 
of the question. In her researches 
among her young townswomen 
she had always found this obtru- 
sive swain planted in her path, 
and she grew at last to dislike him 
extremely. It filled her with exas- 
peration to think that he should 
be necessary to the happiness of 
his victims (she had learned that 
whatever they might talk about 
with her, it was of him and him 
only that they discoursed among 
themselves), and one of the main 
recommendations of the evening 
club for her fatigued, underpaid 
sisters, which it had long been her 
dream to establish, was that it 
would in some degree undermine 
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his position — distinct as her pre- 
vision might be that he would be 
in waiting at the door. She hardly 
knew what to say to Mrs. Farrin- 
der when this momentarily mis- 
directed woman, still preoccupied 


with the Mill-dam, returned to the. 


charge. 

“We want labourers in that 
field, though I know two or three 
lovely women — sweet home-wom- 
en — moving in circles that are for 
the most part closed to every new 
voice, who are doing their best to 
help on the fight. I have several 
names that might surprise you, 
names well known on State Street. 
But we can’t have too many re- 
cruits, especially among _ those 
whose refinement is generally ac- 
knowledged. If it be necessary, we 
are prepared to take certain steps 
to conciliate the shrinking. Our 
movement is for all—it appeals to 
the most delicate ladies. Raise the 
standard among them, and bring 
me a thousand names. I know sev- 
eral that I should like to have. I 
look after the details as well as the 
big currents,” Mrs. Farrinder add- 
ed, in a tone as explanatory as 
could be expected of such a wom- 
an, and with a smile of which the 
sweetness was thrilling to her lis- 
tener. 

“I can’t talk to those people, I 
can’t!” said Olive Chancellor, with 
a face which seemed to plead for 
a remission of responsibility. “T 
want to give myself up to others; 
I want to know everything that 
lies beneath and out of sight, don’t 
you know? I want to enter into the 
lives of women who are lonely, 


who are piteous. I want to be near 
to them — to help them. I want to 
do something —oh, I should like 
so to speak!” 

“We should be glad to have you 
make a few remarks at present,” 
Mrs. Farrinder declared, with a 
punctuality which revealed the 
faculty of presiding. 

“Oh, dear, no, I can’t speak; I 
have none of that sort of talent. I 
have no self-possession, no elo- 
quence; I can’t put three words to- 
gether. But I do want to contrib- 
ute.” 

“What have you got?” Mrs. Far- 
rinder inquired, looking at her in- 
terlocutress, up and down, with 
the eye of business, in which there 
was a certain chill. “Have you got 
money?” 

Olive was so agitated for the 
moment with the hope that this 
great woman would approve of 
her on the financial side that she 
took no time to reflect that some 
other quality might, in courtesy, 
have been suggested. But she con- 
fessed to possessing a certain cap- 
ital, and the tone seemed rich and 
deep in which Mrs. Farrinder said 
to her, “Then contribute that!” 
She was so good as to develop this 
idea, and her picture of the part 
Miss Chancellor might play by 
making liberal donations to a fund 
for the diffusion among the women 
of America of a more adequate con- 
ception of their public and private 
rights — a fund her adviser had her- 
self lately inaugurated — this bold, 
rapid sketch had the vividness 
which characterised the speaker’s 
most successful public efforts, It 
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placed Olive under the spell; it 
made her feel almost inspired. If 
her life struck others in that way 
— especially a woman like Mrs. Far- 
rinder, whose horizon was so full 
—then there must be something 
for her to do. It was one thing to 
choose for herself, but now the 
great representative of the enfran- 
chisement of their sex (from every 
form of bondage) had chosen for 
her. 

The barren, gas-lighted room 
grew richer and richer to her ear- 
nest eyes; it seemed to expand, to 
open itself to the great life of hu- 
manity. The serious, tired people, 
in their bonnets and overcoats, be- 
gan to glow like a company of he- 
roes. Yes, she would do some- 
thing, Olive Chancellor said to 
herself; she would do something 
to brighten the darkness of that 
dreadful image that was always 
before her, and against which it 
seemed to her at times that she 
had been born to lead a crusade 
—the image of the unhappiness of 
women. The unhappiness of wom- 
en! The voice of their silent suf- 
fering was always in her ears, the 
ocean of tears that they had shed 
from the beginning of time seemed 
to pour through her own eyes. 
Ages of oppression had rolled over 
them; uncounted millions had 
lived only to be tortured, to be 
crucified. They were her sisters, 
they were her own, and the day 
of their delivery had dawned. This 
was the only sacred cause; this 
was the great, the just revolution. 
It must triumph, it must sweep ev- 
erything before it; it must exact 


from the other, the brutal, blood- 
stained, ravening race, the last 
particle of expiation! It would be 
the greatest change the world had 
seen; it would be a new era for 
the human family, and the names 
of those who had helped to show 
the way and lead the squadrons 
would be the brightest in the ta- 
bles of fame. They would be 
names of women weak, insulted, 
persecuted, but devoted in every 
pulse of their being to the cause, 
and asking no better fate than to 
die for it. It was not clear to this 
interesting girl in what manner 
such a_ sacrifice (as this last) 
would be required of her, but she 
saw the matter through a kind of 
sunrise-mist of emotion which 
made danger as rosy as success. 
When Miss Birdseye approached, 
it transfigured her familiar, her 
comical shape, and made the poor 
little humanitary hack seem al- 
ready a martyr. Olive Chancellor 
looked at her with love, remem- 
bered that she had never, in her 
long, unrewarded, weary life, had 
a thought or an impulse for her- 
self. She had been consumed by 
the passion of sympathy; it had 
crumpled her into as many creases 
as an old glazed, distended glove. 
She had been laughed at, but she 
never knew it; she was treated as 
a bore, but she never cared. She 
had nothing in the world but the 
clothes on her back, and when she 
should go down into the grave she 
would leave nothing behind her 
but her grotesque, undistinguished, 
pathetic little name. And yet peo- 
ple said that women were vain, 
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that they were personal, that they 
were interested! While Miss Birds- 
eye stood there, asking Mrs. Far- 
rinder if she wouldn’t say some- 
thing, Olive Chancellor tenderly 
fastened a small battered brooch 
which confined her collar and 


which had half detached itself. 
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“Ou thank you,” said Miss Birds- 
eye, “I shouldn’t like to lose it; it 
was given me by Mirandola!” He 
had been one of her refugees in 
the old time, when two or three of 
her friends, acquainted with the 
limits of his resources, wondered 
how he had come into possession 
of the trinket. She had been di- 
verted again, after her greeting 
with Doctor and Mrs. Tarrant, by 
stopping to introduce the tall, dark 
young man whom Miss Chancellor 
had brought with her to Doctor 
Prance. She had become conscious 
of his somewhat sombre figure, 
uplifted against the wall, near the 
door; he was leaning there in sol- 
itude, unacquainted with oppor- 
tunities which Miss Birdseye felt 
to be, collectively, of value, and 
which were really, of course, what 
strangers came to Boston for. It 
did not occur to her to ask herself 
why Miss Chancellor didn’t talk to 
him, since she had brought him; 
Miss Birdseye was incapable of a 
speculation of this kind. Olive, in 
fact, had remained vividly con- 
scious of her kinsman’s isolation 


until the moment when Mrs. Far- 
rinder lifted her, with a word, to 
a higher plane. She watched him 
across the room; she saw that he 
might be bored. But she proposed 
to herself not to mind that; she 
had asked him, after all, not to 
come. Then he was no worse off 
than others; he was only waiting, 
like the rest; and before they left 
she would introduce him to Mrs. 
Farrinder. She might tell that lady 
who he was first; it was not every 
one that would care to know a per- 
son who had borne such a part in 
the Southern disloyalty. It came 
over our young lady that when 
she sought the acquaintance of her 
distant kinsman she had indeed 
done a more complicated thing 
than she suspected. The sudden 
uneasiness that he flung over her 
in the carriage had not left her, 
though she felt it less now she 
was with others, and especially 
that she was close to Mrs. Farrin- 
der, who was such a fountain of 
strength. At any rate, if he was 
bored, he could speak to some 
one; there were excellent people 
near him, even if they were ardent 
reformers. He could speak to that 
pretty girl who had just come in 
—the one with red hair—if he 
liked; Southerners were supposed 
to be so chivalrous! 

Miss Birdseye reasoned much 
less, and did not offer to introduce 
him to Verena Tarrant, who was 
apparently being presented by her 
parents to a group of friends at 
the other end of the room. It 
came back to Miss Birdseye, in 
this connection, that, sure enough, 
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Verena had been away for a long 
time — for nearly a year; had been 
on a visit to friends in the West, 
and would therefore naturally be 
a stranger to most of the Boston 
circle. Doctor Prance was looking 
at her—at Miss Birdseye — with 
little, sharp, fixed pupils; and the 
good lady wondered whether she 
were angry at having been induced 
to come up. She had a general 
impression that when genius was 
original its temper was high, and 
all this would be the case with 
Doctor Prance. She wanted to say 
to her that she could go down 
again if she liked; but even to 
Miss Birdseye’s unsophisticated 
mind this scarcely appeared, as 
regards a guest, an adequate for- 
mula of dismissal. She tried to 
bring the young Southerner out; 
she said to him that she presumed 
they would have some entertain- 
ment soon— Mrs. Farrinder could 
be interesting when she tried! And 
then she bethought herself to in- 
troduce him to Doctor Prance; it 
might serve as a reason for hav- 
ing brought her up. Moreover, it 
would do her good to break up 
her work now and then; she pur- 
sued her medical studies far into 
the night, and Miss Birdseye, who 
was nothing of a sleeper (Mary 
Prance, precisely, had wanted to 
treat her for it), had heard her, 
in the stillness of the small hours, 
with her open windows (she had 


fresh air on the brain), sharpening - 


instruments (it was Miss Birds- 
eyes mild belief that she dis- 
sected), in a little physiological 
laboratory which she had set up 


in her back room, the room which, 
if she hadn’t been a doctor, might 
have been her “chamber,” and 
perhaps was, even with the dis- 
secting, Miss Birdseye didn’t 
know! She explained her young 
friends to each other, a trifle in- 
coherently, perhaps, and then went 
to stir up Mrs. Farrinder. 

Basil Ransom had already no- 
ticed Doctor Prance; he had not 
been at all bored, and had ob- 
served every one in the room, ar- 
riving at all sorts of ingenious in- 
ductions. The little medical lady 
struck him as a perfect example of 
the “Yankee female”—the figure 
which, in the unregenerate imag- 
ination of the children of the cot- 
ton-States, was produced by the 
New England ‘school-system, the 
Puritan code, the ungenial climate, 
the absence of chivalry. Spare, dry, 
hard, without a curve, an inflection 
or a grace, she seemed to ask no 
odds in the battle of life and to be 
prepared to give none. But Ran- 
som could see that she was not an 
enthusiast, and after his contact 
with his cousin’s enthusiasm this 
was rather a relief to him. She 
looked like a boy, and not even 
like a good boy. It was evident 
that if she had been a boy, she 
would have “cut” school, to try 
private experiments in mechan- 
ics or to make researches in nat- 
ural history. It was true that if 
she had been a boy she would 
have borne some relation to a girl, 
whereas Doctor Prance appeared 
to bear none whatever. Except her 
intelligent eye, she had no features 
to speak of. Ransom asked her if 
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she were acquainted with the li- 
oness, and on her staring at him, 
without response, explained -that 
he meant the renowned Mrs. Far- 
rinder. 

“Well, I don’t know as I ought 
to say that I’m acquainted with 
her; but I’ve heard her on the 
platform. I have paid my _ half- 
dollar,” the doctor added, with a 
certain grimness. 

“Well, did she convince you?” 
Ransom inquired. 

“Convince me of what, sir?” 

“That women are so superior to 
men.” 

“Oh, deary me!” said Doctor 
Prance, with a little impatient sigh; 
“I guess I know more about wom- 
en than she does.” 

“And that isn’t your opinion, I 
hope,” said Ransom, laughing. 

“Men and women are all the 
same to me,” Doctor Prance re- 
marked. “I don’t see any differ- 
ence. There is room for improve- 
ment in both sexes. Neither of 
them is up to the standard.” And 
on Ransom’s asking her what the 
standard appeared to her to be, 
she said, “Well, they ought to live 
better; that’s what they ought to 
do.” And she went on to declare, 
further, that she thought they all 
talked too much. This had so long 
been Ransom’s conviction that his 
heart quite warmed to Doctor 
Prance, and he paid homage to 
her wisdom in the manner of Mis- 
sissippi — with a richness of com- 
pliment that made her turn her 
acute, suspicious eye upon him. 
This checked him; she was capa- 
ble of thinking that he talked too 


much — she herself having, appar- 
ently, no general conversation. It 
was german to the matter, at any 
rate, for him to observe that he 
believed they were to have a lec- 
ture from Mrs. _ Farrinder —he 
didn’t know why she didn’t begin. 
“Yes,” said Doctor Prance, rather 
drily, “I suppose that’s what Miss 
Birdseye called me up for. She 


‘seemed to think I wouldn’t want 


to miss that.” 

“Whereas, I infer, you could 
console yourself for the loss of the 
oration,” Ransom suggested. 

“Well, I've got some work. I 
don’t want any one to teach me 
what a woman can do!” Doctor 
Prance declared. “She can find out 
some things, if she tries. Besides, I 
am familiar with Mrs. Farrinder’s 
system; I know all she has got to 
Says. 

“Well, what is it, then, since she 
continues to remain silent?” 

“Well, what it amounts to is 
just that women want to have a 
better time. That’s what it comes 
to in the end. I am aware of that, 
without her telling me.” 

“And don’t you sympathise with 
such an aspiration?” 

“Well, I don’t know as I culti- 
vate the sentimental side,” said 
Doctor Prance. “There’s plenty of 
sympathy without mine. If they 
want to have a better time, I sup- 
pose it’s natural; so do men too, I 
suppose. But I don’t know as it 
appeals to me — to make sacrifices 
for it; it ain’t such a wonderful 
time — the best you can have!” 

This little lady was tough and 


technical; she evidently didn’t care 
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for great movements; she became 
more and more interesting to Basil 
Ransom, who, it is to be feared, 
had a fund of cynicism. He asked 
her if she knew his cousin, Miss 
Chancellor, whom he _ indicated, 
beside Mrs. Farrinder; she be- 
lieved, on the contrary, in won- 
derful times (she thought they 
were coming); she had plenty of 
sympathy, and he was sure she 
was willing to make sacrifices. 
Doctor Prance looked at her 
across the room for a moment; 
then she said she didn’t know her, 
but she guessed she knew others 
like her—she went to see them 
when they were sick. “She’s hay- 
ing a private lecture to herself,” 
Ransom remarked; whereupon 
Doctor Prance rejoined, “Well, I 
guess shell have to pay for it!” 
She appeared to regret her own 
half-dollar, and to be vaguely im- 
patient of the behaviour of her 
sex. Ransom became so sensible of 
this that he felt it was indelicate 
to allude further to the cause of 
woman, and, for a change, en- 
deavoured to elicit from his com- 
panion some information about the 
gentlemen present. He had given 
her a chance, vainly, to start some 
topic herself; but he could see 
that she had no interests beyond 
the researches from which, this 
evening, she had been torn, and 
was incapable of asking him a per- 
sonal question. She knew two or 
three of the gentlemen; she had 
seen them before at Miss Birds- 
eye’s. Of course she knew princi- 
pally ladies; the time hadn’t come 
when a lady-doctor was sent for 
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by a gentleman, and she hoped it 
never would, though some people 
seemed to think that this was what 
lady-doctors were working for. She 
knew Mr. Pardon; that was the 
young man with the “side-whisk- 
ers” and the white hair; he was 
a kind of editor, and he wrote, 
too, “over his signature” — perhaps 
Basil had read some of his works; 
he was under thirty, in spite of his 
white hair. He was a great deal 
thought of in magazine circles. She 
believed he was very bright — but 
she hadn’t read anything. She 
didn’t read much — not for amuse- 
ment; only the “Transcript.” She 
believed Mr. Pardon sometimes 
wrote in the “Transcript”; well, 
she supposed he was very bright. 
The other that she knew — only 
she didn’t know him (she sup- 
posed Basil would think that 
queer) — was the tall, pale gentle- 
man, with the black moustache 
and the eye-glass. She knew him 
because she had met him in soci- 
ety; but she didn’t know him — 
well, because she didn’t want to. 
If he should come and speak to 
her — and he looked as if he were 
going to work around that way — 
she should just say to him, “Yes, 
sir,” or “No, sir,” very coldly. She 
couldn’t help it if he did think her 
dry; if he were a little more dry, 
it might be better for him. What 
was the matter with him? Oh, she 
thought she had mentioned that; 
he was a mesmeric healer, he made 
miraculous cures. She didn’t be- 
lieve in his system or disbelieve in 
it, one way or the other; she only 
knew that she had been called to 
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see ladies he had worked on, and 
she found that he had made them 
lose a lot of valuable time., He 
talked to them—well, as if he 
didn’t know what he was saying. 
She guessed he was quite ignor- 


ant of physiology, and she didn’t: 


think he ought to go round tak- 
ing responsibilities. She didn’t 
want to be narrow, but she thought 
a person ought to know something. 
She supposed Basil would think 
her very uplifted; but he had put 
the question to her, as she might 
say. All she could say was she 
didn’t want him to be laying his 
hands on any of her folks; it was 
all done with the hands — what 
wasn’t done with the tongue! Basil 
could see that Doctor Prance was 
irritated; that this extreme can- 
dour of allusion to her neighbour 
was probably not habitual to her, 
as a member of a society in which 
the casual expression of strong 
opinion generally produced waves 
of silence. But he blessed her irri- 
tation, for him it was so illuminat- 
ing; and to draw further profit 
from it he asked her who the 
young lady was with the red hair 
—the pretty one, whom he had 
only noticed during the last ten 
minutes. She was Miss Tarrant, 
the daughter of the healer; hadn't 
she mentioned his name? Selah 
Tarrant; if he wanted to send for 
him. Doctor Prance wasn't ac- 
quainted with her, beyond know- 
ing that she was the mesmerist’s 
_ only child, and having heard some- 
thing about her having some gift 
—she couldn’t remember which it 


was. Oh, if she was his child, she 


would be sure to have some gift — 
if it was only the gift of the g — 
well, she didn’t mean to say that; 
but a talent for conversation. Per- 
haps she could die and come to 
life again; perhaps she would show 
them her gift, as no one seemed 
inclined to do anything. Yes, she 
was pretty-appearing, but there 
was a certain indication of ane- 
mia, and Doctor 'Prance would be 
surprised if she didn’t eat too much 
candy. Basil thought she had an 
engaging exterior; it was his pri- 
vate reflection, coloured doubtless 
by “sectional” prejudice, that she 
was the first pretty girl he had 
seen in Boston. She was talking 
with some ladies at the other end 
of the room; and she had a large 
red fan, which she kept constantly 
in movement. She was not a quiet 
girl; she fidgeted, was restless, 
while she talked, and had the air 
of a person who, whatever she 
might be doing, would wish to be 
doing something else. If people | 
watched her a good deal, she also 
returned their contemplation, and 
her charming eyes had_ several 
times encountered those of Basil 
Ransom. But they wandered main- 
ly in the direction of Mrs. Farrin- 
der —they lingered upon the se- 
rene solidity of the great oratress. 
It was easy to see that the girl ad- 
mired this beneficent woman, and 
felt it a privilege to be near her. 
It was apparent, indeed, that she 
was excited by the company in 
which she found herself; a fact to 
be explained by a reference to that 
recent period of exile in the West, 
of which we have had a hint, and 
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in consequence of which the pres- 
ent occasion may have seemed to 
her a return to intellectual life. 
Ransom secretly wished that his 


cousin — since fate was to reserve. 


for him a cousin in Boston — had 
been more like that. 

By this time a certain agitation 
was perceptible; several ladies, 
impatient of vain delay, had left 
their places, to appeal personally 
to Mrs. Farrinder, who was pres- 
ently surrounded with sympathetic 
remonstrants. Miss Birdseye had 
given her up; it had been enough 
for Miss Birdseye that she should 
have said, when pressed (so far as 
her hostess, muffled in laxity, could 
press) on the subject of the gen- 
eral expectation, that she could 
only deliver her message to an au- 
dience which she felt to be par- 
tially hostile. There was no hos- 
tility there; they were all only too 
much in sympathy. “I don’t re- 
quire sympathy,” she said, with a 
tranquil smile, to Olive Chancel- 
lor; “I am only myself, I only rise 
to the occasion, when I see prej- 
udice, when I see bigotry, when I 
see injustice, when I see conserv- 
atism, massed before me like an 
army. Then I feel—I feel as I im- 
agine Napoleon Bonaparte to have 
felt on the eve of one of his great 
victories. I must have unfriendly 
elements—I like to win them 
over.” 

Olive thought of Basil Ransom, 
and wondered whether he would 
do for an unfriendly element. She 
mentioned him to Mrs. Farrinder, 
who expressed an earnest hope 
that if he were opposed to the 


principles which were so dear to 
the rest of them, he might be in- 
duced to take the floor and testify 
on his own account. “I should be 
so happy to answer him,” said 
Mrs. Farrinder, with supreme soft- 
ness. “I should be so glad, at any 
rate, to exchange ideas with him.” 
Olive felt a deep alarm at the idea 
of a public dispute between these 
two vigorous people (she had a 
perception that Ransom would be 
vigorous), not because she doubt- 
ed of the happy issue, but because 
she herself would be in a false po- 
sition, as having brought the of- 
fensive young man, and she had 
a horror of false positions. Miss 
Birdseye was incapable of resent- 
ment; she had invited forty peo- 
ple to hear Mrs. Farrinder speak, 
and now Mrs. Farrinder wouldn’t 
speak. But she had such a beauti- 
ful reason for it! There was some- 
thing martial and heroic in her 
pretext, and, besides, it was so 
characteristic, so free, that Miss 
Birdseye was quite consoled, and 
wandered away, looking at her 
other guests vaguely, as if she 
didn’t know them from each other, 
while she mentioned to them, at 
a venture, the excuse for their dis- 
appointment, confident, evidently, 
that they would agree with her it 
was very fine. “But we can’t pre- 
tend to be on the other side, just 
to start her up, can we?” she asked 
of Mr. Tarrant, who sat there be- 
side his wife with a rather con- 
scious but by no means compla- _ 
cent air of isolation from the rest 
of the company. 

“Well, I don’t know—I guess 
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we are all solid here,” this gentle- 
man replied, looking round him 
with a slow, deliberate smile, 
which made his mouth enormous, 
developed two wrinkles, as long 
as the wings of a bat, on either 
side of it, and showed a set of big, 
even, carnivorous teeth. 

“Selah,” said his wife, laying 
her hand on the sleeve of his wa- 
ter-proof, “I wonder whether Miss 
Birdseye would be interested to 
hear Verena.” 

“Well, if you mean she sings, 
it’s a shame I haven’t got a piano,” 
Miss Birdseye took upon herself to 
respond. It came back to her that 
the girl had a gift. 

“She doesn’t want a piano — she 
doesn’t want anything,” Selah re- 
marked, giving no apparent atten- 
tion to his wife. It was a part of 
his attitude in life never to appear 
to be indebted to another person 
for a suggestion, never to be sur- 
prised or unprepared. 

“Well, I don’t know that the in- 
terest in singing is so general,” 
said Miss Birdseye, quite uncon- 
scious of any slackness in prepar- 
ing a substitute for the entertain- 
ment that had failed her. 

“Tt isn’t singing, you'll see,” Mrs. 
Tarrant declared. 

“What is it, then?” 

Mr. Tarrant unfurled his wrin- 
kles, showed his back teeth. “It’s 
inspirational.” 

Miss Birdseye gave a_ small 
vague, unsceptical laugh. “Well, if 
you can guarantee that —— 

“J think it would be accepta- 
ble,” said Mrs. Tarrant; and put- 
ting up a_half-gloved, familiar 


hand, she drew Miss Birdseye 
down to her, and the pair ex- 
plained in alternation what it was 
their child could do. 

Meanwhile, Basil Ransom con- 
fessed to Doctor Prance that he 
was, after all, rather disappointed. 
He had expected more of a pro- 
gramme; he wanted to hear some 
of the new truths. Mrs. Farrinder, 
as he said, remained within her 
tent, and he had hoped not only 
to see these distinguished people 
but also to listen to them. 

“Well, I ain’t disappointed,” the 
sturdy little doctress replied. “If 
any question had been opened, I 
suppose I should have had to 
stay.” 

“But I presume you don’t pro- 
pose to retire.” 

“Well, I've got to pursue my 
studies some time. I don’t want 
the gentlemen-doctors to get ahead 
of me.” 

“Oh, no one will ever get ahead 
of you, I’m very sure. And there 
is that pretty young lady going 
over to speak to Mrs. Farrinder. 
She’s going to beg her for a speech 
— Mrs. Farrinder can’t resist that.” 

“Well, then, Ill just trickle out 
before she begins. Good-night, sir,” 
said Doctor Prance, who by this 
time had begun to appear to Ran- 
som more susceptible of domesti- 
cation, as if she had been a small 
forest-creature, a catamount or a 
ruffled doe, that had learned to 
stand still while you stroked it, or 
even to extend a paw. She min- 
istered to health, and she was 
healthy herself; if his cousin could 
have been even of this type Basil 
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would have felt himself more for- 
tunate. : 

“Good-night, Doctor,” he re- 
plied. “You haven’t told me, after 
all, your opinion of the capacity of 
the ladies.” 

“Capacity for what?” said Doc- 
tor Prance. “They’ve got a capac- 
ity for making people waste time. 
All I know is that I don’t want any 
one to tell me what a lady can do!” 
And she edged away from him 
softly, as if she had been travers- 
ing a hospital-ward, and presently 
he saw her reach the door, which, 
with the arrival of the later com- 
ers, had remained open. She stood 
there an instant, turning over the 
whole assembly a glance like a 
flash of a watchman’s bull’s-eye, 
and then quickly passed out. Ran- 
som could see that she was im- 
patient of the general question 
and bored with being reminded, 
even for the sake of her rights, 
that she was a woman—a detail 
that she was in the habit of for- 
getting, having as many rights as 
she had time for. It was certain 
that whatever might become of 
the movement at large, Doctor 
Prance’s own little revolution was 
a success. 
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Sue had no sooner left him than 
Olive Chancellor came towards 
him with eyes that seemed to say, 
“I don’t care whether you are here 
now or not—I’m all right!” But 





what her lips said was much more 
gracious; she asked him if she 
mightn’t have the pleasure of in- 
troducing him to Mrs. Farrinder. 
Ransom consented, with a little of 
his Southern flourish, and in a mo- 
ment the lady got up to receive 
him from the midst of the circle 
that now surrounded her. It was 
an occasion for her to justify her 
reputation of an elegant manner, 
and it must be impartially related 
that she struck Ransom as having 
a dignity in conversation and a 
command of the noble style which 
could not have been surpassed by 
a daughter—one of the most ac- 
complished, most far-descended 
daughters — of his own latitude. It 
was as if she had known that he 
was not eager for the changes she 
advocated, and wished to show 
him that, especially to a South- 
erner who had bitten the dust, her 
sex could be magnanimous. This 
knowledge of his secret heresy 
seemed to him to be also in the 
faces of the other ladies, whose 
circumspect glances, however (for 
he had not been introduced), 
treated it as a pity rather than as 
a shame. He was conscious of all 
these middle-aged feminine eyes, 
conscious of curls, rather limp, 
that depended from dusky bon- 
nets, of heads poked forward, as 
if with a waiting, listening, famil- 
iar habit, of no one being very 
bright or gay—no one, at least, 
but that girl he had noticed be- 
fore, who had a_ brilliant head, 
and who now hovered on the edge 
of the conclave. He met her eye 
again; she was watching him too. 
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It had been in his thought that 
Mrs. Farrinder, to whom his cou- 
sin might have betrayed or mis- 
represented him, would perhaps 
defy him to combat, and he won- 
dered whether he could pull him- 
self together (he was extremely 
embarrassed) sufficiently to do 
honour to such a challenge. If she 
would fling down the glove on the 
temperance question, it seemed to 
him that it ‘would be in him to 
pick it up; for the idea of a med- 
dling legislation on this subject 
filled him with rage; the taste of 
liquor being good to him, and his 
conviction strong that civilisation 
itself would be in danger if it 
should fall into the power of a herd 
of vociferating women (I am but 
the reporter of his angry formu- 
lz) to prevent a gentleman from 
taking his glass. Mrs. Farrinder 
proved to him that she had not 
the eagerness of insecurity; she 
asked. him if he wouldn’t like to 
give the company some account of 


the social and political condition. 


of the South. He begged to be ex- 
cused, expressing at the same time 
a high sense of the honour done 
him by such a request, while he 
smiled to himself at the idea of 
his extemporising a lecture. He 
smiled even while he suspected 
the meaning of the look Miss 
Chancellor gave him: “Well, you 
are not of much account after all!” 
To talk to those people about the 
South — if they could have guessed 
how little he cared to do it! He 
had a passionate tenderness for 
his own country, and a sense of 
intimate connection with it which 


would have made it as impossible 
for him to take a roomful of North- 
ern fanatics into his confidence as 
to read aloud his mother’s or his 
mistress’s letters. To be quiet 
about the Southern land, not to 
touch her with vulgar hands, to 
leave her alone with her wounds 
and her memories, not prating in 
the market-place either of her 
troubles or her hopes, but waiting 
as aman should wait, for the slow 
process, the sensible beheficence, 
of time—this was the desire of 
Ransom’s heart, and he was aware 
of how little it could minister to 
the entertainment of Miss Birds- 
eye’s guests. = 

“We know so little about the 
women of the South; they are 
very voiceless,” Mrs. Farrinder re- 
marked. “How much can we count 
upon them? in what numbers 
would they flock to our standard? 
I have been recommended not to 
lecture in the Southern cities.” 

“Ah, madam, that was very cru- 
el advice — for us!” Basil Ransom 
exclaimed, with gallantry. 

“IT had a magnificent audience 
last spring in St. Louis,” a fresh 
young voice announced, over the 
heads of the gathered group—a 
voice which, on Basil’s turning, 
like every one else, for an expla- 
nation, appeared to have proceed- 
ed from the pretty girl with red 
hair. She had coloured a little with 
the effort of making this declara- 
tion, and she stood there smiling 
at her listeners. 

Mrs. Farrinder bent a_benig- 
nant brow upon her, in spite of her 
being, evidently, rather a surprise. 
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“Oh, indeed; and your subject, my 
dear young lady?” 

“The past history, the present 
condition, and the future prospects 
of our sex.” 

“Oh, well, St. Louis — that’s 
scarcely the South,” said one of 
the ladies. 

“I’m sure the young lady would 
have had equal success at Charles- 
ton or New Orleans,” Basil Ran- 
som interposed. 

“Well, I wanted to go farther,” 
the girl continued, “but I had no 
friends. I have friends in St. 
Louis.” 

“You oughtn’t to want for them 
anywhere,” said Mrs. Farrinder, in 
a manner which, by this time, had 
quite explained her reputation. “I 
am acquainted with the loyalty of 
St. Louis.” 

“Well, after that, you must let 
me introduce Miss Tarrant; she’s 
perfectly dying to know you, Mrs. 
Farrinder.” These words emanated 
from one of the gentlemen, the 
young man with white hair, who 
had been mentioned to Ransom 
by Doctor Prance as a celebrated 
magazinist. He, too, up to this mo- 
ment, had hovered in the back- 
ground, but he now gently clove 
the assembly (several of the ladies 
made way for him), leading in the 
daughter of the mesmerist. 

She laughed and continued to 
blush — her blush was the faintest 
pink; she looked very young and 
slim and fair as Mrs. Farrinder 
made way for her on the sofa 
which Olive Chancellor had quit- 
ted. “I have wanted to know you; 
I admire you so much; I hoped so 


you would speak to-night. It’s too 
lovely to see you, Mrs. Farrinder.” 
So she expressed herself, while the 
company watched the encounter 
with a look of refreshed inanition. 
“You don’t know who I am, of 
course; I’m just a girl who wants 
to thank you for all you have done 
for us. For you have spoken for 
us girls, just as much as—just as 
much as ——” She hesitated now, 
looking about with enthusiastic 
eyes at the rest of the group, and 
meeting once more the gaze of 
Basil Ransom. 

“Just as much as for the old 
women,” said Mrs. Farrinder, gen- 
ially. “You seem very well able to 
speak for yourself.” _ 

“She speaks so beautifully — if 
she would only make a little ad- 
dress,” the young man who had in- 
troduced her remarked. “It’s a new 
style, quite original,” he added. He 
stood there with folded arms, look- 
ing down at his work, the conjunc- 
tion of the two ladies, with a smile; 
and Basil Ransom, remembering 
what Miss Prance had told him, 
and enlightened by his observa: 
tion in New York of some of the 
sources from which newspapers 
are fed, was immediately touched 
by the conviction that he perceived 
in it the material of a paragraph. 

“My dear child, if you'll take 
the floor, I'll call the meeting to 
order,” said Mrs. Farrinder. 

The girl looked at her with ex- 
traordinary candour and _ confi- 
dence. “If I could only hear you 
first —just to give me an atmos- 
phere.” 

“Tve got no atmosphere; there’s 
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very little of the Indian summer 
about me! I deal with facts — hard 
facts,” Mrs. Farrinder replied. 
“Have you ever heard me? If so, 
you know how crisp I am.” 

“Heard you? I’ve lived on you! 
It’s so much to me to see you. Ask 
mother if it ain't!” She had ex- 
pressed herself, from the first word 
she uttered, with a promptness 
and assurance which gave almost 
the impression of a lesson re- 
hearsed in advance. And yet there 
was a strange spontaneity in her 
manner, and an air of artless en- 
thusiasm, of personal purity. If she 
was theatrical, she was naturally 
theatrical. She looked up at Mrs. 
Farrinder with all her emotion in 
her smiling eyes. This lady had 
been the object of many ovations; 
it was familiar to her that the col- 
lective heart of her sex had gone 
forth to her; but, visibly, she was 
puzzled by this unforeseen em- 
bodiment of gratitude and fluency, 
and her eyes wandered over the 
girl with a certain reserve, while, 
within the depth of her eminently 
public manner, she asked herself 
whether Miss Tarrant were a re- 
markable young woman or only a 
forward minx. She found a re- 
sponse which committed her to 
neither view; she only said, “We 
want the young—of course we 
want the young!” 

“Who is that charming crea- 
ture?” Basil Ransom heard his cou- 
sin ask, in a grave, lowered tone, 
of Matthias Pardon, the young man 
who had brought Miss Tarrant for- 
ward. He didn’t know whether 
Miss Chancellor knew him, or 


whether her curiosity had pushed 
her to boldness. Ransom was near 
the pair, and had the benefit of 
Mr. Pardon’s answer. 

“The daughter of Doctor Tar- 
rant, the mesmeric healer — Miss 
Verena. She’s a high-class speaker.” 

“What do you mean?” Olive 
asked. “Does she give public ad- 
dresses?” 

“Oh yes, she has had quite a 
career in the West. I heard her 
last spring at Topeka. They call it 
inspirational. I don’t know what it 
is — only it’s exquisite; so fresh and 
poetical. She has to have her fa- 
ther to start her up. It seems to 
pass into her.” And Mr. Pardon in- 
dulged in a gesture intended to 
signify the passage. 

Olive Chancellor made no re- 
joinder save a low, impatient sigh; 
she transferred her attention to 
the girl, who now held Mrs. Far- 
rinder’s hand in both her own, and 
was pleading with her just to pre- 
lude a little. “I want a starting- 
point —I want to know where I 
am,” she said. “Just two or three 


of your grand old thoughts.” 


Basil stepped nearer to his cou- 
sin; he remarked to her that Miss 
Verena was very pretty. She 
turned an instant, glanced at him, 
and then said, “Do you think so?” 
An instant later she added, “How 
you must hate this place!” 

“Oh, not now, we are going to 
have some fun,” Ransom replied 
good-humouredly, if a __ trifle 
coarsely; and the declaration had 
a point, for Miss Birdseye at this 
moment reappeared, followed by 
the mesmeric healer and his wife. 
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“Ah, well, I see you are drawing 
her out,” said Miss Birdseye to 
Mrs. Farrinder; and at the idea 
that this process had been neces- 
sary Basil Ransom broke into a 
smothered hilarity, a spasm which 
indicated that, for him, the fun 
had already begun, and procured 
him another grave glance from 
Miss Chancellor. Miss Verena 
seemed to him as far “out” as a 
young woman could be. “Here’s 
her father, Doctor Tarrant — he 
has a wonderful gift—and her 
mother —she was a daughter of 
Abraham Greenstreet.” Miss Birds- 
eye presented her companion; she 
was sure Mrs. Farrinder would be 
interested; she wouldn’t want to 
lose an opportunity, even if for 
herself the conditions were not fa- 
vourable. And then Miss Birdseye 
addressed herself to the company 
more at large, widening the circle 
so as to take in the most scattered 
guests, and evidently feeling that 
after all it was a relief that one 
happened to have an obscurely in- 
spired maiden on the premises 


when greater celebrities had be-— 


trayed the whimsicality of genius. 
It was a part of this whimsicality 
that Mrs. Farrinder—the reader 
may find it difficult to keep pace 
with her variations — appeared now 
to have decided to utter a few of 
her thoughts, so that her hostess 
could elicit a general response to 
the remark that it would be de- 
lightful to have both the old school 
and the new. 

“Well, perhaps you'll be disap- 
pointed in Verena,” said Mrs. Tar- 
rant, with an air of dolorous res- 


ignation to any event, and seating 
herself, with her gathered mantle, 
on the edge of a chair, as if she, 
at least, were ready, whoever else 
might keep on talking. 

“It isn’t me, mother,” Verena re- 
joined, with soft gravity, rather 
detached now from Mrs. Farrin- 
der, and sitting with her eyes fixed 
thoughtfully on thé ground. With 
deference to Mrs. Tarrant, a little 
more talk was necessary, for the 
young lady had as yet been insuf- 
ficiently explained. Miss Birdseye 
felt this, but she was rather help- 
less about it, and delivered her- 
self, with her universal familiar- 
ity, which embraced every one and 
everything, of a wandering, amia- 
ble tale, in which Abraham Green- 
street kept reappearing, in which 
Doctor Tarrant’s miraculous cures 
were specified, with all the facts 
wanting, and in which Verena’s 
successes in the West were related, 
not with emphasis or hyperbole, 
in which Miss Birdseye never in- 
dulged, but as accepted and rec- 
ognised wonders, natural in an age 
of new revelations. She had heard 
of these things in detail only ten 
minutes before, from the girl’s par- 
ents, but her hospitable soul had 
needed but a moment to swallow 
and assimilate them. If her ac- 
count of them was not very lucid, 
it should be said in excuse for her 
that it was impossible to have any 
idea of Verena Tarrant unless one 
had heard her, and therefore still 
more impossible to give an idea to 
others. Mrs. Farrinder was percep- 
tibly irritated; she appeared to 
have made up her mind, after her 


460 


The Bostonians 


first hesitation, that the Tarrant 
family were fantastical and com- 
promising. She had bent an eye of 
coldness on Selah and his wife — 
she might have regarded them all 
as a company of mountebanks. 
“Stand up and tell us what you 
have to say,” she remarked, with 
some sternness, to Verena, who 
only raised her eyes to her, silently 
now, with the same sweetness, and 
then rested them on her father. 
This gentleman seemed to respond 
to an irresistible appeal; he looked 
around at the company with all his 
teeth, and said that these flattering 
allusions were not so embarrassing 
- as they might otherwise be, inas- 
much as any success that he and 
his daughter might have had was 
so thoroughly impersonal: he in- 
sisted on that word. They had just 
heard her say, “It is not me, 
mother,” and he and Mrs. Tarrant 
and the girl herself were all equally 
aware it was not she. It was some 
power outside —it seemed to flow 
through her; he couldn’t pretend 
to say why his daughter should be 
called, more than any one else. 
But it seemed as if she was called. 
When he just calmed her down by 
laying his hand on her a few mo- 
ments, it seemed to come. It so 
happened that in the West it had 
taken the form of a considerable 
eloquence. She had certainly spo- 
ken with great facility to cultivated 
and high-minded audiences. She 
had long followed with sympathy 
the movement for the liberation of 
her sex from every sort of bond- 
age; it had been her principal in- 
terest even as a child (he might 


mention that at the age of nine 
she had christened her favourite 
doll Eliza P. Moseley, in memory 
of a great precursor whom they all 
reverenced), and now the inspira- 
tion, if he might call it so, seemed 
just to flow in that channel. The 
voice that spoke from her lips 
seemed to want to take that form. 
It didn’t seem as if it could take 
any other. She let it come out just 
as it would—she didn’t pretend 
to have any control. They could 
judge for themselves whether the 
whole thing was not quite unique. 
That was why he was willing to 
talk about his own child that way, 
before a gathering of ladies and 
gentlemen; it was because they 
took no credit — they felt it was a 
power outside. If Verena felt she 
was going to be stimulated that 
evening, he was pretty sure they 
would be interested. Only he 
should have to request a few mo- 
ments’ silence, while she listened 
for the voice. 

Several of the ladies declared 
that they should be delighted — 
they hoped that Miss Tarrant was 
in good trim; whereupon they 
were corrected by others, who re- 
minded them that it wasn’t her— 
she had nothing to do with it —so 
her trim didn’t matter; and a gen- 
tleman added that he guessed 
there were many present who had 
conversed with Eliza P. Moseley. 
Meanwhile Verena, more and more 
withdrawn into herself, but per- 
fectly undisturbed by the public 
discussion of her mystic faculty, 
turned yet again, very prettily, to 
Mrs. Farrinder, and asked her if 
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she wouldn’t strike out —just to 
give her courage. By this time Mrs. 
Farrinder was in a condition’ of 
overhanging gloom; she greeted 
the charming suppliant with the 
frown of Juno. She disapproved 
completely of Doctor Tarrant’s lit- 
tle speech, and she had less and 
less disposition to be associated 
with a miracle-monger. Abraham 
Greenstreet was very well, but 
Abraham Greenstreet was in his 
grave; and Eliza P. Moseley, after 
all, had been very tepid. Basil Ran- 
som wondered whether it were ef- 
frontery or innocence that enabled 
Miss Tarrant to meet with such 
complacency the aloofness of the 
elder lady. At this moment he 
heard Olive Chancellor, at his el- 
bow, with the tremor of excite- 
ment in her tone, suddenly ex- 
claim: “Please begin, please be- 
gin! A voice, a human voice, is 
what we want.” 

“Tll_ speak after you, and if 
you're a humbug, I'll expose you!” 
Mrs. Farrinder said. She was more 
majestic than facetious. 

“Tm sure we are all solid, as 
Doctor Tarrant says. I suppose we 
want to be quiet,” Miss Birdseye 
remarked. 
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VERENA TARRANT got up and went 
to her father in the middle of the 
room; Olive Chancellor crossed 
and resumed her place beside Mrs. 


Farrinder on the sofa the girl had 


quitted; and Miss Birdseye’s visi- 
tors, for the rest, settled them- 
selves attentively in chairs or 
leaned against the bare sides of 
the parlour. Verena took her fa- 
ther’s hands, held them for a mo- 
ment, while she stood before him, 
not looking at him, with her eyes 
towards the company; then, after 
an instant, her mother, rising, 
pushed forward, with an interest- 
ing sigh, the chair on which she 
had been sitting. Mrs. Tarrant was 
provided with another seat, and 
Verena, relinquishing her father’s 
grasp, placed herself in the chair, 
which Tarrant put in position for 
her. She sat there with closed eyes, 
and her father now rested his long, 
lean hands upon her head. Basil 
Ransom watched these proceed- 
ings with much interest, for the 
girl amused and pleased him. She 
had far more colour than any one 
there, for whatever brightness was 
to be found in Miss Birdseye’s 
rather faded and dingy human col- 
lection had gathered itself into 
this attractive but ambiguous 
young person. There was nothing 
ambiguous, by the way, about 
her confederate; Ransom simply 
loathed him, from the moment he 
opened his mouth; he was in- 
tensely familiar —that is, his type 
was; he was simply the detested 
carpet-bagger. He was false, cun- 
ning, vulgar, ignoble; the cheap- 
est kind of human product. That 
he should be the father of a deli- 
cate, pretty girl, who was appar- 
ently clever too, whether she had 
a gift or no, this was an annoy- 
ing, disconcerting fact. The white, 
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puffy mother, with the high fore- 
head, in the corner there, looked 
more like a lady; but if she wete 
one, it was all the more shame to 
her to have mated with such a 
varlet, Ransom said to himself, 
making use, as he did generally, 
of terms of opprobrium extracted 
from the older English literature. 
He had seen Tarrant, or his equiv- 
alent, often before; he had 
“whipped” him, as he believed, 
controversially, again and again, 
at political meetings in blighted 
Southern towns, during the horri- 
ble period of reconstruction. If 
Mrs. Farrinder had looked at Ve- 
rena Tarrant as if she were a 
mountebank, there was some ex- 
cuse for it, inasmuch as the girl 
made much the same impression 
on Basil Ransom. He had never 
seen such an odd mixture of ele- 
ments; she had the sweetest, most 
unworldly face, and yet, with it, 
an air of being on exhibition, of 
belonging to a troupe, of living in 
the gaslight, which pervaded even 
the details of her dress, fashioned 
evidently with an attempt at the 
histrionic. If she had produced a 
pair of castanets or a tambourine, 
he felt that such accessories would 
have been quite in keeping. 
Little Doctor Prance, with her 
hard good sense, had noted that 
she was anemic, and had _inti- 
mated that she was a deceiver. 
The value of her performance was 
yet to be proved, but she was cer- 
tainly very pale, white as women 
are who have that shade of red 
hair; they look as if their blood 
had gone into it. There was, how- 


ever, something rich in the fair- 
ness of this young lady; ‘she was 
strong and supple, there was col- 
our in her lips and eyes, and her 
tresses, gathered into a compli- 
cated coil, seemed to glow with 
the brightness of her nature. She 
had curious, radiant, liquid eyes 
(their smile was a sort of reflec- 
tion, like the glisten of a gem), 
and though she was not tall, she 
appeared to spring up, and carried 
her head as if it reached rather 
high. Ransém would have thought 
she looked like an Oriental, if it 
were not that Orientals are dark; 
and if she had only had a goat she 
would have resembled Esmeralda, 
though he had but a vague recol- 
lection of who Esmeralda had 
been. She wore a_ light-brown 
dress, of a shape that struck him 
as fantastic, a yellow petticoat, and 
a large crimson sash fastened at 
the side; while round her neck, 
and falling low upon her flat young 
chest, she had a double chain of 
amber beads. It must be added 
that, in spite of her melodramatic 
appearance, there was no symp- 
tom that her performance, what- 
ever it was, would be of a melo- 
dramatic character. She was very 
quiet now, at least (she had folded 
her big fan), and her father con- 
tinued the mysterious process of 
calming her down. Ransom won- 
dered whether he wouldn’t put her 
to sleep; for some minutes her eyes 
had remained closed; he heard a 
lady near him, apparently familiar 
with phenomena of this class, re- 
mark that she was going off. As yet 
the exhibition was not exciting, 
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though it was certainly pleasant to 
have such a pretty girl placed there 
before one, like a moving statue. 
Doctor Tarrant looked at no one as 
he stroked and soothed his daugh- 
ter; his eyes wandered round the 
cornice of the room, and he 
grinned upward, as if at an imag- 
inary gallery. “Quietly — quietly,” 
he murmured, from time to time. 
“It will come, my good child, it 
will come. Just let it work — just 
let it gather. The spirit, you know; 
you've got to let the spirit come 
out when it will.” He threw up his 
arms at moments, to rid himself of 
the wings of his long waterproof, 
which fell forward over his hands. 
Basil Ransom noticed all these 
things, and noticed also, opposite, 
the waiting face of his cousin, 
fixed, from her sofa, upon the 
closed eyes of the young proph- 
etess. He grew more impatient at 
last, not of the delay of the edify- 
ing voice (though some time had 
elapsed), but of Tarrant’s gro- 
tesque manipulations, which he re- 
sented as much as if he himself 
had felt their touch, and which 
seemed a dishonour to the passive 
maiden. They made him nervous, 
they made him angry, and it was 
only afterwards that he asked him- 
self wherein they concerned him, 
and whether even a carpet-bagger 
hadn’t a right to do what he 
pleased with his daughter. It was 
a relief to him when Verena got 
up from her chair, with a move- 
ment which made Tarrant drop 
into the background as if his part 
were now over. She stood there 
with a quiet face, serious and 


sightless; then, after a short fur- 
ther delay, she began to speak. 
She began incoherently, almost 
inaudibly, as if she were talking in 
a dream. Ransom could not un- 
derstand her; he thought it very 
queer, and wondered what Doc- 
tor Prance would have said. “She’s 
just arranging her ideas, and try- 
ing to get in report; shell come 
out all right.” This remark he heard 
dropped in a low tone by the mes- 
meric healer; “in report” was ap- 
parently Tarrant’s version of en 
rapport. His prophecy was verified, 
and Verena did come out, after a 
little; she came out with a great 
deal of sweetness—with a very 
quaint and peculiar effect. She 
proceeded slowly, cautiously, as if 
she were listening for the prompt- 
er, catching, one by one, certain 
phrases that were whispered to 
her a great distance off, behind the 
scenes of the world. Then mem- 
ory, or inspiration, returned to her, 
and presently she was in posses- 
sion of her part. She played it with 
extraordinary simplicity and grace; 
at the end of ten minutes Ransom 
became aware that the whole 
audience — Mrs. Farrinder, Miss 
Chancellor, and the tough subject 
from Mississippi— were under the 
charm. I speak of ten minutes, but 
to tell the truth the young man 
lost all sense of time. He won- 
dered afterwards how long she had 
spoken; then he counted that her 
strange, sweet, crude, absurd, en- 
chanting improvisation must have 
lasted half an hour. It was not 
what she said; he didn’t care for 
that, he scarcely understood it; he 
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could only see that it was all about 
the gentleness and goodness of 
women, and how, during the lang 
ages of history, they had been 
trampled under the iron heel of 
man. It was about their equality 
— perhaps even (he was not defi- 
nitely conscious) about their su- 
periority. It was about their day 
having come at last, about the uni- 
versal sisterhood, about their duty 
to themselves and to each other. It 
was about such matters as these, 
and Basil Ransom was delighted 
to observe that such matters as 
these didn’t spoil it. The ‘effect 
was not in what she said, though 


she said some such pretty things, | 


but in the picture and figure of 
the half-bedizened damsel (play- 
ing, now again, with her red fan), 
the visible freshness and purity of 
the little effort. When she had 
gained confidence she opened her 
eyes, and their shining softness 
was half the effect of her dis- 
course. It was full of school-girl 
phrases, of patches of remembered 
eloquence, of childish lapses of 
logic, of flights of fancy which 
might indeed have had success at 
Topeka; but Ransom thought that 
if it had been much worse it would 
have been quite as good, for the 
argument, the doctrine, had ab- 
solutely nothing to do with it. It 
was simply an intensely personal 
exhibition, and the person making 
it happened to be fascinating. She 
might have offended the taste of 
certain people — Ransom could im- 
agine that there were other Bos- 
ton circles in which she would be 
thought pert; but for himself all 


he could feel was that to his 
starved senses she irresistibly ap- 
pealed. He was the stiffest of con- 
servatives, and his mind was 
steeled against the inanities she ut- 
tered —the rights and wrongs of 
women, the equality of the sexes, 
the hysterics of conventions, the 
further stultification of the suf- 
frage, the prospect of conscript 
mothers in the national Senate. It 
made no difference; she didn’t 
mean it, she didn’t know what she 
meant, she had been stuffed with 
this trash by her father, and she 
was neither more nor less willing 
to say it than to say anything else; 
for the necessity of her nature was 
not to make converts to a ridicu- 
lous cause, but to emit those 
charming notes of her voice, to 
stand in those free young attitudes, 
to shake her braided locks like a 
naiad rising from the waves, to 
please every one who came near 
her, and to be happy that she 
pleased. I know not whether Ran- 
som was aware of the bearings of 
this interpretation, which attrib- 
uted to Miss Tarrant a singular 
hollowness of character; he con- 
tented himself with believing that 
she was as innocent as she was 
lovely, and with regarding her as 
a vocalist of exquisite faculty, con- 
demned to sing bad music. How 
prettily, indeed, she made some of 
it sound! 

“Of course I only speak to 
women —to my own dear sisters; 
I don’t speak to men, for I don’t 
expect them to like what I say. 
They pretend to admire us very 
much, but I should like them to 
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admire us a little less and to trust 
us a little more. I don’t know what 
we have ever done to them that 
they should keep us out of every- 
thing. We have trusted them too 
much, and I think the time has 
come now for us to judge them, 
and say that by keeping us out 
we don’t think they have done so 
well. When I look around me at 
the world, and at the state that 
men have brought it to, I confess 
I say to myself, “Well, if women 
had fixed it this way I should like 
to know what they would think of 
it!’ When I see the dreadful mis- 
ery of mankind and think of the 
suffering of which at any hour, at 
any moment, the world is full, I 
say that if this is the best they can 
do by themselves, they had better 
let us come in a little and see what 
we can do. We couldn’t possibly 
make it worse, could we? If we 
had done only this, we shouldn’t 
boast of it. Poverty, and ignorance, 
and crime; disease, and wicked- 
ness, and wars! Wars, always more 
wars, and always more and more. 
Blood, blood—the world is 
drenched with blood! To kill each 
other, with all sorts of expensive 
and perfected instruments, that is 
the most brilliant thing they have 
been able to invent. It seems to 
me that we might stop it, we 
might invent 
The cruelty —the cruelty; there is 
so much, so much! Why shouldn’t 
tenderness come in? Why should 
our woman’s hearts be so full of it, 
and all so wasted and withered, 
while armies and prisons and help- 
less miseries grow greater all the 


something better. . 


while? I am only a girl, a simple 
American girl, and of course I 
haven’t seen much, and there is a 
great deal of life that I don’t know 
anything about. But there are some 
things I feel—it seems to me as 
if I had been born to feel them; 
they are in my ears in the stillness 
of the night and before my face in 
the visions of the darkness. It is 
what the great sisterhood of wom- 
en might do if they should all join 
hands, and lift up their voices 
above the brutal uproar of the 
world, in which it is so hard for 
the plea of mercy or of justice, the 
moan of weakness and suffering, 
to be heard. We should quench it, 
we should make it still, and the 
sound of our lips would become 
the voice of universal peace! For 
this we must trust one another, we 
must be true and gentle and kind. 
We must remember that the world 
is ours too, ours — little as we have 
ever had to say about anything! — 
and that the question is not yet 
definitely settled whether it shall 
be a place of injustice or a place 
of love!” 

It was with this that the young 
lady finished her harangue, which 
was not followed by her sinking 
exhausted into her chair or by any 
of the traces of a laboured climax. 
She only turned away slowly to- 
wards her mother, smiling over 
her shoulder at the whole room, 
as if it had been a single person, 
without a flush in her whiteness, 
or the need of drawing a longer 
breath. The performance had evi- 
dently been very easy to her, and 
there might have been a kind of 
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impertinence in her air of not hav- 
ing suffered from an_ exertion 
which had wrought so powerfully 
on every one else. Ransom broke 
into a genial laugh, which he in- 
stantly swallowed again, at the 
sweet grotesqueness of this virgi- 
nal creature’s standing up before 
a company of middle-aged people 
to talk to them about “love,” the 
note on which she had closed her 
harangue. It was the most charm- 
ing touch in the whole thing, and 
the most vivid proof of her inno- 
cence. She had had immense suc- 
cess, and Mrs. Tarrant, as she took 
her into her arms and kissed her, 
was certainly able to feel that the 
audience was not disappointed. 
They were exceedingly affected; 
they broke into exclamations and 
murmurs. Selah Tarrant went on 
conversing ostentatiously with his 
neighbours, slowly twirling his 
long thumbs and looking up at 
the cornice again, as if there could 
be nothing in the brilliant manner 
in which his daughter had acquit- 
ted herself to surprise him, who 
had heard her when she was still 
more remarkable, and who, more- 
over, remembered that the affair 
was so impersonal. Miss Birdseye 
looked round at the company with 
dim exultation; her large mild 
cheeks were shining with unwiped 
tears. Young Mr. Pardon remarked, 
in Ransom’s hearing, that he knew 
parties who, if they had been pres- 
ent, would want to engage Miss 
Verena at a high figure for the 
winter campaign. And Ransom 
heard him add in a lower tone: 
“There’s money for some one in 


that girl; you see if she don’t have 
quite a run!” As for our Mississip- 
pian he kept his agreeable sensa- 
tion for himself, only wondering 
whether he might not ask Miss © 
Birdseye to present him to the 
heroine of the evening. Not im- 
mediately, of course, for the young 
man mingled with his Southern 
pride a shyness which often served 
all the purpose of humility. He 
was aware how much he was an 
outsider in such a house as that, 
and he was ready to wait for his 
coveted satisfaction till the others, 
who all hung together, should have 
given her the assurance of an ap- 
proval. which she would value, 
naturally, more than anything he 
could say to her. This episode had 
imparted animation to the assem- 
bly; a certain gaiety, even, ex- 
pressed in a higher pitch of con- 
versation, seemed to float in the 
heated air. People circulated more 
freely, and Verena Tarrant was 
presently hidden from Ransom’s 
sight by the close-pressed ranks of 
the new friends she had made. 
“Well, I never heard it put that 
way!” Ransom heard one of the 
ladies exclaim; to which another 
replied that she wondered one of 
their bright women hadn't thought 
of it before. “Well, it is a gift, and 
no mistake,” and “Well, they may 
call it what they please, it’s a 


pleasure to listen to it” —these 


genial tributes fell from the lips of 
a pair of ruminating gentlemen. It 
was affirmed within Ransom’s 
hearing that if they had a few 
more like that the matter would 
soon be fixed; and it was rejoined 


467 


The Bostonians 


that they couldn’t expect to have 
a great many—the style was so 
peculiar. It was generally admit- 
ted that the style was peculiar, 
but Miss Tarrant’s peculiarity was 
the explanation of her success. 
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Ransom approached Mrs. Farrin- 
der again, who had remained on 
her sofa with Olive Chancellor; 
and as she turned her face to him 


he saw that she had felt the uni- © 


versal contagion. Her keen eye 
sparkled, there was a flush on her 
matronly cheek, and she had evi- 
dently made up her mind what 
line to take. Olive Chancellor sat 
motionless; her eyes were fixed on 
the floor with the rigid, alarmed 
expression of her moments of nerv- 
ous diffidence; she gave no sign of 
observing her kinsman’s approach. 
He said something to Mrs. Farrin- 
der, something that imperfectly 
represented his admiration of Ve- 
rena; and this lady replied with 
dignity that it was no wonder the 
girl spoke so well—she spoke in 
such a good cause. “She is very 
graceful, has a fine command of 
language; her father says it’s a 
natural gift.” Ransom saw that he 
should not in the least discover 
Mrs. Farrinder’s real opinion, and 
her dissimulation added to his im- 
pression that she was a woman 
with a policy. It was none of his 
business whether in her heart she 
thought Verena a parrot or a gen- 


ius; it was perceptible to him that 
she saw she would be effective, 
would help the cause. He stood al- 
most appalled for a moment, as he 
said to himself that she would take 
her up and the girl would be ru- 
ined, would force her note and 
become a screamer. But he quickly 
dodged this vision, taking refuge 
in a mechanical appeal to his cou- 
sin, of whom he inquired how she 
liked Miss Verena. Olive made no 
answer; her head remained avert- 
ed, she bored the carpet with her 
conscious eyes. Mrs. Farrinder 
glanced at her askance, and then 
said to Ransom serenely: 

“You praise the grace of your 
Southern ladies, but you have had 
to come North to see a human ga- 
zelle. Miss Tarrant is of the best 
New England stock — what I -eall 
the best!” 

“Tm sure from what I have seen 
of the Boston ladies, no manifes- 
tation of grace can excite my sur- 
prise,” Ransom rejoined, looking, 
with his smile, at his cousin. 

“She has been powerfully af- 
fected,” Mrs. Farrinder explained, 
very slightly dropping her voice, 
as Olive, apparently, still remained 
deaf. 

Miss Birdseye drew near at this 
moment; she wanted to know if 
Mrs. Farrinder didn’t want to ex- 
press some acknowledgment, on 
the part of the company at large, 
for the real stimulus Miss Tarrant 
had given them. Mrs. Farrinder 
said: Oh yes, she would speak 
now with pleasure; only she must 
have a glass of water first. Miss 
Birdseye replied that there was 
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some coming in a moment; one of 
the ladies had asked for it, and 
Mr. Pardon had just stepped dewn 
to draw some. Basil took advan- 
tage of this intermission to ask 
Miss Birdseye if she would give 
him the great privilege of an in- 
troduction to Miss Verena. “Mrs. 
Farrinder will thank her for the 
company,” he said, laughing, “but 
she won’t thank her for me.” 

Miss Birdseye manifested the 
greatest disposition to oblige him; 
she was so glad he had been im- 
pressed. She was proceeding to 
lead him toward Miss Tarrant 
when Olive Chancellor rose 
abruptly from her chair and laid 
her hand, with an arresting move- 
ment, on the arm of her hostess. 
She explained to her that she must 
go, that she was not very well, 
that her carriage was there; also 
that she hoped Miss Birdseye, if it 
was not asking too much, would 
accompany her to the door. 

“Well, you are impressed too,” 
said Miss Birdseye, looking at her 
philosophically. “It seems as if no 
one had escaped.” 

Ransom was disappointed; he 
saw he was going to be taken 
away, and, before-he could sup- 
press it, an exclamation burst 
from his lips—the first exclama- 
tion he could think of that would 
perhaps check his cousin’s retreat: 
“Ah, Miss Olive, are you going to 
give up Mrs. Farrinder?” 

At this Miss Olive looked at 
him, showed him an extraordinary 
face, a face he scarcely understood 
or even recognised. It was por- 
tentously grave, the eyes were en- 


larged, there was a red spot in 
each of the cheeks, and as di- 
rected to him, a quick, piercing 
question, a kind of leaping chal- 
lenge, in the whole expression. He 
could only answer this sudden 
gleam with a stare, and wonder 
afresh what trick his Northern 
kinswoman was destined to play 
him. Impressed too? He should 
think he had been! Mrs. Farrin- 
der, who was decidedly a woman 
of the world, came to his assist- 
ance, or to Miss Chancellor’s, and 
said she hoped very much Olive 
wouldn’t stay—she felt these 
things too much. “If you stay, I 
won't speak,” she added; “I should 
upset you altogether.” And then 
she continued, tenderly, for so 
preponderantly intellectual a na- 
ture: “When women feel as you 
do, how can I doubt that we shall 
come out all right?” 

“Oh, we shall come out all right, 
I guess,” murmured Miss Birds- 
eye. 

“But you must remember Bea- 
con Street,” Mrs. Farrinder sub- 
joined. “You must take advantage 
of your position — you must wake 
up the Back Bay!” 

“I’m sick of the Back Bay!” said 
Olive fiercely; and she passed to 
the door with Miss Birdseye, bid- 
ding good-bye to no one. She was 
so agitated that, evidently, she 


could not trust herself, and there 


was nothing for Ransom but to 
follow. At the door of the room, 
however, he was checked by a 
sudden pause on the part of the 
two ladies: Olive stopped and 
stood there hesitating. She looked 
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round the room and spied out Ve- 
rena, where she sat with her moth- 
er, the centre of a gratified group; 
then, throwing back her head with 
an air of decision, she crossed over 
to her. Ransom said to himself 
that now, perhaps, was his chance, 
and he quickly accompanied Miss 
Chancellor. The little knot of re- 
formers watched her as she ar- 
rived; their faces expressed a sus- 
picion of her social importance, 
mingled with conscientious scru- 
ples as to whether it were right to 
recognise it. Verena Tarrant saw 
that she was the object of this 
manifestation, and she got up to 
meet the lady whose approach was 
so full of point. Ransom perceived, 
however, or thought he perceived, 
that she recognised nothing; she 
had no suspicions of social impor- 
tance. Yet she smiled with all her 
radiance, as she looked from Miss 
Chancellor to him; smiled because 
she liked to smile, to please, to 
feel her success—or was it be- 
cause she was a perfect little ac- 
tress, and this was part of her 
training? She took the hand that 
Olive put out to her; the others, 
rather solemnly, sat looking up 
from their chairs. 

“You don’t know me, but I want 
to know you,” Olive said. “I can 
thank you now. Will you come and 
see me?” 

“Oh yes; where do you live?” 
Verena answered, in the tone of 
a girl for whom an invitation (she 
hadn’t so many) was always an 
invitation. 

Miss Chancellor syllabled her 
address, and Mrs. Tarrant came 


forward, smiling. “I know about 
you, Miss Chancellor. I guess your 
father knew my father — Mr. 
Greenstreet. Verena will be very 
glad to visit you. We shall be very 
happy to see you in our home.” 

Basil Ransom, while the mother 
spoke, wanted to say something to 
the daughter, who stood there so 
near him, but he could think of 
nothing that would do; certain 
words that came to him, his Mis- 
sissippi phrases, seemed patronis- 
ing and ponderous. Besides, he 
didn’t wish to assent to what she 
had said; he wished simply to tell 
her she was delightful; and it was 
dificult to mark that difference. 
So he only smiled at her in silence, 
and she smiled back at him—a 
smile that seemed to him quite for 
himself. 

“Where do you live?” Olive 
asked; and Mrs. Tarrant replied 
that they lived at Cambridge, and 
that the horse-cars passed just near 
their door. Whereupon Olive in- 
sisted “Will you come very soon?” 
and Verena said, Oh yes, she 
would come very soon, and re- 
peated the number in Charles 
Street, to show that she had taken 
heed of it. This was done with 
childlike good faith. Ransom saw 
that she would come and see any 
one who would ask her like that, 
and he regretted for a minute that 
he was not a Boston lady, so that 
he might extend to her such an 
invitation. Olive Chancellor held 
her hand a moment longer, looked 
at her in farewell, and then, say- 
ing, “Come, Mr. Ransom,” drew 
him out of the room. In the hall 
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they met Mr. Pardon, coming up 
from the lower regions with a jug 
of water and a tumbler. Miss 
Chancellor’s hackney-coach ~ was 
there, and when Basil had put her 
into it she said to him that she 
wouldn’t trouble him to drive with 
her—his hotel was not near 
Charles Street. He had so little de- 
sire to sit by her side — he wanted 
to smoke — that it was only after 
the vehicle had rolled off that he 
reflected upon her coolness, and 
asked himself why the deuce she 
had brought him away. She was 
a very odd cousin, was this Boston 
cousin of his. He stood there a 
moment, looking at the light in 
Miss Birdseye’s windows and 
greatly minded to re-enter the 
house, now he might speak to the 
girl. But he contented himself with 
the memory of her smile, and 
turned away with a sense of relief, 
after all, at having got out of 
such wild company, as well as 
with (in a different order) a vul- 
gar consciousness of being very 


thirsty. 
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VERENA TARRANT came’ in the 
very next day from Cambridge to 
Charles Street; that quarter of 
Boston is in direct communication 
with the academic suburb. It 
hardly seemed direct to poor Ve- 
rena, perhaps, who, in the crowd- 
ed street-car which deposited her 
finally at Miss Chancellor’s door, 


had to stand up all the way, half 
suspended by a leathern strap from 
the glazed roof of the stifling vehi- 
cle, like some blooming cluster 
dangling in a hothouse. She was 
used, however, to these perpen- 
dicular journeys, and though, as 
we have seen, she was not in- 
clined to accept without question 
the social arrangements of her 
time, it never would have occurred 
to her to criticise the railways of 
her native land. The promptness 
of her visit to Olive Chancellor 
had been an idea of her mother’s, 
and Verena listened open-eyed 
while this lady, in the seclusion of 
the little house in Cambridge, 
while Selah Tarrant was “off,” as 
they said, with his patients, 
sketched out a line of conduct for 
her. The girl was both submissive 
and unworldly, and she listened to 
her mother’s enumeration of the 
possible advantages of an intimacy 
with Miss Chancellor as she would 
have listened to any other fairy- 
tale. It was still a part of the 
fairy-tale when this zealous par- 
ent put on with her own hands 
Verena’s smart hat and feather, 
buttoned her little jacket (the but- 
tons were immense and gilt), and 
presented her with twenty cents 
to pay her car-fare. 

There was never any knowing 
in advance how Mrs. ‘Tarrant 
would take a thing, and even Ve- 


‘rena, who, filially, was much less 


argumentative than in her civic 
and, as it were, public capacity, 
had a perception that her mother 
was queer. She was queer, indeed 
—a flaccid, relaxed, unhealthy, 
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whimsical woman, who still had 
a capacity to cling. What she 
clung to was “society,” and a po- 
sition in the world which a secret 
whisper told her she had never 
had and a voice more audible re- 
minded her she was in danger of 
losing. To keep it, to recover it, to 
reconsecrate it, was the ambition 
of her heart; this was one of the 
many reasons why Providence had 
judged her worthy of having so 
wonderful a child. Verena was 
born not only to lead their com- 
mon sex out of bondage, but to 
remodel a_ visiting-list which 
bulged and contracted in the 
wrong places, like a country-made 
garment. As the daughter of Abra- 
ham Greenstreet, Mrs. Tarrant had 
passed her youth in the first Abo- 
litionist circles, and she was aware 
how much such a prospect was 
clouded by her union with a young 
man who had begun life as an 
itinerant vendor of lead-pencils 
(he had called at Mr. Greenstreet’s 
door in the exercise of this func- 
tion), had afterwards been for a 
while a member of the celebrated 
Cayuga community, where there 
were no wives, or no husbands, or 
something of that sort (Mrs. Tar- 
rant could never remember), and 
had still later (though before the 
development of the healing fac- 
ulty) achieved distinction in the 
spiritualistic world. (He was an 
extraordinarily favoured medium, 
only he had had to stop for reasons 
of which Mrs. Tarrant possessed 
her version.) Even in a society 
much occupied with the efface- 
ment of prejudice there had been 


certain dim presumptions against 
this versatile being, who naturally 
had not wanted arts to ingratiate 
himself with Miss Greenstreet, her 
eyes, like his own, being fixed ex- 
clusively on the future. The young 
couple (he was considerably her 
elder) had gazed on the future to- 
gether until they found that the 
past had completely forsaken them 
and that the present offered but a 


‘slender foothold. Mrs. Tarrant, in 


other words, incurred the displeas- 
ure of her family, who gave her 
husband to understand that, much 
as they desired to remove the 
shackles from the slave, there were 
kinds of behaviour which struck 
them as too unfettered. These had 
prevailed, to their thinking, at 
Cayuga, and they naturally felt it 
was no use for him to say that his 
residence there had been (for him 
—the community still existed) but 
a momentary episode, inasmuch as 
there was little more to be urged 
for the spiritual picnics and vege- 
tarian camp-meetings in which the 
discountenanced pair now sought 
consolation. 7 

Such were the narrow views of 
people hitherto supposed capable 
of opening their hearts to all sal- 
utary novelties, but now put to a 
genuine test, as Mrs. Tarrant felt. 
Her husband’s tastes rubbed off on 
her ‘soft, moist moral surface, and 
the couple lived in an atmosphere 
of novelty, in which, occasionally, 
the accommodating wife encoun- 
tered the fresh sensation of being 
in want of her dinner. Her father 
died, leaving, after all, very little 
money; he had spent his modest 
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fortune upon the blacks. Selah 
Tarrant and his companion had 
strange adventures; she found her- 
self completely enrolled in “the 
great irregular army of nostrum- 
mongers, domiciled in humanitary 
Bohemia. It absorbed her like a 
social swamp; she sank into it a 
little more every day, without 
measuring the inches of her de- 
scent. Now she stood there up to 
her chin; it may probably be said 
of her that she had touched bot- 
tom. When she went to Miss Birds- 
eye’s it seemed to her that she re- 
entered society. The door that ad- 
mitted her was not the door that 


admitted some of the others (she- 


should never forget the tipped-up 
nose of Mrs. Farrinder), and the 
superior portal remained ajar, dis- 
closing possible vistas. She had 
lived with long-haired men and 
short-haired women, she had con- 
tributed a flexible faith and an ir- 
remediable want of funds to a 
dozen social experiments, she had 
partaken of the comfort of a hun- 
dred religions, had followed innu- 
merable dietary reforms, chiefly of 
the negative order, and had gone 
of an evening to a séance or a lec- 
ture as regularly as she had eaten 
her supper. Her husband always 
had tickets for lectures; in mo- 
ments of irritation at the want of 
a certain sequence in their career, 
she had remarked to him that it 
was the only thing he did have. 
The memory of all the winter 
nights they had tramped through 
the slush (the tickets, alas! were 
not car-tickets) to hear Mrs. Ada 
T. P. Foat discourse on the “Sum- 


mer-land,” came back to her with 


_ bitterness. Selah was quite enthu- 


siastic at one time about Mrs. 
Foat, and it was his wife’s belief 
that he had been “associated” with 
her (that was Selah’s expression in 
referring to such episodes) at Cay- 
uga. The poor woman, matrimoni- 
ally, had a great deal to put up 
with; it took, at moments, all her 
belief in his genius to sustain her. 
She knew that he was very mag- 
netic (that, in fact, was his gen- 
ius), and she felt that it was his 
magnetism that held her to him. 
He had carried her through things 
where she really didn’t know what 
to think; there were moments 
when she suspected that she had 
lost the strong moral sense for 
which the Greenstreets were al- 
ways so celebrated. 

Of course a woman who had 
had the bad taste to marry Selah 
Tarrant would not have been likely 
under any circumstances to pos- 
sess a very straight judgment; but 
there is no doubt that this poor 
lady had grown dreadfully limp. 
She had blinked and compromised 
and shuffled; she asked herself 
whether, after all, it was any more 
than natural that she should have 
wanted to help her husband, in 
those exciting days of his medium- 
ship, when the table, sometimes, 
would rise from the ground, the 
sofa wouldn’t float through the air, 
and the soft hand of a lost loved 
one was not so alert as it might 


‘have been to visit the circle. Mrs. 


Tarrant’s hand was soft enough for 
the most supernatural effect, and 
she consoled her conscience on 
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such occasions by reflecting that 
she ministered to a belief in im- 
mortality. She was glad, somehow, 
for Verena’s sake, that they had 
emerged from the phase of spirit- 
intercourse; her ambition for her 
daughter took another form than 
desiring that she, too, should min- 
ister to a belief in immortality. 
Yet among Mrs. Tarrant’s multi- 
farious memories these reminis- 
cences of the darkened room, the 
waiting circle, the little taps on 
table and wall, the little touches 
on cheek and foot, the music in 
the air, the rain of flowers, the 
sense of something mysteriously 
flitting, were most tenderly cher- 
ished. She hated her husband for 
having magnetised her so that she 
consented to certain things, and 
even did them, the thought of 
which to-day would suddenly make 
her face burn; hated him for the 
manner in which, somehow, as 
she felt, he had lowered her social 
tone; yet at the same time she ad- 
mired him for an impudence so 
consummate that it had ended (in 
the face of mortifications, expo- 
sures, failures, all the misery of a 
hand-to-mouth existence) by im- 
posing itself on her as a kind of 
infallibility. She knew he was an 
awful humbug, and yet her knowl- 
edge had this imperfection, that 
he had never confessed it —a fact 
that was really grand when one 
thought of his opportunities for 
doing so. He had never allowed 
that he wasn’t straight; the pair 
had so often been in the position 
of the two augurs behind the al- 


tar, and yet he had never given 
her a glance that the whole circle 
mightn’t have observed. Even in 
the privacy of domestic intercourse 
he had phrases, excuses, explana- 
tions, ways of putting things, 
which, as she felt, were too sub- 
lime for just herself; they were 
pitched, as Selah’s nature was 
pitched, altogether in the key of 
public life. 

So it had come to pass, in her 
distended and demoralised con- 
science, that with all the things 
she despised in her life and all the 
things she rather liked, between 
being worn out with her husband’s 
inability to earn a living and a 
kind of terror of his consistency 
(he had a theory that they lived 
delightfully), it happened, I say, 
that the only very definite criti- 
cism she made of him to-day was 
that he didn’t know how to speak. 
That was where the shoe pinched 
— that was where Selah was slim. 
He couldn’t hold the attention of 
an audience, he was not accepta- 
ble as a lecturer. He had plenty 
of thoughts, but it seemed as if he 
couldn’t fit them into each other. 
Public speaking had been a Green- 
street tradition, and if Mrs. Tar- 
rant had been asked whether in 
her younger years she had ever 
supposed she should marry a mes- 
meric healer, she would have re- 
plied: “Well, I never thought I 
should marry a gentleman who 
would be silent on the platform!” 
This was her most general humili- 
ation; it included and exceeded 
every other, and it was a poor 
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consolation that Selah possessed 
as a substitute—his career as a 
healer, to speak of none other, was 
there to prove it—the eloquence 
of the hand. The Greenstreets had 
never set much store on manual 
activity; they believed in the influ- 
ence of the lips. It may be imag- 
ined, therefore, with what exulta- 
tion, as time went on, Mrs. Tar- 
rant found herself the mother of 
an inspired maiden, a young lady 
from whose lips eloquence flowed 
in streams. The Greenstreet tradi- 
tion would not perish, and the dry 
places of her life would, perhaps, 
be plentifully watered. It must be 
added that, of late, this sandy sur- 
face had been irrigated, in modera- 
tion, from another source. Since 
Selah had addicted himself to the 
mesmeric mystery, their home had 
been a little more what the home 
of a Greenstreet should be. He 
had “considerable many” patients, 
he got about two dollars a sitting, 
and he had effected some most 
gratifying cures. A lady in Cam- 
bridge had been so much indebted 
to him that she had recently per- 
suaded them to take a house near 
her, in order that Doctor Tarrant 
might drop in at any time. He 
availed himself of this convenience 
—they had taken so many houses 
that another, more or less, didn’t 
matter —and Mrs. Tarrant began 
to feel as if they really had 
“struck” something. 

Fyven to Verena, as we know, 
she was confused and confusing; 
the girl had not yet had an op- 
portunity to ascertain the princi- 


ples on which her mother’s limp- 
ness was liable suddenly to be- 
come rigid. This phenomenon oc- 
curred when the vapours of social 
ambition mounted to her brain, 
when she extended an arm from 
which a crumpled dressing-gown 
fluttered back to seize the passing 
occasion. Then she surprised her 
daughter by a volubility of ex- 
hortation as to the duty of making» 
acquaintances, and by the appar- 
ent wealth of her knowledge of 
the mysteries of good society. She 
had, in particular, a way of ex- 
plaining confidentially— and in 
her desire to be graphic she often 
made up the oddest faces — the in- 
terpretation that you must some- 
times give to the manners of the 
best people, and the delicate dig- 
nity with which you should meet 
them, which made Verena won- 
der what secret sources of infor- 
mation she possessed. Verena took 
life, as yet, very simply; she was 
not conscious of so many differ- 
ences of social complexion. She 
knew that some people were rich 
and others poor, and that her 
father’s house had never been 
visited by such abundance as 
might make one ask one’s self 
whether it were right, in a world 
so full of the disinherited, to roll 
in luxury. But except when her 
mother made her slightly dizzy by 
a resentment of some slight that 
she herself had never perceived, 
or a flutter over some opportunity 
that appeared already to have 
passed (while Mrs. Tarrant was 
looking for something to “put on”), 
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Verena had no vivid sense that 
she was not as good as any one 
else, for no authority appealing re- 
ally to her imagination had fixed 
the place of mesmeric healers in 
the scale of fashion. It was impos- 
sible to know in advance how Mrs. 
Tarrant would take things. Some- 
times she was abjectly indifferent; 
at others she thought that every 
one who looked at her wished to 
insult her. At moments she was 
full of suspicion of the ladies (they 
were mainly ladies) whom Selah 
mesmerised; then again she ap- 
peared to have given up every- 
thing but her slippers and the 
evening-paper (from this publica- 
tion she derived inscrutable sol- 
ace), so that if Mrs. Foat in per- 
son had returned from the sum- 
mer-land (to which she had some 
time since taken her flight), she 
would not have disturbed Mrs. 
Tarrant’s almost cynical equanim- 
ity. 

It was, however, in her so- 
cial subtleties that she was most 
beyond her daughter; it was 
when she discovered extraordinary 
though latent longings on the part 
of people they met to make their 
acquaintance, that the girl became 
conscious of how much she herself 
had still to learn. All her desire 
was to learn, and it must be added 
that she regarded her mother, in 
perfect good faith, as a wonderful 
teacher. She was perplexed some- 
times by her worldliness; that, 
somehow, was not a part of the 
higher life which every one in 
such a house as theirs must wish 

above all things to lead; and it 


was not involved in the reign of 
justice, which they were all try- 
ing to bring about, that such a 
strict account should be kept of 
every little snub. Her father 
seemed to Verena to move more 


consecutively on the high plane; 


though his indifference to old- 
fashioned standards, his perpetual 
invocation of the brighter day, had 
not yet led her to ask herself 
whether, after all, men are more 
disinterested than women. Was it 
interest that prompted her mother 
to respond so warmly to Miss 
Chancellor, to say to Verena, with 
an air of knowingness, that the 
thing to do was to go in and see 
her immediately? No italics can 
represent the earnestness of Mrs. 
Tarrant’s emphasis. Why hadn’t 
she said, as she had done in for- 
mer cases, that if people wanted 
to see them they could come out 
to their home; that she was not so 
low down in the world as not to 
know there was such a ceremony 
as leaving cards? When Mrs. Tar- 
rant began on the question of cer- 
emonies she was apt to go far; but 
she had waived it in this case; it 
suited her more to hold that Miss 
Chancellor had been very gracious, 
that she was a most desirable 
friend, that she had been more af- 
fected than any one by Verena’s 
beautiful outpouring; that she 
would open to her the best saloons 
in Boston; that when she said 
“Come soon” she meant the very 
next day, that this was the way to 
take it, anyhow (one must know 
when to go forward gracefully); 
and that in short she, Mrs. Tar- 
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rant, knew what she was talking 
about. 

Verena accepted all this, for she 
was -young enough to enjoy any 
journey in a horse-car, and she 
was ever-curious about the world; 
she only wondered a little how 
her mother knew so much about 
Miss Chancellor just from looking 
at her once. What Verena had 
mainly observed in the young lady 
who came up to her that way the 
night before was that she was 
rather dolefully dressed, that she 
looked as if she had been crying 
(Verena recognised that look 
quickly, she had seen it so much), 
and that she was in a hurry to get 
away. However, if she was as re- 
markable as her mother said, one 
would very soon see it; and mean- 
while there was nothing in the 
girl’s feeling about herself, in her 
sense of her importance, to make 
it a painful effort for her to run 
the risk of a mistake. She had no 
particular feeling about herself; 
she only cared, as yet, for outside 
things. Even the development of 
her “gift” had not made her 
think herself too precious for mere 
experiments; she had neither a 
particle of diffidence nor a particle 
of vanity. Though it would have 
seemed to you eminently natural 
that a daughter of Selah Tarrant 
and his wife should be an inspira- 


tional speaker, yet, as you knew © 


Verena better, you would have 
wondered immensely how she 
came to issue from such a pair. 
Her ideas of enjoyment were very 
simple; she enjoyed putting on her 


new hat, with its redundancy of. 


feather, and twenty cents appeared 
to her a very large sum. 
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“I was certain you would come — I 
have felt it all day —something 
told me!” It was with these words 
that Olive Chancellor greeted her 
young visitor, coming to her 
quickly from the window, where 
she might have been waiting for 
her arrival. Some weeks later she 
explained to Verena how definite 
this prevision had been, how it 
had filled her all day with a nerv- 
ous agitation so violent as to be 
painful. She told her that such 
forebodings were a peculiarity of 
her organisation, that she didn't 
know what to make of them, that 
she had to accept them; and she 
mentioned, as another example, the 
sudden dread that had come to 
her the evening before in the car- 
riage, after proposing to Mr. Ran- 
som to go with her to Miss Birds- 
eye’s. This had been as strange as 
it had been instinctive, and the 
strangeness, of course, was what 
must have struck Mr. Ransom; for 
the idea that he might come had 
been hers, and yet she suddenly 
veered round. She couldn’t help it; 
her heart had begun to throb with 
the conviction that if he crossed 
that threshold some harm would 
come of it for her. She hadn’t pre- 
vented him, and now she didn't 
care, for now, as she intimated, 
she had the interest of Verena, 
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and that made her indifferent to 
every danger, to every ordinary 
pleasure. By this time Verena had 
learned how peculiarly her friend 
was constituted, how nervous and 
serious she was, how personal, 
how exclusive, what a force of will 
she had, what a concentration of 
purpose. Olive had taken her up, 
in the literal sense of the phrase, 
like a bird of the air, had spread 
an extraordinary pair of wings, and 
carried her through the dizzying 
void of space. Verena liked it, for 
the most part; liked to shoot up- 
ward without an effort of her own 
and look down upon all creation, 
upon all history, from such a 
height. From this first interview 
she felt that she was seized, and 
she gave herself up, only shutting 
her eyes a little, as we do when- 
ever a person in whom we have 
perfect confidence proposes, with 
our assent, to subject us to some 
sensation. 

“I want to know you,” Olive 
said, on this occasion; “I felt that 
I must last night, as soon as I 
heard you speak. You seem to me 
very wonderful. I don’t know what 
to make of you. I think we ought 
to be friends; so I just asked you 
to come to me straight off, without 
preliminaries, and I believed you 
would come. It is so right that you 
have come, and it proves how 
right I was.” These remarks fell 
from Miss Chancellor’s lips one by 
one, as she caught her breath, with 
the tremor that was always in her 
voice, even when she was the least 
excited, while she made Verena sit 
down near her on the sofa, and 


looked at her all over in a manner 
that caused the girl to rejoice at 
having put on the jacket with the 
gilt buttons. It was this glance that 
was the beginning; it was with this 
quick survey, omitting nothing, 
that Olive took possession of her. 
“You are very remarkable; I won- 
der if you know how remarkable!” 
she went on, murmuring the words 
as if she were losing herself, 
becoming inadvertent in admira- 
tion. 

Verena sat there smiling, with- 
out a blush, but with a pure, 
bright look which, for her, would 
always make protests unnecessary. 
“Oh, it isn’t me, you know; it’s 
something outside!” She tossed 
this off lightly, as if she were in 
the habit of saying it, and Olive 
wondered whether it were a sin- 
cere disclaimer or only a phrase of 
the lips. The question was not a 
criticism, for she might have been 
satisfied that the girl was a mass 
of fluent catch-words and yet 
scarcely have liked her the less. It 
was just as she was that she liked 
her; she was so strange, so differ- 
ent from the girls one usually met, 
seemed to belong to some queer 
gipsy-land or transcendental Bo- 
hemia. With her bright, vulgar 
clothes, her salient appearance, 
she might have been a_rope- 
dancer or a fortune-teller; and this 
had the immense merit, for Olive, 
that it appeared to make her be- 
long to the “people,” threw her 
into the social dusk of that mys- 
terious democracy which Miss 
Chancellor held that the fortunate 
classes know so little about, and 
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with which (in a future possibly 
very near) they will have to count. 
Moreover, the girl had moved her 
as she had never been moved, and 
the power to do that, from what- 
ever source it came, was a force 
that one must admire. Her emo- 
tion was still acute, however much 
she might speak to her visitor as 
if everything that had happened 
seemed to her natural; and what 
kept it, above all, from subsiding 
was her sense that she found here 
what she had been looking for so 
long—a friend of her own sex 
with whom she might have a 
union of soul. It took a double 
consent to make a friendship, but 
it was not possible that this in- 
tensely sympathetic girl would re- 
fuse. Olive had the penetration to 
discover in a moment that she was 
a creature of unlimited generos- 
ity. I know not what may have 
been the reality of Miss Chancel- 
lor’s other premonitions, but there 
is no doubt that in this respect she 
took Verena’s measure on the spot. 
This was what she wanted; after 
that the rest didn’t matter; Miss 
Tarrant might wear gilt buttons 
from head to foot, her soul could 
not be vulgar. 

“Mother told me I had better 
come right in,” said Verena, look- 
ing now about the room, very glad 
to find herself in so pleasant a 
place, and noticing a great many 
things that she should like to see 
in detail. 

“Your mother saw that I meant 
what I said; it isn’t everybody that 
does me the honour to perceive 
that. She saw that I was shaken 


from head to foot. I could only 
say three words —I couldn’t have 
spoken more! What a power— 
what a power, Miss Tarrant!” 

“Yes, I suppose it is a power. If 
it wasn’t a power, it couldn't do 
much with me!” 

“You are so simple—so much 
like a child,” Olive Chancellor 
said. That was the truth, and she 
wanted to say it because, quickly, 
without forms or circumlocutions, 
it made them familiar. She wished 
to arrive at this; her impatience 
was such that before the girl had 
been five minutes in the room she 
jumped to her point — inquired of 
her, interrupting herself, interrupt- 
ing everything: “Will you be my 
friend, my friend of friends, be- 
yond every one, everything, for- 
ever and forever?” Her face was 
full of eagerness and tenderness. 

Verena gave a laugh of clear 
amusement, without a shade of 
embarrassment or confusion. “Per- 
haps you like me too much.” 

“Of course I like you too much! 
When I like, I like too much. But 
of course it’s another thing, your 
liking me,” Olive Chancellor add- 
ed. “We must wait—we must 
wait. When I care for anything, I 
can be patient.” She put out her 
hand to Verena, and the move- 
ment was at once so appealing 
and so confident that the girl in- 
stinctively placed her own in it. 
So, hand in hand, for some mo- 
ments, these two young women 
sat looking at each other. “There 
is so much I want to ask you,” 
said Olive. 

“Well, I can’t say much except 
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when father has worked on me,” 
Verena answered, with an ingenu- 
ousness beside which humility 
would have seemed pretentious. 

“J don’t care anything about 
your father,” Olive Chancellor re- 
joined very gravely, with a great 
*air of security. 

“He is very good,” Verena said 
simply. “And he’s wonderfully 
magnetic.” 

“It isn’t your father, and it isn’t 
your mother; I don’t think of them, 
and it’s not them I want. It’s only 
you — just as you are.” 

Verena dropped her eyes over 
the front of her dress. “Just as she 
was” seemed to her indeed very 
well. 

“Do you want me to give 
up—— P” she demanded, smiling. 

Olive Chancellor drew in her 
breath for an instant, like a crea- 
ture-in pain; then, with her quav- 
ering voice, touched with a vibra- 
tion of anguish, she said: “Oh, 
how can I ask you to give up? I 
will give up—I will give up ev- 
erything!” 

Filled with the impression of 
her hostess’s agreeable interior, 
and of what her mother had told 
her about Miss  Chancellor’s 
wealth, her position in Boston so- 
ciety, Verena, in her fresh, di- 
verted scrutiny of the surrounding 
objects, wondered what could be 
the need of this scheme of re- 
nunciation. Oh no, indeed, she 
hoped she wouldn’t give up—at 
least not before she, Verena, had 
had a chance to see. She felt, how- 
ever, that for the present there 
would be no answer for her save 


in the mere pressure of Miss Chan- 
cellor’s eager nature, that intensity 
of emotion which made her sud- 
denly exclaim, as if in a nervous 
ecstasy of anticipation, “But we 
must wait! Why do we talk of 
this? We must wait! All will be 
right,” she added more calmly, 
with great sweetness. 

Verena wondered afterward 
why she had not been more afraid 
of her — why, indeed, she had not 
turned and saved herself by dart- 
ing out of the room. But it was 
not in this young woman’s nature 
to be either timid or cautious; she 
had as yet to make acquaintance 
with the sentiment of fear. She 
knew too little of the world to 
have learned to mistrust sudden 
enthusiasms, and if she had had a 
suspicion it would have been (in 
accordance with common worldly 
knowledge) the wrong one — the 
suspicion that such a whimsical 
liking would burn itself out. She 
could not have that one, for there 
was a light in Miss Chancellor’s 
magnified face which seemed to 
say that a sentiment, with her, 
might consume its object, might 
consume Miss Chancellor, but 
would never consume itself. Ve- 
rena, as yet, had no sense of being 
scorched; she was only agreeably 
warmed. She also had dreamed of 
a friendship, though it was not 
what she had dreamed of most, 
and it came over her that this was 
the one which fortune might have 
been keeping. She never held 
back. 

“Do you live here all alone?” 
she asked of Olive. 
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“I shouldn’t if you would come 
and live with me!” 

Even this really passionate. re- 
joinder failed to make Verena 
shrink; she thought it so possible 
that in the wealthy class people 
made each other such easy pro- 
posals. It was a part of the ro- 
mance, the luxury, of wealth; it 
belonged to the world of invita- 


tions, in which she had had so lit- 


tle share. But it seemed almost a 
mockery when she thought of the 
little house in Cambridge, where 
the boards were loose in the steps 
of the porch. 

“T must stay with my father and 
mother,” she said. “And then I 
have my work, you know. That’s 
the way I must live now.” 

“Your work?” Olive repeated, 
not quite understanding. 

“My gift,” said Verena, smiling. 

“Oh yes, you must use it. That’s 
what I mean; you must move the 
world with it; it’s divine.” 

It was so much what she meant 
that she had lain awake all night 
thinking of it, and the substance 
of her thought was that if she 
could only rescue the girl from 
the danger of vulgar exploitation, 
could only constitute herself her 
protectress and devotee, the two, 
between them, might achieve the 
great result. Verena’s genius was 
a mystery, and it might remain a 
mystery; it was impossible to see 
how this charming, blooming, sim- 
ple creature, all youth and grace 
and innocence, got her extraordi- 
nary powers of reflection. When 
her gift was not in exercise she 
appeared anything but reflective, 


and as she sat there now, for in- 
stance, you would never have 
dreamed that she had had a vivid 
revelation. Olive had to content 
herself, provisionally, with saying 
that her precious faculty had come 
to her just as her beauty and dis- 
tinction (to Olive she was full of 
that quality) had come; it had 
dropped straight from heaven, 
without filtering through her par- 
ents, whom Miss Chancellor de- 
cidedly did not fancy. Even among 
reformers she discriminated; she 
thought all wise people wanted 
great changes, but the votaries of 
change were not necessarily wise. 
She remained silent a little, after 
her last remark, and then she re- 
peated again, as if it were the so- 
lution of everything, as if it rep- 
resented with absolute certainty 
some immense happiness in the 
future —“We must wait, we must 
wait!” Verena was perfectly will- 
ing to wait, though she did not 
exactly know what they were to 
wait for, and the aspiring frank- 
ness of her assent shone out of her 


_face, and seemed to pacify their 


mutual gaze. Olive asked her in- 
numerable questions; she wanted 
to enter into her life. It was one 
of those talks which people re- 
member afterwards, in which ev- 
ery word has been given and tak- 
en, and in which they see the signs 
of a beginning that was to be jus- 
tified. The more Olive learnt of 
her visitor’s life the more she 
wanted to enter into it, the more 
it took her out of herself. Such 
strange lives are led in America, 
she always knew that; but this: was 
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queerer than anything she had 
dreamed of, and the queerest part 
was that the girl herself didn’t ap- 
pear to think it queer. She had 
been nursed in darkened rooms, 
and suckled in the midst of mani- 
festations; she had begun to “at- 
tend lectures,” as she said, when 
she was quite an infant, because 
her mother had no one to leave 
her with at home. She had sat on 
the knees of somnambulists, and 
had been passed from hand to 
hand by trance-speakers; she was 
familiar with every kind of “cure,” 
and had grown up among lady- 
editors of newspapers advocating 
new religions, and people who dis- 
approved of the marriage-tie. Ve- 
rena talked of the marriage-tie as 
she would have talked of the last 
novel—as if she had heard it as 
frequently discussed; and at cer- 
tain times, listening to the answers 
she made to her questions, Olive 
Chancellor closed her eyes in the 
manner of a person waiting till gid- 
diness passed. Her young friend’s 
revelations actually gave her a ver- 
tigo; they made her perceive ev- 
erything from which she should 
have rescued her. Verena was per- 
fectly uncontaminated, and she 
would never be touched by evil; 
but though Olive had no views 
about the marriage-tie except that 
she should hate it for herself — that 
particular reform she did not pro- 
pose to consider—she didn’t like 
the “atmosphere” of circles in 
which such institutions were called 
into question. She had no wish 
now to enter into an examination 
of that particular one; neverthe- 


less, to make sure, she would just 
ask Verena whether she disap- 
proved of it. 

“Well, I must say,” said Miss 
Tarrant, “I prefer free unions.” 

Olive held her breath an instant; 
such an idea was so disagreeable 
to her. Then, for all answer, she 
murmured, irresolutely, “I wish 
you would let me help you!” Yet 
it seemed, at the same time, that 
Verena needed little help, for it 
was more and more clear that her 
eloquence, when she stood up that 
way before a roomful of people, 
was literally inspiration. She an- 
swered all her friend’s questions 
with a good-nature which evi- 
dently took no pains to make 
things plausible, an effort to 
oblige, not to please; but, after all, 
she could give very little account 
of herself. This was very visible 
when Olive asked her where she 
had got her “intense realisation” of 
the suffering of women; for her 
address at Miss Birdseye’s showed 
that she, too (like Olive herself), 
had had that vision in the watches 
of the night. Verena thought a mo- 
ment, as if to understand what her 
companion referred to, and then 
she inquired, always smiling, 
where Joan of Arc had got her 
idea of the suffering of France. 
This was so prettily said that Ol- 
ive could scarcely keep from kiss- 
ing her; she looked at the moment 
as if, like Joan, she might have 
had visits from the saints. Olive, 
of course, remembered afterwards 
that it had not literally answered 
the question; and she also reflected 
on something that made an an- 
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swer seem more difficult — the fact 
that the girl had grown up among 
lady-doctors, lady-mediums, lady- 
editors, lady-preachers, lady-heal- 
ers, women who, having rescued 
themselves from a passive exist- 
ence, could illustrate only partially 
the misery of the sex at large. It 
was true that they might have il- 
lustrated it by their talk, by all 
they had “been through” and all 
they could tell a younger sister; 
but Olive was sure that Verena’s 
prophetic impulse had not been 
stirred by the chatter of women 
(Miss Chancellor knew that sound 
as well as any one); it had pro- 
ceeded rather out of their silence. 
She said to her visitor that wheth- 
er or no the angels came down to 
her in glittering armour, she struck 
her as the only person she had yet 
encountered who had exactly the 
same tenderness, the same pity, 
for women that she herself had. 
Miss Birdseye had something of it, 
but Miss Birdseye wanted passion, 
wanted keenness, was capable of 
the weakest concessions. Mrs. Far- 
rinder was not weak, of course, 
and she brought a great intellect 
to the matter; but she was not per- 
sonal enough—she. was too ab- 
stract. Verena was not abstract; 
she seemed to have lived in im- 
agination through all the ages. Ve- 
rena said she did think she had a 
certain amount of imagination; she 
supposed she couldn’t be so ef- 
fective on the platform if she 


hadn’t a rich fancy. Then Olive - 


said to her, taking her hand again, 
that she wanted her to assure her 
of this — that it was the only thing 


in all the world she cared for, the 
redemption of women, the thing 
she hoped under Providence to 
give her life to. Verena flushed a 
little at this appeal, and the deep- 
er glow of her eyes was the first 
sign of exaltation she had offered. 
“Oh yes —I want to give my life!” 
she exclaimed, with a vibrating 
voice; and then she added gravely, 
“I want to do something great!” 

“You will, you will, we both 
will!” Olive Chancellor cried, in 
rapture. But after a little she went 
on: “I wonder if you know what 
it means, young and lovely as you 
are — giving your life!” 

Verena looked down for a mo- 
ment in meditation. 

“Well,” she replied, “I guess I 
have thought more than I appear.” 

“Do you understand German? 
Do you know ‘Faust’?” said Olive. 
“<Entsagen sollst du, sollst entsa- 
gen!” 

“J don’t know German; I should 
like so to study it; I want to know 
everything.” 

“We will work at it together — 
we will study everything,” Olive 
almost panted; and while she spoke 
the peaceful picture hung before 
her of still winter evenings under 
the lamp, with falling snow out- 
side, and tea on a little table, and 
successful renderings, with a cho- 
sen companion, of Goethe, almost 
the only foreign author she cared 
about; for she hated the writing of 
the French, in spite of the impor- 
tance they have given to women. 
Such a vision as this was the high- 
est indulgence she could offer her- 
self; she had it only at consider- 
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able intervals. It seemed as if Ve- 
rena caught a glimpse of it too, for 
her face kindled still more, and 
she said she should like that ever 
so much. At the same time she 
asked the meaning of the German 
words. 

“Thou shalt renounce, refrain, 
abstain!’ That’s the way Bayard 
Taylor has translated them,” Olive 
answered. 

“Oh, well, I guess I can ab- 
stain!” Verena exclaimed, with a 
laugh. And she got up rather 
quickly, as if by taking leave she 
might give a proof of what she 
meant. Olive put out her hands to 
hold her, and at this moment one 
of the portiéres of the room was 
pushed aside, while a gentleman 
was ushered in by Miss Chancel- 
lor’s little parlour-maid. 
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VERENA recognised him; she had 
seen him the night before at Miss 
Birdseye’s, and she said to her 
hostess, “Now I must go—you 
have got another caller!” It was Ve- 
rena’s belief that in the fashion- 
able world (like Mrs. Farrinder, 
she thought Miss Chancellor be- 
longed to it—thought that, in 
standing there, she herself was in 
it) —in the highest social walks it 
was the custom of a prior guest to 
depart when another friend ar- 
rived. She had been told at peo- 
ple’s doors that she could not be 
received because the lady of the 


house had a visitor, and she had 
retired on these occasions with a 
feeling of awe much more than a 
sense of injury. They had not been 
the portals of fashion, but in this 
respect, she deemed, they had em- 
ulated such bulwarks. Olive Chan- 
cellor offered Basil Ransom a 
greeting which she believed to be 
consummately lady-like, and which 
the young man, narrating the 
scene several months later to Mrs. 
Luna, whose susceptibilities he 
did not feel himself obliged to 
consider (she considered his so 
little), described by saying that 
she glared at him. Olive had 
thought it very possible he would 
come that day if he was to leave 
Boston; though she was perfectly 
mindful that she had given him no 
encouragement at the moment they 
separated. If he should not come 
she should be annoyed, and if he 
should come she should be furious; 
she was also sufficiently mindful 
of that. But she had a foreboding 
that, of the two grievances, for- 
tune would confer upon her only 
the less; the only one she had as 
yet was that he had responded to 
her letter—a complaint rather 
wanting in richness. If he came, at 
any rate, he would be likely to 
come shortly before dinner, at the 
same hour as yesterday. He had 
now anticipated this period consid- 
erably, and it seemed to Miss 
Chancellor that he had taken a 
base advantage of her, stolen a 


-march upon her privacy. She was 


startled, disconcerted, but as I 
have said, she was rigorously lady- 
like. She was determined not 
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again to be fantastic, as she had 
been about his coming to Miss 
Birdseye’s. The strange dread -as- 
sociating itself with that was some- 
thing which, she devoutly trusted, 
she had felt once for all. She 
didn’t know what he could do to 
her; he hadn’t prevented, on the 
spot though he was, one of the 
happiest things that had befallen 
her for so long—this quick, con- 
fident visit of Verena Tarrant. It 
was only just at the last that he 
had come in, and Verena must go 
now; Olive’s detaining hand imme- 
diately relaxed itself. 

It is to be feared there was no 
disguise of Ransom’s satisfaction at 
finding himself once more face to 
face with the charming creature 
with whom he had exchanged that 
final speechless smile the evening 
before. He was more glad to see 
her than if she had been an old 
friend, for it seemed to him that 
she had suddenly become a new 
one. “The delightful girl,” he said 
to himself; “she smiles at me as if 
she liked me!” He could not know 
that this was fatuous, that she 
smiled so at every one; the first 
time she saw people she treated 
them as if she recognised them. 
Moreover, she did not seat herself 
again in his honour; she let it be 
seen that she was still going. The 
three stood there together in the 
middle of the long, characteristic 
room, and, for the first time in her 
life, Olive Chancellor chose not to 
introduce two persons who met 
under her roof. She hated Europe, 
but she could be European if it 
were necessary. Neither of her 


companions had an idea that in 
leaving them simply planted face 
to face (the terror of the Ameri- 
can heart) she had so high a war- 
rant; and presently Basil Ransom 
felt that he didn’t care whether 
he were introduced or not, for 
the greatness of an evil didn’t mat- 
ter if the remedy were equally 
great. 

“Miss Tarrant won’t be sur- 
prised if I recognise her — if I take 
the liberty to speak to her. She is 
a public character; she must pay 
the penalty of her distinction.” 
These words he boldly addressed 
to the girl, with his most gallant 
Southern manner, saying to him- 
self meanwhile that she was pret- 
tier still by daylight. 

“Oh, a great many gentlemen 
have spoken to me,” Verena said. 
“There were quite a number at 
Topeka —” And her phrase lost it- 
self in her look at Olive, as if she 
were wondering what was the 
matter with her. 

“Now, I am afraid you are go- 
ing the very moment I appear,” 
Ransom went on. “Do you know 
that’s very cruel to me? I know 
what your ideas are—you ex- 
pressed them last night in such 
beautiful language; of course you 
convinced me. I am ashamed of 
being a man; but I am, and I can’t 
help it, and Ill do penance any 
way you may prescribe. Must she 
go, Miss Olive?” he asked of his 
cousin. “Do you flee before the in- 
dividual male?” And he turned 
again to Verena. 

This young lady gave a laugh 
that resembled speech in liquid 
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fusion. “Oh no; I like the indi- 
vidual!” 

As an incarnation of a “move- 
ment,” Ransom thought her more 
and more singular, and he won- 
dered how she came to be clos- 
eted so soon with his kinswoman, 
to whom, only a few hours be- 
fore, she had been a complete 
stranger. These, however, were 
doubtless the normal proceedings 
of women. He begged her to sit 
down again; he was sure Miss 
Chancellor would be sorry to part 
with her. Verena, looking at her 
friend, not for permission, but for 
sympathy, dropped again into a 
chair, and Ransom waited to see 
Miss Chancellor do the same. She 
gratified him after a moment, be- 
cause she could not refuse with- 
out appearing to put a hurt upon 
Verena; but it went hard with her, 
and she was altogether discom- 
posed. She had never seen any 
one so free in her own drawing- 
room as this loud Southerner, to 
whom she had so rashly offered a 
footing; he extended invitations to 
her guests under her nose. That 
Verena should do as he asked her 
was a signal sign of the absence of 
that “home-culture” (it was so that 
Miss Chancellor expressed the 
missing quality) which she never 
supposed the girl possessed: for- 
tunately, as it would be supplied 
to her in abundance in Charles 
Street. (Olive of course held that 
home-culture was perfectly com- 
patible with the widest emancipa- 
tion.) It was with a perfectly good 
conscience that Verena complied 
with Basil Ransom’s request; but 


it took her quick sensibility only a 
moment to discover that her friend 
was not pleased. She scarcely knew 
what had ruffled her, but at the 
same instant there passed before 
her the vision of the anxieties (of 
this sudden, unexplained sort, for 
instance, and much worse) which 
intimate relations with Miss Chan- 
cellor might entail. 

“Now, I want you to tell me 
this,” Basil Ransom said, leaning 
forward towards Verena, with his 
hands on his knees, and completely 
oblivious to his hostess. “Do you 
really believe all that pretty moon- 
shine you talked last night? I 
could have listened to you for an- 
other hour; but I never heard such 
monstrous sentiments. I must pro- 
test—I must, as a calumniated, 
misrepresented man. Confess you 
meant it as a kind of reductio ad 
absurdum —a satire on Mrs. Far- 
rinder?” He spoke in a tone of the 
freest pleasantry, with his familiar, 
friendly Southern cadence. 

Verena looked at him with eyes 
that grew large. “Why, you don't 
mean to say you don’t believe in 
our cause?” 

“Oh, it won’t do — it won’t do!” 
Ransom went on, laughing. “You 
are on the wrong tack altogether. 
Do you really take the ground that 
your sex has been without influ- 
ence? Influence? Why, you have 
led us all by the nose to where we 
are now! Wherever we are, it’s all 
you. You are at the bottom of ev- 
erything.” 

“Oh yes, and we want to be at 
the top,” said Verena. 

“Ah, the bottom is a_ better 
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place, depend on it, when from 
there you move the whole mass! 
Besides, you are on the top~as 
well; you are everywhere, you are 
everything. I am of the opinion of 
that historical character — wasn’t 
he some king?—who_ thought 
there was a lady behind every- 
thing. Whatever it was, he held, 
you have only to look for her; she 
is the explanation. Well, I always 
look for her, and I always find her; 
of course, I am always delighted 
to do so; but it proves she is the 
universal cause. Now, you don’t 
mean to deny that power, the 
power of setting men in motion. 
You are at the bottom of all the 
wars.” 

“Well, I am like Mrs. Farrin- 
der; I like opposition,” Verena ex- 
claimed, with a happy smile. 

“That proves, as I say, how in 
spite of your expressions of horror 
you delight in the shock of battle. 
What do you say to Helen of Troy 
and the fearful carnage she ex- 
cited? It is well known that the 
Empress of France was at the bot- 
tom of the last war in that coun- 
try. And as for our four fearful 
years of slaughter, of course you 
won't deny that there the ladies 
were the great motive power. The 
Abolitionists brought it on, and 
were not the Abolitionists princi- 
pally females? Who was that ce- 
lebrity that was mentioned last 
night? — Eliza P. Moseley. I re- 
gard Eliza as the cause of the big- 
gest war of which history pre- 
serves the record.” 

Basil Ransom enjoyed his hu- 
mour the more because Verena ap- 


peared to enjoy it; and the look 
with which she replied to him, at 
the end of this little tirade, “Why, 
sir, you ought to take the platform 
too; we might go round together 
as poison and _ antidote!” — this 
made him feel that he had con- 
vinced her, for the moment, quite 
as much as it was important he 
should. In Verena’s face, however, 
it lasted but an instant—an in- 
stant after she had glanced at Ol- 
ive Chancellor, who, with her eyes 
fixed intently on the ground (a 
look she was to learn to know so 
well), had a strange expression. 
The girl slowly got up; she felt 
that she must go. She guessed Miss 
Chancellor didn’t like this hand- 
some joker (it was so that Basil 
Ransom struck her); and it was 
impfessed upon her (“in time,” as 
she thought) that her new friend 
would be more serious even than 
she about the woman-question, se- 
rious as she had hitherto believed 
herself to be. 

“J should like so much to have 
the pleasure of seeing you again,” 
Ransom continued. “I think I 
should be able to interpret history 
for you by a new light.” 

“Well, I should be very happy 
to see you in my home.” These 
words had barely fallen from Ve- 
rena’s lips (her mother told her 
they were, in general, the proper 
thing to say when people ex- 
pressed such a desire as that; she 
must not let it be assumed that she 
would come first to them) — she 
had hardly uttered this hospitable 
speech when she felt the hand of 
her hostess upon her arm and be- 
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came aware that a passionate ap- 
peal sat in Olive’s eyes. 

“You will just catch the Charles 
Street car,” that young woman 
murmured, with muffled sweet- 
ness. 

Verena did not understand fur- 
ther than to see that she ought al- 
ready to have departed; and the 
simplest response was to kiss Miss 
Chancellor, an act which she 
briefly performed. Basil Ransom 
understood still less, and it was a 
melancholy commentary on_ his 
contention that men are not infe- 
rior, that this meeting could not 
come, however rapidly, to a close 
without his plunging into a blun- 
der which necessarily aggravated 
those he had already made. He 
had been invited by the little 
prophetess, and yet he had ‘not 
been invited; but he did not take 
that up, because he must abso- 
lutely leave Boston on the morrow, 
and, besides, Miss Chancellor ap- 
peared to have something to say to 
it. But he put out his hand to Ve- 
rena and said, “Good-bye, Miss 
Tarrant; are we not to have the 
pleasure of hearing you in New 
York? I am afraid we are sadly 
sunk.” 

“Certainly, I should like to raise 
my voice in the biggest city,” the 
girl replied. 

“Well, try to come on. I won't 
refute you. It would be a very stu- 
pid world, after all, if we always 
knew what women were going to 
say.” : 

Verena was conscious of the ap- 
proach of the Charles Street car, 
as well as of the fact that Miss 


Chancellor was in pain; but she 
lingered long enough to remark 
that she could see he had the old- 
fashioned ideas—he regarded 
woman as the toy of man. 

“Don’t say the toy—say’ the 
joy!” Ransom exclaimed. “There is 
one statement I will venture to ad- 
vance; I am quite as fond of you 
as you are of each other!” 

“Much he knows about that!” 
said Verena, with a side-long smile 
at Olive Chancellor. 

For Olive, it made her more 
beautiful than ever; still, there was 
no trace of this mere personal ela- 
tion in the splendid sententious- 
ness with which, turning to Mr. 
Ransom, she remarked: “What 
women may be, or may not be, to 
each other, I won’t attempt just 
now to say; but what the truth 
may be to a human soul, I think 
perhaps even a woman may faintly 
suspect!” 

“The truth? My dear cousin, 
your truth is a most vain thing!” 

“Gracious me!” cried Verena 
Tarrant; and the gay vibration of 
her voice as she uttered this simple 
ejaculation was the last that Ran- 
som heard of her. Miss Chancel- 
lor swept her out of the room, 
leaving the young man to extract 
a relish from the ineffable irony 
with which she uttered the words 
“even a woman.” It was to be sup- 
posed, on general grounds, that 
she would reappear, but there was 
nothing in the glance she gave 
him, as she turned her back, that 
was an earnest of this. He stood 
there a moment, wondering; then 
his wonder spent itself on the page 
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of a book which, according to his 
habit at such times, he had me- 
chanically taken up, and in which 
he speedily became interested. He 
read it for five minutes in an un- 
comfortable-looking attitude, and 
quite forgot that he had been for- 
saken. He was recalled to this fact 
by the entrance of Mrs. Luna, ar- 
rayed as if for the street, and put- 
ting on her gloves again —she 
seemed always to be putting on her 
gloves. She wanted to know what 
in the world he was doing there 
alone — whether her sister had not 
been notified. 

“Oh yes,” said Ransom, “she has 
just been with me, but she has 
gone downstairs with Miss Tar- 
rant.” 

“And who in the world is Miss 
Tarrant?” 

Ransom was surprised that Mrs. 
Luna should not know of the in- 
timacy of the two young ladies, in 
spite of the brevity of their ac- 
quaintance, being already so great. 
But, apparently, Miss Olive had 
not mentioned her new friend. 
“Well, she is an_ inspirational 
speaker — the most charming crea- 
ture in the world!” 

Mrs. Luna paused. in her manip- 
ulations, gave an amazed, amused 
stare, then caused the room to ring 
with her laughter. “You don’t mean 
to say you are converted —al- 
ready?” 

“Converted to Miss Tarrant, de- 
cidedly.” 

“You are not to belong to any 
Miss Tarrant; you are to belong 
to me,” Mrs. Luna said, having 
thought over her Southern kins- 


man during the twenty-four hours, 
and made up her mind that he 
would be a good man for a lone 
woman to know. Then she added: 
“Did you come here to meet her 
— the inspirational speaker?” 

“No; I came to bid your sister 
good-bye.” 

“Are you really going? I haven’t 
made you promise half the things 
I want yet. But we will settle that 
in New York. How do you get on 
with Olive Chancellor?” Mrs. Luna 
continued, making her points, as 
she always did, with eagerness, 
though her roundness and her dim- 
ples had hitherto prevented her 
from being accused of that vice. It 
was her practice to speak of her 
sister by her whole name, and you 
would have supposed, from her 
usual manner of alluding to her, 
that Olive was much the older, in- 
stead of having been born ten 
years later than Adeline. She had 
as many ways as possible of mark- 
ing the gulf that divided them; 
but she bridged it over lightly now 
by saying to Basil Ransom: “Isn’t 
she a dear old thing?” 

This bridge, he saw, would not 
bear his weight, and her question 
seemed to him to have more audac- 
ity than sense. Why should she be 
so insincere? She might know that 
a man couldn’t recognise Miss 
Chancellor in such a description as 
that. She was not old—she was 
sharply young; and it was incon- 
ceivable to him, though he had just 
seen the little prophetess kiss her, 
that she should ever become any 
one’s “dear.” Least of all was she 
a “thing”; she was intensely. fear- 
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fully, a person. He hesitated a mo- 
ment, and then he replied: “She’s 
a very remarkable woman.” 

“Take care — don’t be reckless!” 
cried Mrs. Luna. “Do you think 
she is very dreadful?” 

“Don’t say anything against my 
cousin,” Basil answered; and at 
that moment Miss Chancellor re- 
entered the room. She murmured 
some request that he would ex- 
_cuse her absence, but her sister 
interrupted her with an inquiry 
about Miss Tarrant. 

“Mr. Ransom thinks her won- 
derfully charming. Why didn’t you 
show her to me? Do you want to 
keep her all to yourself?” 

Olive rested her eyes for some 
moments upon Mrs. Luna, with- 
out speaking. Then she said: 
“Your veil is not put on straight, 
Adeline.” 

“I look like a monster — that, 
evidently, is what you mean!” Ad- 
eline exclaimed, going to the mir- 
ror to rearrange the peccant tis- 
sue. 

Miss Chancellor did not again 
ask Ransom to be seated; she ap- 
peared to take it for granted that 
he would leave her now. But instead 
of this he returned to the subject 
of Verena; he asked her whether 
she supposed the girl would come 
out in public—would go about 
like Mrs. Farrinder? 

“Come out in public!” Olive re- 
peated; “in public? Why, you 
don’t imagine that pure voice is 
to be hushed?” 

“Oh, hushed, no! it’s too sweet 
for that. But not raised to a 
scream; not forced and cracked and 


fez 


ruined. She oughtn’t to become 
like the others. She ought to re- 
main apart.” 

“Apart — apart?” said Miss Chan- 
cellor; “when we shall all be look- 
ing to her, gathering about her, 
praying for her!” There was an 
exceeding scorn in her voice. “If I 
can help her, she shall be an im- 
mense power for good.” 

“An immense power for quack- 
ery, my dear Miss Olive!” This 
broke from Basil Ransom’s lips in 
spite of a vow he had just taken 
not to say anything that should 
“ageravate” his hostess, who was 
in a state of tension it was not 
difficult to detect. But he had low- 
ered his tone to friendly pleading, 
and the offensive word was miti- 
gated by his smile. 

She moved away from _ him, 
backwards, as if he had given her 
a push. “Ah, well, now you are 
reckless,” Mrs. Luna remarked, 
drawing out her ribbons before the 
mirror. 

“T don’t think you would inter- 
fere if you knew how little you 
understand us,” Miss Chancellor 
said to Ransom. 

“Whom do you mean by ‘us’ — 
your whole delightful sexP I don’t 
understand you, Miss Olive.” 

“Come away with me, and I'll 
explain her as we go,” Mrs. Luna 
went on, having finished her toi- 
let. 

Ransom offered his hand in 
farewell to his hostess; but Olive 
found it impossible to do anything 


‘but ignore the gesture. She could 


not have let him touch her. “Well, 
then, if you must exhibit her to 
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the multitude, bring her on to New 
York,” he said, with the same at- 
tempt at a light treatment. ~ 

“Youll have me in New York — 
you don’t want any one else!” 
Mrs. Luna ejaculated, coquet- 
tishly. “I have made up my mind 
to winter there now.” 

Olive Chancellor looked from 
one to the other of her two rela- 
tives, one near and the other dis- 
tant, but each so little in sympa- 
thy with her, and it came over her 
that there might be a kind of pro- 
tection for her in binding them to- 
gether, entangling them with each 
other. She had never had an idea 
of that kind in her life before, and 
that this sudden subtlety should 
have gleamed upon her as a mo- 
mentary talisman gives the meas- 
ure of her present nervousness. 

“If I could take her to New 
York, I would take her farther,” 
she remarked, hoping she was en- 
igmatical. 

“You talk about ‘taking’ her, as 
if you were a lecture-agent. Are 
you going into that business?” 
Mrs. Luna asked. 

Ransom could not help noticing 
that Miss Chancellor would not 
shake hands with him, and he felt, 
on the whole, rather injured. He 
paused a moment before leaving 
the room — standing there with his 
hand on the knob of the door. 
“Look here, Miss Olive, what did 
you write to me to come and see 
you for?” He made this inquiry 
with a countenance not destitute 
of gaiety, but his eyes showed 
something of that yellow light — 
just momentarily lurid — of which 


mention has been made. Mrs. 
Luna was on her way downstairs, 
and her companions remained 
face to face. 

“Ask my sister —I think she will 
tell you,” said Olive, turning away 
from him and going to the win- 
dow. She remained there, looking 
out; she heard the door of the 
house close, and saw the two cross 
the street together. As they passed 
out of sight her fingers played, 
softly, a little air upon the pane; 
it seemed to her that she had had 
an inspiration. 

Basil Ransom, meanwhile, put 
the question to Mrs. Luna. “If she 
was not going to like me, why in the 
world did she write to me?” 

“Because she wanted you to 
know me—she thought I would 
like you!” And apparently she had 
not been wrong; for Mrs. Luna, 
when they reached Beacon Street, 
would not hear of his leaving her 
to go her way alone, would not in 
the least admit his plea that he 
had only an hour or two more in 
Boston (he was to travel, eco- 
nomically, by the boat) and must 
devote the time to his business. 
She appealed to his Southern chiv- 
alry, and not in vain; practically, 
at least, he admitted the rights of 
women. 
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Mrs. TARRANT was delighted, as 
may be imagined, with her daugh- 
ter’s account of Miss Chancellor’s 
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interior, and the reception the girl 
had found there; and Verena, for 
the next month, took her way very 
often to Charles Street. “Just you 
be as nice to her as you know 
how,” Mrs. Tarrant had said to 
her; and she reflected with some 
complacency that her daughter did 
know — she knew how to do ev- 
erything of that sort. It was not 
that Verena had been taught; that 
branch of the education of young 
ladies which is known as “man- 
ners and deportment” had not fig- 
ured, as a definite head, in Miss 
Tarrant’s curriculum. She had been 
told, indeed, that she must not lie 
mor steal; but she had been told 
very little else about behaviour; 
her only great advantage, in short, 
hhad been the parental example. 
But her mother liked to think that 
she was quick and graceful, and 
she questioned her exhaustively as 
to the progress of this interesting 
episode; she didn’t see why, as she 
said, it shouldn’t be a permanent 
“stand-by” for Verena. In Mrs. 
‘Tarrant’s meditations upon the 
girl’s future she had never thought 
of a fine marriage as a reward of 
effort; she would have deemed 
herself very immoral if she had en- 
deavoured to capture for her child 
a rich husband. She had not, in 
fact, a very vivid sense of the ‘ex- 
istence of such agents of fate; all 
the rich men she had seen already 
had wives, and the unmarried men, 
who were generally very young, 
were distinguished from each oth- 
er not so much by the figure of 
their income, which came little 
into question, as by the degree of 


their interest in regenerating ideas. 
She supposed Verena would marry 
some one, some day, and she hoped 
the personage would be connect- 
ed with public life — which meant, 
for Mrs. Tarrant, that his name 
would be visible, in the lamplight, 
on a coloured poster, in the door- 
way of Tremont Temple. But she 
was not eager about this vision, 
for the implications of matrimony 
were for the most part wanting in 
brightness — consisted of a_ tired 
woman holding a baby over a fur- 
nace-register that emitted luke- 
warm air. A real lovely friendship 
with a young woman who had, as 
Mrs. Tarrant expressed it, “prop’ 
ty,” would occupy agreeably such 
an interval as might occur before 
Verena should meet her sterner 
fate; it would be a great thing for 
her to have a place to run into 
when she wanted a change, and 
there was no knowing but what it 
might end in her having two 
homes. For the idea of the home, 
like most American women of her 
quality, Mrs. Tarrant had an ex- 
treme reverence; and it was her 
candid faith that in all the vicissi- 
tudes of the past twenty years she 
had preserved the spirit of this 
institution. If it should exist in du- 
plicate for Verena, the girl would 
be favoured indeed. 

All this was as nothing, how- 
ever, compared with the fact that 
Miss Chancellor seemed to think 
her young friend’s gift was inspira- 
tional, or at any rate, as Selah had 
so often said, quite unique. She 
couldn’t make out very exactly, by 
Verena, what she thought; but if 
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the way Miss Chancellor had tak- 
en hold of her didn’t show that 
she believed she could rouse “the 
people, Mrs. Tarrant didn’t know 
what it showed. It was a satisfac- 
tion to her that Verena evidently 
responded freely; she didn’t think 
anything of what she spent in car- 
tickets, and indeed she had told 
her that Miss Chancellor wanted 
to stuff her pockets with them. At 
first she went in because her moth- 
er liked to have her; but now, ev- 
idently, she went because she was 
so much drawn. She expressed the 
highest admiration of her new 
friend; she said it took her a little 
while to see into her, but now that 
she did, well, she was perfectly 
splendid. When Verena wanted to 
admire she went ahead of every 
one, and it was delightful to see 
how she was stimulated by the 
young lady in Charles Street. They 
thought everything of each other 
—that was very plain; you could 
scarcely tell which thought most. 
Each thought the other so noble, 
and Mrs. Tarrant had a faith that 
between them they would rouse 
the people. What Verena wanted 
was some one who would know 
how to handle her (her father 
hadn’t handled anything except 
the healing, up to this time, with 
real success), and perhaps Miss 
Chancellor would take hold better 
than some that made more of a 
profession. 

“It’s beautiful, the way she 
draws you out,” Verena had said 
to her mother; “there’s something 
so searching that the first time I 
visited her it quite realised my 


idea of the Day of Judgment. But 
she seems to show all that’s in her- 
self at the same time, and then 
you see how lovely it is. She’s just 
as pure as she can live; you see 
if she is not, when you know her. 
She’s so noble herself that she 
makes you feel as if you wouldn't 
want to be less so. She doesn’t 
care for anything but the eleva- 
tion of our sex; if she can work a 
little toward that, it’s all she asks. 
I can tell you, she kindles me; she 
does, mother, really. She doesn’t 
care a speck what she wears — 
only to have an elegant parlour. 
Well, she has got that; it’s a reg- 
ular dream-like place to sit. She’s 
going to have a tree in, next week; 
she says she wants to see me sit- 
ting under a tree. I believe it’s 
some oriental idea; it has lately 
been introduced in Paris. She 
doesn’t like French ideas as a gen- 
eral thing; but she says this has 
more nature than most. She has 
got so many of her own that I 
shouldn’t think she would require 
to borrow any. I’d sit in a forest 
to hear her bring some of them 
out,” Verena went on, with char-. 
acteristic raciness. “She just quiv- 
ers when she describes what our 
sex has been through. It’s so in- 
teresting to me to hear what I 
have always felt. If she wasn’t 
afraid of facing the public, she 
would go far ahead of me. But she 
doesn’t want to speak herself; she 
only wants to call me out. Mother, 
if she doesn’t attract attention to 
me there isn’t any attention to be 
attracted. She says I have got the 
gift of expression — it doesn’t mat- 
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ter where it comes from. She says 
it’s a great advantage to a move- 
ment to be personified in a bright 
young figure. Well, of course I’m 
young, and I feel bright enough 
when once I get started. She says 
my serenity while exposed to the 
gaze of hundreds is in itself a 
qualification; in fact, she seems to 
thing my serenity is quite God- 
given. She hasn’t got much of it 
herself; she’s the most emotional 
woman I have met, up to now. 
She wants to know how I can 
speak the way I do unless I feel; 
and of course I tell her I do feel, 
so far as I realise. She seems to be 
realising all the time; I never saw 
any one that took so little rest. She 
says I ought to do something great, 
and she makes me feel as if I 
should. She says I ought to have a 
wide influence, if I can obtain the 
ear of the public; and I say to her 
that if I do it will be all her in- 
fluence.” 

Selah Tarrant looked at all this 
from a higher standpoint than his 
wife; at least such an altitude on 
his part was to be inferred from 
his increased solemnity. He com- 
mitted himself to no precipitate 
elation at the idea of his daugh- 
ter’s being taken up by a patron- 
ess of movements who happened 
to have money; he looked at his 
child only from the point of view 
of the service she might render to 
humanity. To keep her ideal point- 
ing in the right direction, to guide 
and animate her moral life — this 
was a duty more imperative for a 
parent so closely identified with 
revelations and panaceas than see- 


ing that she formed profitable 
worldly connections. He was “off,” 
moreover, so much of the time that 
he could keep little account of her 
comings and goings, and he had 
an air of being but vaguely aware 
of whom Miss Chancellor, the ob- 
ject now of his wife’s perpetual 
reference, might be. Verena’s ini- 
tial appearance in Boston, as he 
called her performance at Miss 
Birdseye’s, had been a great suc- 
cess; and this reflection added, as 
I say, to his habitually sacerdotal 
expression. He looked like the 
priest of a religion that was pass- 
ing through the stage of miracles; 
he carried his responsibility in the 
general elongation of his person, 
of his gestures (his hands were 
now always in the air, as if he 
were being photographed in pos- 
tures), of his words and sentences, 
as well as in his smile, as noiseless 
as a patent hinge, and in the folds 
of his eternal waterproof. He was 
incapable of giving an off-hand 
answer or opinion on the simplest 
occasion, and his tone of high de- 
liberation increased in proportion 
as the subject was trivial or do- 
mestic. If his wife asked him at 
dinner if the potatoes were good, 
he replied that they were strik- 
ingly fine (he used to speak of the 
newspaper as “fine” —he applied 
this term to objects the most dis- 
similar), and embarked on a par- 
allel worthy of Plutarch, in which 
he compared them with other 
specimens of the same vegetable. 
He produced, or would have liked 
to produce, the impression of look- 
ing above and beyond everything, 
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of not caring for the immediate, 
of reckoning only with the long 
run. In reality he had one all-ab- 
sorbing solicitude—the desire to 
get paragraphs put into the news- 
papers, paragraphs of which he 
had hitherto been the subject, but 
of which he was now to divide 
the glory with his daughter. The 
newspapers were his world, the 
richest expression, in his eyes, of 
human life; and, for him, if a di- 
viner day was to come upon earth, 
it would be brought about by co- 
pious advertisement in the daily 
prints. He looked with longing for 
the moment when Verena should 
be advertised among the “person- 
als,” and to his mind the su- 
premely happy people were those 
(and there were a good many of 
them) of whom there was some 
journalistic mention every day in 


the year. Nothing less than this. 


would really have satisfied Selah 
Tarrant; his ideal of bliss was to 
be as regularly and indispensably 
a component part of the newspa- 
per as the title and date, or the 
list of fires, or the column of West- 
ern jokes. The vision of that pub- 
licity haunted his dreams, and he 
would gladly have sacrificed to it 
the innermost sanctities of home. 
Human existence to him, indeed, 
was a huge publicity, in which 
the only fault was that it was 
sometimes not sufficiently effec- 
tive. There had been a Spiritualist 
paper of old which he used to per- 
vade; but he could not persuade 
himself that through this medium 
his personality had attracted gen- 
eral attention; and, moreover, the 


sheet, as he said, was played out 
anyway. Success was not success 


_so long as his daughter’s physique, 


the rumour of her engagement, 
were not included in the “Jot- 
tings,” with the certainty of being 
extensively copied. 

The account of her exploits in 
the West had not made their way 
to the seaboard with the prompti- 
tude that he had looked for; the 
reason of this being, he supposed, 
that the few addresses she had 
made had not been lectures, an- 
nounced in advance, to which tick- 
ets had been sold, but incidents, 
of abrupt occurrence, of certain 
multitudinous meetings, where 
there had been other performers 
better known to fame. They had 
brought in no money; they had 
been delivered only for the good 
of the cause. If it could only be 
known that she spoke for noth- 
ing, that might deepen the rever- 
beration; the only trouble was that 
her speaking for nothing was not 
the way to remind him that he 
had a remunerative daughter. It 
was not the way to stand out so 
very much either, Selah Tarrant 
felt; for there were plenty of oth- 
ers that knew how to make as lit- 
tle money as she would. To speak 
— that was the one thing that most 
people were willing to do for noth- 
ing; it was not a line in which it 
was easy to appear conspicuously 
disinterested. Disinterestedness, 
too, was incompatible with re- 
ceipts; and receipts were what Se- 
lah Tarrant was, in his own par- 
lance, after. He wished to bring 
about the day when they would 
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flow in freely; the reader perhaps 
sees the gesture with which, in his 
colloquies with himself, he accom- 
panied this mental image. 

It seemed to him at present that 
the fruitful time was not far off; it 
had been brought appreciably 
nearer by that fortunate evening 
at Miss Birdseye’s. If Mrs. Farrin- 
der could be induced to write an 
“open letter” about Verena, that 
would do more than anything else. 
Selah was not remarkable for deli- 
cacy of perception, but he knew 
the world he lived in well enough 
to be aware that Mrs. Farrinder 
was liable to rear up, as they used 
to say down in Pennsylvania, 
where he lived before he began to 
peddle lead-pencils. She wouldn’t 
always take things as you might 
expect, and if it didn’t meet her 
views to pay a public tribute to 
Verena, there wasn’t any way 
known to Tarrant’s ingenious mind 
of getting round her. If it was a 
question of a favour from, Mrs. 
Farrinder, you just had to wait for 
it, as you would for a rise in the 
thermometer. He had told Miss 
Birdseye what he would like, and 
she seemed to think, from the way 
their celebrated friend had been 
affected, that the idea might take 
her some day of just letting the 
public know all she had felt. She 
was off somewhere now (since 
that evening), but Miss Birdseye 
had an idea that when she was 
back in Roxbury she would send 
for Verena and give her a few 
points. Meanwhile, at any rate, Se- 
lah was sure he had a card; he felt 
there was money in the air. It 


might already be said there were 
receipts from Charles Street; that 
rich, peculiar young woman 
seemed to want to lavish herself. 
He pretended, as I have intimat- 
ed, not to notice this; but he never 
saw so much as when he had his 
eyes fixed on the cornice. He had 
no doubt that if he should make 
up his mind to take a hall some 
night, she would tell him where 
the bill might be sent. That was 
what he was thinking of now, 
whether he had better take a hall 
right away, so that Verena might 
leap at a bound into renown, or 


‘wait till she had made a few more 


appearances in private, so that cu- 
riosity might be worked up. 

These meditations accompanied 
him in his multifarious wanderings 
through the streets and the sub- 
urbs of the New England capital. 
As I have also mentioned, he was 
absent for hours—long periods 
during which Mrs. Tarrant, sus- 
taining nature with a hard-boiled 
egg and a doughnut, wondered 
how in the world he stayed his 
stomach. He never wanted any- 
thing but a piece of pie when he 
came in; the only thing about 
which he was particular was that 
it should be served up hot. She 
had a private conviction that he 
partook, at the houses of his lady 
patients, of little lunches; she ap- 
plied this term to any episodical 
repast, at any hour of the twenty- 
four. It is but fair to add that 
once, when she betrayed her sus- 
picion, Selah remarked that the 
only refreshment he ever wanted 
was the sense that he was doing 
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some good. This effort with him 
had many forms; it involved, 
among other things, a perpetual 
perambulation of the streets, a 
haunting of horse-cars, railway- 
stations, shops that were “selling 
off.” But the places that knew 
him best were the offices of the 
newspapers and the vestibules of 
the hotels—the big marble-paved 
chambers of informal reunion 
which offer to the streets, through 
high glass plates, the sight of the 
American citizen suspended by his 
heels. Here, amid the piled-up lug- 
gage, the convenient spittoons, the 
elbowing loungers, the disconso- 
late “guests,” the truculent Irish 
porters, the rows of shaggy-backed 
men in strange hats, writing let- 
ters at a table inlaid with adver- 
tisements, Selah Tarrant made in- 
numerable contemplative stations. 
_He could not have told you, at any 
particular moment, what he was 
doing; he only had a general sense 
that such places were national 
nerve-centres, and that the more 
one looked in, the more one was 
“on the spot.” The penetralia of 
the daily press were, however, still 
more fascinating, and the fact that 
they were less accessible, that here 
he found barriers in his path, only 
added to the zest of forcing an en- 
trance. He abounded in pretexts; 
he even sometimes brought con- 
tributions; he was persistent and 
penetrating, he was known as the 
irrepressible Tarrant. He hung 
about, sat too long, took up the 
time of busy people, edged into 
the printing-rooms when he had 
been eliminated from the office, 


talked with the’ compositors till 
they set up his remarks by mis- 
take, and to the newsboy when 
the compositors had turned their 
backs. He was always trying to 
find out what was “going in”; he 
would have liked to go in himself, 
bodily, and, failing in this, he 
hoped to get advertisements in- 
serted gratis. The wish of his soul 
was that he might be interviewed; 
that made him hover at the edi- 
torial elbow. Once he thought he 
had been, and the headings, five 
or six deep, danced for days be- 
fore his eyes; but the report never 
appeared. He expected his re- 
venge for this the day after Ve- 
rena should have burst forth; he 
saw the attitude in which he 
should receive the emissaries who 
would come after his daughter. 
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“We ought to have some one to 
meet her,” Mrs. Tarrant said; “I 
presume she wouldn’t care to come 
out just to see us.” “She,” between 
the mother and the daughter, at 
this period, could refer only to Ol- 
ive Chancellor, who was discussed 
in the little house at Cambridge at 
all hours and from every possible 
point of view. It was never Ve- 
rena now who began, for she had 
grown rather weary of the topic; 
she had her own ways of thinking 
of it, which were not her moth- 
er’s, and if she lent herself to this 
lady’s extensive considerations it 
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was because that was the best way 
of keeping her thoughts to herself. 

Mrs. Tarrant had an idea that 
she (Mrs. Tarrant) liked to study 
people, and that she was now en- 
gaged in an analysis of Miss Chan- 
cellor. It carried her far, and she 
came out at unexpected times with 
her results. It was still her purpose 
to interpret the world to the ingen- 
uous mind of her daughter, and 
she translated Miss Chancellor 
with a confidence which made lit- 
tle account of the fact that she had 
seen her but once, while Verena 
had this advantage nearly every 
day. Verena felt that by this time 
she knew Olive very well, and her 
mother’s most complicated versions 
of motive and temperament (Mrs. 
Tarrant, with the most imperfect 
idea of the meaning of the term, 
was always talking about people’s 
temperament), rendered small jus- 
tice to the phenomena it was now 
her privilege to observe in Charles 
Street. Olive was much more re- 
markable than Mrs. Tarrant sus- 
pected, remarkable as Mrs. Tar- 
rant believed her to be. She had 
opened Verena’s eyes to extraor- 
dinary pictures, made the girl be- 
lieve that she had a heavenly mis- 
sion, given her, as we have seen, 
quite a new measure of the inter- 
est of life. These were larger con- 
sequences than the possibility of 
meeting the leaders of society at 
Olive’s house. She had met no 
one, as yet, but Mrs. Luna; her 
new friend seemed to wish to 
keep her quite for herself. This 
was the only reproach that Mrs. 
Tarrant directed to the new friend 


as yet; she was disappointed that 
Verena had not obtained more in- 
sight into the world of fashion. 
It was one of the prime articles of 
her faith that the world of fashion 
was wicked and hollow, and, more- 
over, Verena told her that Miss 
Chancellor loathed and despised 
it. She could not have informed 
you wherein it would profit her 
daughter (for the way those 
ladies shrank from any new gospel 
was notorious); nevertheless she 
was vexed that Verena shouldn’t 
come back to her with a little 
more of the fragrance of Beacon 
Street. The girl herself would 
have been the most interested 
person in the world if she had not 
been the most resigned; she took 
all that was given her and was 
grateful, and missed nothing that 
was withheld; she was the most 
extraordinary mixture of eagerness 
and docility. Mrs. Tarrant theo- 
rised about temperaments and she 
loved her daughter; but she was 
only vaguely aware of the fact 
that she had at her side the sweet- 
est flower of character (as one 
might say) that had ever bloomed 
on earth. She was proud of 
Verena’s brightness, and of her 
special talent; but the common- 
ness of her own surface was a 
non-conductor of the girl’s quality. 
Therefore she thought that it 
would add to her success in life to 
know a few high-flyers, if only 
to put them to shame; as if any- 
thing could add to Verena’s suc- 
cess, as if it were not supreme 
success simply to have been made 
as she was made. 
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Mrs. Tarrant had gone into 
town to call upon Miss Chancel- 
lor; she carried out this resolve, 
on which she had bestowed  in- 
finite consideration, independently 
of Verena. She had decided that 
she had a pretext; her dignity 
required one, for she felt that at 
present the antique pride of the 
Greenstreets was terribly at the 
mercy of her curiosity. She wished 
to see Miss Chancellor again, and 
to see her among her charming 
appurtenances, which Verena had 
described to her with great minute- 
ness. The pretext that she would 
have valued most was wanting — 
that of Olive’s having come out to 
Cambridge to pay the visit that 
had been solicited from the first; 
so she had to take the next best 
—she had to say to herself that 
it was her duty to see what she 
should think of a place where her 
daughter spent so much time. To 
Miss Chancellor she would appear 
to have come to thank her for her 


hospitality; she knew, in advance, . 


just the air she should take (or 
she fancied she knew, it— Mrs. 
Tarrant’s airs were not always 
what she supposed), just the 
nuance (she had also an impres- 
sion she knew a little French) of 
her tone. Olive, after the lapse of 
weeks, still showed no symptoms 
of presenting herself, and Mrs. 
Tarrant rebuked Verena with 
some sternness for not having 
made her feel that this attention 
was due to the mother of her 
friend. Verena could scarcely say 
to her she guessed Miss Chancel- 
lor didn’t think much of that 


personage, true as it was that the 
girl had discerned this angular 
fact, which she attributed to 
Olive’s extraordinary comprehen- 
siveness of view. Verena herself 
did not suppose that her mother 
occupied a very important place 
in the universe; and Miss Chan- 
cellor never looked at anything 
smaller than that. Nor was she 
free to report (she was certainly 
now less frank at home, and, 
moreover, the suspicion was only 
just becoming distinct to her) 
that Olive would like to detach 
her from her parents altogether, 
and was therefore not interested 
in appearing to cultivate relations 
with them. Mrs. Tarrant, I may 
mention, had a further motive: 
she was consumed with the de- 
sire to behold Mrs. Luna. This 
circumstance may operate as a 
proof that the aridity of her life 
was great, and if it should have 
that effect I shall not be able to 
gainsay it. She had seen all the 
people who went to lectures, but 
there were hours when she de- 


. sired, for a change, to see some 


who didn’t go; and Mrs. Luna, 
from Verena’s description of her, 
summed up the characteristics of 
this eccentric class. 

Verena had given great atten- 
tion to Olive’s brilliant sister; she 
had told her friend everything 
now —everything but one little 


‘secret, namely, that if she could 


have chosen at the beginning she 
would have liked to resemble 
Mrs. Luna. This lady fascinated 
her, carried off her imagination 
to strange lands; she should enjoy 
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so much a long evening with her 
alone, when she might ask her 
ten thousand questions. But she 
never saw her alone, never saw 
her at all but in glimpses. Adeline 
flitted in and out, dressed for 
dinner and concerts, always say- 
ing something worldly to the 
young woman from Cambridge, 
and something to Olive that had 
a freedom which she herself 
would probably never arrive at 
(a failure of foresight on Verena’s 
part). But Miss Chancellor never 
detained her, never gave Verena 
a chance to see her, never ap- 
peared to imagine that she could 
have the least interest in such a 
person; only took up the subject 
again after Adeline had left them 
—the subject, of course, which 
was always the same, the subject 
of what they should do together 
for their suffering sex. It was not 
that Verena was not interested in 
that — gracious, no; it opened up 
before her, in those wonderful 
colloquies with Olive, in the most 
inspiring way; but her fancy 
would make a dart to right or left 
when other game crossed their 
path, and her companion led her, 
intellectually, a dance in which 
her feet — that is, her head — failed 
her at times for weariness. Mrs. 
Tarrant found Miss Chancellor 
at home, but she was not gratified 
by even the most transient glimpse 
of Mrs. Luna; a fact which, in 
her heart, Verena regarded as 
fortunate, inasmuch as (she said 
to herself) if her mother, return- 
ing from Charles Street, began to 
explain Miss Chancellor to her 


with fresh energy, and as if she 
(Verena) had never seen her, and 
up to this time they had had noth- 
ing to say about her, to what 
developments (of the same sort) 
would not an encounter with 
Adeline have given rise? 

When Verena at last said to 
her friend that she thought she 
ought to come out to Cambridge 
—she didn’t understand why she 
didn’t — Olive expressed her rea- 
sons very frankly, admitted that 
she was jealous, that she didn’t 
wish to think of the girl’s belong- 
ing to any one but herself. Mr. 
and Mrs. Tarrant would have 
authority, opposed claims, and 
she didn’t wish to see them, to 
remember that they existed. This 
was true, so far as it went; but 
Olive could not tell Verena every-- 
thing — could not tell her that she 
hated that dreadful pair at Cam- 
bridge. As we know, she had for- 
bidden herself this emotion as 
regards individuals; and she flat- 


- tered herself that she considered 


the Tarrants as a type, a deplor- 
able one, a class that, with the 
public at large, discredited the 
cause of the new truths. She had 
talked them over with Miss Birds- 
eye (Olive was always looking 
after her now and giving her 
things—the good lady appeared 
at this period in wonderful caps 
and shawls—for she felt she 
couldn’t thank her enough), and 
even Doctor Prance’s  fellow- 
lodger, whose animosity to flour- 
ishing evils lived in the happiest 
(though the most illicit) union 
with the mania for finding excuses, 
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even Miss Birdseye was obliged 
to confess that if you came to 
examine his record, poor Selah 
didn’t amount to so very much. 
How little he amounted to Olive 
perceived after she had made 
Verena talk, as the girl did im- 
mensely, about her father and 
mother — quite unconscious, mean- 
while, of the conclusions she sug- 
gested to Miss Chancellor. Tarrant 
was a moralist without moral sense 
—that was very clear to Olive as 
she listened to the history of his 
daughter’s childhood and youth, 
which Verena related with an 
extraordinary artless vividness. 
This narrative, tremendously fas- 
cinating to Miss Chancellor, made 
her feel in all sort of ways— 
prompted her to ask herself 
whether the girl was also destitute 
of the perception of right and 
wrong. No, she was only su- 
premely innocent; she didn’t un- 
derstand, she didn’t interpret nor 
see the portée of what she de- 
scribed; she had no idea whatever 
of judging her parents. Olive had 
wished to “realise” the conditions 
in which her wonderful young 
friend (she thought her more 
wonderful every day) had devel- 
oped, and to this end, as I have 
related, she prompted her to infin- 
ite discourse. But now she was 
satisfied, the realisation was com- 
plete, and what she would have 
liked to impose on the girl was an 
effectual rupture with her past. 
That past she by no means abso- 
lutely deplored, for it had the 
merit of having initiated Verena 
(and her patroness, through her 


agency) -into the miseries and 
mysteries of the People. It was 
her theory that Verena (in spite 
of the blood of the Greenstreets, 
and, after all, who were they?) 
was a flower of the great Democ- 
racy, and that it was impossible 
to have had an origin less distin- 
guished than Tarrant himself. His 
birth, in some unheard-of place 
in Pennsylvania, was quite inex- 
pressibly low, and Olive would 
have been much disappointed if 
it had been wanting in this defect. 
She liked to think that Verena, 
in her childhood, had known 
almost the extremity of poverty, 
and there was a kind of ferocity 
in the joy with which she reflected 
that there had been moments 
when this delicate creature came 
near (if the pinch had only lasted 
a little longer) to literally going 
without food. These things added 
to her value for Olive; they made 
that young lady feel that their 
common undertaking would, in 
consequence, be so much more 
serious. It is always supposed that 
revolutionists have been goaded, 
and the goading would have been 
rather deficient here were it not 
for such happy accidents in Vere- 
na’s past. When she conveyed 
from her mother a summons to 
Cambridge for a particular occa- 
sion, Olive perceived that the 
great effort must now be made. 
Great efforts were nothing new to 
her —it was a great effort to live 
at all—but this one appeared to 
her exceptionally cruel. She de- 
termined, however, to make it, 
promising herself that her first 
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visit to Mrs. Tarrant should also 
be her last. Her only consolation 
was that she expected to suffer 
intensely; for the prospect of 
suffering was always, spiritually 
speaking, so much cash in her 
pocket. It was arranged that Olive 
should come to tea (the repast 
that Selah designated as his sup- 
per), when Mrs. Tarrant, as we 
have seen, desired to do. her 
honour by inviting another guest. 
This guest, after much delibera- 
tion between that lady and Ve- 
rena, was selected, and the first 
person Olive saw on entering the 
little parlour in Cambridge was 
a young man with hair prema- 
turely, or, as one felt that one 
should say, precociously white, 
whom she had a vague impression 
she had encountered before, and 
who was introduced to her as Mr. 
Matthias Pardon. 

She suffered less than she had 
hoped — she was so taken up with 
the consideration of Verena’s in- 
terior. It was as bad as she could 
have desired; desired in order to 
feel that (to take her out of such 
a milieu as that) she should have 
a right to draw her altogether to 
herself. Olive wished more and 
more to extract some definite 
pledge from her; she could hardly 
say what it had best be as yet; 
she only felt that it must be some- 
thing that would have an abso- 
lute sanctity for Verena and would 
bind them together for life. On 
this occasion it seemed to shape 
itself in her mind; she began to 
see what it ought to be, though 
she also saw that she would per- 


haps have to wait awhile. Mrs. 
Tarrant, too, in her own house, 
became now a complete figure; 
there was no manner of doubt left 
as to her being vulgar. Olive 
Chancellor despised vulgarity, had 
a scent for it which she followed 
up in her own family, so that 
often, with a rising flush, she de- 
tected the taint even in Adeline. 
There were times, indeed, when 
every one seemed to have it, 
every one but Miss Birdseye (who 
had nothing to do with it—she 
was an antique) and the poorest, 
humblest people. The toilers and 
spinners, the very obscure, these 
were the only persons who were 
safe from it. Miss Chancellor 
would have been much happier 
if the movements she was inter- 
ested in could have been carried 
on only by the people she liked, 
and if revolutions, somehow, didn’t 
always have to begin with one’s 
self—with internal convulsions, 


_ sacrifices, executions. A common 


end, unfortunately, however fine 
as regards a special result, does 
not make community impersonal. 
_ Mrs. Tarrant, with her soft cor- 
pulence, looked to her guest very 
bleached and tumid; her com- 
plexion had a kind of withered 
glaze; her hair, very scanty, was 
drawn off her forehead dé la Chin- 
oise; she had no eyebrows, and 
her eyes seemed to stare, like 
those of a figure of wax. When 
she talked and wished to insist, 
and she was always insisting, she 
puckered and distorted her face, 
with an effort to express the in- 
expressible, which turned out, after 
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all, to be nothing. She had a kind 
of doleful elegance, tried to be 
confidential, lowered her veice 
and looked as if she wished to 
establish a secret understanding, 
in order to ask her visitor if she 
would venture on an apple-fritter. 
She wore a flowing mantle, which 
resembled her husband’s_ water- 
proof—a garment which, when 
she turned to her daughter or 
talked about her, might have 
passed for the robe of a sort of 
priestess of maternity. She endeav- 
oured to keep the conversation in 
a channel which would enable her 
to ask sudden incoherent ques- 
tions of Olive, mainly as_ to 
whether she knew the principal 
ladies (the expression was Mrs. 
Tarrant’s), not only in Boston, but 
in the other cities which, in her 
nomadic course, she herself had 
visited. Olive knew some of them, 
and of some of them had never 
heard; but she was irritated, and 
pretended a universal ignorance 
(she was conscious that she had 
never told so many fibs), by 
which her hostess was much dis- 


concerted, although her questions — 


had apparently been questions pure 
and simple, leading nowhither and 
without bearings on any new 
truth. 
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TARRANT, however, kept an eye 
in that direction; he was solemnly 
civil to Miss Chancellor, handed 


her the dishes at table over and 
over again, and ventured to in- 
timate that the apple-fritters were 
very fine; but, save for this, 
alluded to do nothing more trivial 
than the regeneration of humanity 
and the strong hope he felt that 
Miss Birdseye would again have 
one of her delightful gatherings. 
With regard to this latter point he 
explained that it was not in order 
that he might again present his 
daughter to the company, but 
simply because on such occasions 
there was a valuable interchange 
of hopeful thought, a contact of 
mind with mind. If Verena had 
anything suggestive to contribute 
to the social problem, the oppor- 
tunity would come — that was part 
of their faith. They couldn’t reach 
out for it and try and push their 
way; if they were wanted, their 
hour would strike; if they were not, 
they would just keep still and let 
others press forward who seemed 
to be called. If they were called, 
they would know it; and if they 
weren't, they could just hold on 
to each other as they had always 
done. Tarrant was very fond of 
alternatives, and he mentioned 
several others; it was never his 
fault if his listeners failed to think 
him impartial. They hadn’t much, 
as Miss Chancellor could see; she 
could tell by their manner of life 
that they hadn’t raked in the dol- 
lars; but they had faith that, 
whether one raised one’s voice 
or simply worked on in silence, 
the principal difficulties would 
straighten themselves out; and they 
had also a considerable experience 
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of great questions. Tarrant spoke 
as if, as a family, they were pre- 
pared to take charge of them on 
moderate terms. He always said 
“ma’am” in speaking to Olive, to 
whom, moreover, the air had never 
been so filled with the sound of 
her own name. It was always in 
her ear, save when Mrs. Tarrant 
and Verena conversed in prolonged 
and ingenuous asides; this was 
still for her benefit, but the pro- 
noun sufficed them. She had 
wished to judge Doctor Tarrant 
(not that she believed he had 
come honestly by his title), to 
make up her mind. She had done 
these things now, and she ex- 
pressed to herself the kind of man 
she believed him to be in reflect- 
ing that if she should offer him 
ten thousand dollars to renounce 
all claim to Verena, keeping — he 
and his wife —clear of her for the 
rest of time, he would probably 
say, with his fearful smile, “Make 
it twenty, money down, and I'l 
do it.” Some image of this transac- 
tion, as one of the possibilities of 
the future, outlined itself for Olive 
among the moral incisions of that 
evening. It seemed implied in the 
very place, the bald bareness of 
Tarrant’s temporary lair, a wooden 
cottage, with a rough front yard, 
a little naked piazza, which 
seemed rather to expose than to 
protect, facing upon an unpaved 
road, in which the footway was 
overlaid with a strip of planks. 
These planks were embedded in 
ice or in liquid thaw, according 
to the momentary mood of the 
weather, and the advancing pedes- 


trian traversed them in the atti- 
tude, and with a good deal of the 
suspense, of a rope-dancer. There 
was nothing in the house to speak 
of; nothing, to Olive’s sense, but a 
smell of kerosene; though she had 
a consciousness of sitting down 
somewhere —the object creaked 
and rocked beneath her — and of 
the table at tea being covered with 
a cloth stamped in bright colours. 

As regards the pecuniary trans- 
action with Selah, it was strange 
how she should have seen it 
through the conviction that Verena 
would never give up her parents. 
Olive was sure that she would 
never turn her back upon them, 
would always share with them. 
She would have despised her had 
she thought her capable of an- 
other course; yet it baffled her to 
understand why, when parents 
were so trashy, this natural law 
should not be suspended. Such a 
question brought her back, how- 
ever, to her perpetual enigma, the 
mystery she had already turned 
over in her mind for hours to- 
gether — the wonder of such people 
being Verena’s progenitors at all. 
She had explained it, as we ex- 
plain all exceptional things, by 
making the part, as the French 
say, of the miraculous. She had 
come to consider the girl as a 
wonder of wonders, to hold that 
no human origin, however con- 
gruous it might superficially ap- 
pear, would sufficiently account 
for her; that her springing up be- 
tween Selah and his wife was an 
exquisite whim of the creative 
force; and that in such a case a 
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few shades more or less of the 
inexplicable didn’t matter. It was 
notorious that great beauties, great 
geniuses, great characters, take 
their own times and places for 
coming into the world, leaving 
the gaping spectators to make 
them “fit in,” and holding from far- 
off ancestors, or even, perhaps, 
straight from the divine generos- 
ity, much more than from their 
ugly or stupid progenitors. They 
were incalculable phenomena, any- 
way, as Selah would have said. 
Verena, for Olive, was the very 
type and model of the “gifted 
being;” her qualities had not been 
bought and paid for; they were 
like some brilliant birthday-pres- 
ent, left at the door by an un- 
known messenger, to be delight- 
ful for ever as an inexhaustible 
legacy, and amusing for ever from 
the obscurity of its source. They 
were superabundantly crude as 
yet — happily for Olive, who prom- 
ised herself, as we know, to train 
and polish them—but they were 
as genuine as fruit and flowers, 
as the glow of the fire or the plash 
of water. For her scrutinising 
friend Verena had the disposition 
of the artist, the spirit to which 
all charming forms come easily 
and naturally. It required an effort 
at first to imagine an artist so 
untaught, so mistaught, so poor 
in experience; but then it required 
an effort also to imagine people like 
the old Tarrants, or a life so full 
as her life had been of ugly things. 
Only an exquisite creature could 
have resisted such associations, 
only a girl who had some natural 


light, some divine spark of taste. 
There were people like that, fresh 
from the hand of Omnipotence; 
they were far from common, but 
their existence was as incontest- 
able as it was beneficent. 
Tarrant’s talk about his daugh- 
ter, her prospects, her enthusiasm, 
was terribly painful to Olive; it 
brought back to her what she had 
suffered already from the idea 
that he laid his hands upon her to 
make her speak. That he should 
be mixed up in any way with this 
exercise of her genius was a great 
injury to the cause, and Olive had 
already determined that in future 
Verena should dispense with his 
co-operation. The girl had virtu- 
ally confessed that she lent herself 
to it only because it gave him 
pleasure, and that anything else 
would do as well, anything that 
would make her quiet a little be- 
fore she began to “give out.” Olive 
took upon herself to believe that 
she could make her quiet, though, 
certainly, she had never had that 
effect upon any one; she would 
mount the platform with Verena if 
necessary, and lay her hands upon 
her head. Why in the world had a 
perverse fate decreed that Tarrant 
should take an interest in the af- 
fairs of Woman — as if she wanted 
his aid to arrive at her goal; a 
charlatan of the poor, lean, shabby 
sort, without the humour, bril- 
liancy, prestige, which sometimes 
throw a drapery over shallowness? 
Mr. Pardon evidently took an in- 
terest as well, and there was some- 
thing in his appearance that 
seemed to say that his sympathy 
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would not be dangerous. He was 
much at his ease, plainly, beneath 
the roof of the Tarrants, and Olive 
reflected that though Verena had 
told her much about him, she had 
not given her the idea that he was 
as intimate as that. What she had 
mainly said was that he sometimes 
took her to the theatre. Olive could 
enter, to a certain extent, into 
that; she herself had had a phase 
(some time after her father’s death 
—her mother’s had preceded his 
—when she bought the little house 
in Charles Street and began to 
live alone), during which she ac- 
companied gentlemen to respecta- 
ble places of amusement. She was 
accordingly not shocked at the idea 
of such adventures on Verena’s 
part; than which, indeed, judging 
from her own experience, nothing 
could well have been less adven- 
turous. Her recollections of these 
expeditions were as of something 
solemn and edifying —of the ear- 
nest interest in her welfare exhib- 
ited by her companion (there were 
few occasions on which the young 
Bostonian appeared to more ad- 
vantage), of the comfort of other 
friends sitting near, who were sure 
to know whom she was with, of 
serious discussion between the acts 
in regard to the behaviour of the 
characters in the piece, and of the 
speech at the end with which, as 
the young man quitted her at her 
door, she rewarded his civility — 
“I must thank you for a very pleas- 
ant evening.” She always felt that 
she made that too prim; her lips 
stiffened themselves as she spoke. 
But the whole affair had always a 


primness; this was discernible even 
to Olive’s very limited sense of 
humour. It was not so religious as 
going to evening-service at King’s 
Chapel; but it was the next thing 
to it. Of course all girls didn’t do 
it; there were families that viewed 
such a custom with disfavour. But 
this was where the girls were of 
the romping sort; there had to be 
some things they were known not 
to do. As a general thing, more- 
over, the practice was confined to 
the decorous; it was a sign of cul- 
ture and quiet-tastes. All this made 
it innocent for Verena, whose life 
had exposed her to much worse 
dangers; but. the thing referred it- 
self in Olive’s mind to a danger 
which cast a perpetual shadow 
there — the possibility of the girl’s 
embarking with some ingenuous 
youth on an expedition that would 
last much longer than an evening. 
She was haunted, in a word, with 
the fear that Verena would marry, 
a fate to which she was altogether 
unprepared to surrender her; and 
this made her look with suspicion 
upon all male acquaintance. 

Mr. Pardon was not the only 
one she knew; she had an exam- 
ple of the rest in the persons of 
two young Harvard law-students, 
who presented themselves after 
tea on this same occasion. As they 
sat there Olive wondered whether 
Verena. had kept something from 
her, whether she were, after all 
(like so many other girls in Cam- 
bridge), a college-“belle,” an object 
of frequentation to undergraduates. 
It was natural that at the seat of a 
big university there should be girls. 
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like that, with students dangling 
after them, but she didn’t want 
Verena to be one of them. There 
were some that received the Sen- 
iors and Juniors; others that were 
accessible to Sophomores and 
Freshmen. Certain young ladies 
distinguished the professional stu- 
dents; there was a group, even, 
that was on the best terms with 
the young men who were study- 
ing for the Unitarian ministry in 
that queer little barrack at the end 
of Divinity Avenue. The advent of 
the new visitors made Mrs. Tar- 
rant bustle immensely; but after 
she had caused every one to 
change places two or three times 
with every one else the company 
subsided into a circle which was 
occasionally broken by wandering 
movements on the part of her hus- 
band, who, in the absence of any- 
thing to say on any subject what- 
ever, placed himself at different 
points in listening attitudes, shak- 
ing his head slowly up and down, 
and gazing at the carpet with an 
air of supernatural attention. Mrs. 
Tarrant asked the young men 
from the Law School about their 
studies, and whether they meant 
to follow them up seriously; said 
she thought some of the laws were 
very unjust, and she hoped they 
meant to try and improve them. 
She had suffered by the laws her- 
self, at the time her father died; 
she hadn’t got half the prop’ty she 
should have got if they had been 
different. She thought they should 
be for public matters, not for peo- 
ple’s private affairs; the idea al- 
ways seemed to her to keep you 


down if you were down, and to 
hedge you in with difficulties. 
Sometimes she thought it was a 
wonder how she had developed in 
the face of so many; but it was a 
proof that freedom was every- 
where, if you only knew how to 
look for it. 

The two young men were in the 
best humour; they greeted these 
sallies with a merriment of which, 
though it was courteous in form, 
Olive was by no means unable to 
define the spirit. They talked nat- 
urally more with Verena than with 
her mother; and while they were 
so engaged Mrs. Tarrant explained 
to her who they were, and how 
one of them, the smaller, who was 
not quite so spruce, had brought 
the other, his particular friend, to 
introduce him. This friend, Mr. 
Burrage, was from New York; he 
was very fashionable, he went out 
a great deal in Boston (“I have 
no doubt you know some of the 
placés,” said Mrs. Tarrant); his 
“fam’ly” was very rich. 

“Well, he knows plenty of that 
sort,” Mrs. Tarrant went on, “but 
he felt unsatisfied; he didn’t know 
any one like us. He told Mr. Gracie 
(that’s the little one) that he felt 
as if he must; it seemed as if he 
couldn’t hold out. So we told Mr. 
Gracie, of course, to bring him 
right round. Well, I hope he'll get 
something from us, I'm sure. He 
has been reported to be engaged 
to Miss Winkworth; I have no 
doubt you know who I mean. But 
Mr. Gracie says he hasn’t looked 
at her more than twice. That’s the 
way rumours fly round in that set, 
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I presume. Well, I am glad we are 
not in it, wherever we are! Mr. 
Gracie is very different; he is in- 
tensely plain, but I believe he is 
very learned. You don’t think him 
plain? Oh, you don’t know? Well, 
I suppose you don’t care, you must 
see so many. But I must say, when 
a young man looks like that, I call 
him painfully plain. I heard Doc- 
tor Tarrant make the remark the 
last time he was here. I don’t say 
but what the plainest are the best. 
Well, I had no idea we were go- 
ing to have a party when I asked 
you. I wonder whether Verena 
hadn’t better hand the cake; we 
generally find the students enjoy 
it so much.” 

This office was ultimately dele- 
gated to Selah, who, after a con- 
siderable absence, reappeared with 
a dish of dainties, which he pre- 
sented successively to each mem- 
ber of the company. Olive saw 
Verena lavish her smiles on Mr. 
Gracie and Mr. Burrage; the live- 
liest relation had established itself, 


and the latter gentleman in espe-. 


cial abounded in appreciative 
laughter. It might have been fan- 
cied, just from looking at the 
group, that Verena’s vocation was 
to smile and talk with young men 
who bent towards her; might have 
been fancied, that is, by a person 
less sure of the contrary than Ol- 
ive, who had reason to know that 
a “gifted being” is sent into the 
world for a very different purpose, 
and that making the time pass 
pleasantly for conceited young 
men is the last duty you are bound 
to think of if you happen to have 


a talent for embodying a cause. 
Olive tried to be glad that her 
friend had the richness of nature 
that makes a woman gracious 
without latent purposes; she re- 
flected that Verena was not in the 
smallest degree a flirt, that she was 
only enchantingly and universally 
genial, that nature had given her 
a beautiful smile, which fell im- 
partially on every one, man and 
woman, alike. Olive may have 
been right, but it shall be confided 
to the reader that in reality she 
never knew, by any sense of her 
own, whether Verena were a flirt 
or not. This young lady could not 
possibly have told her (even if she 
herself knew, which she didn’t), 
and Olive, destitute of the quality, 
had no means of taking the meas- 
ure in another of the subtle femi- 
nine desire to please. She could 
see the difference between Mr. 
Gracie and Mr. Burrage; her be- 
ing bored by Mrs. Tarrant’s at- 
tempting to point it out is perhaps 
a proof of that. It was a curious in- 
cident of her zeal for the regener- 
ation of her sex that manly things 
were, perhaps on the whole, what 
she understood best. Mr. Burrage 
was rather a handsome youth, 
with a laughing, clever face, a 
certain sumptuosity of apparel, an 
air of belonging to the “fast set” 
—a precocious, good-natured man 
of the world, curious of new sen- 
sations and containing, perhaps, 
the making of a dilettante. Being, 
doubtless, a little ambitious, and 
liking to flatter himself that he 
appreciated worth in lowly forms, 
he had associated himself with the 
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ruder but at the same time acuter 
personality of a genuine son of 
New England, who had a harder 
head than his own and a humour 
in reality more cynical, and who, 
having earlier knowledge of the 
Tarrants, had undertaken to show 
him something indigenous and cu- 
rious, possibly even fascinating. 
Mr. Gracie was short, with a big 
head; he wore eye-glasses, looked 
unkempt, almost rustic, and said 
good things with his ugly lips. Ve- 
rena had replies for a good many 
of them, and a pretty colour came 
into her face as she talked. Olive 
could see that she produced her- 
self quite as well as one of these 
gentlemen had foretold the other 
that she would. Miss Chancellor 
knew what had passed between 
them as well as if she had heard 
it; Mr. Gracie had promised that 
he would lead her on, that she 
should justify his description and 
prove the raciest of her class. They 
would laugh about her as they 
went away, lighting their cigars, 
and for many days afterwards their 
discourse would be enlivened with 
quotations from the “women’s 
rights girl.” 

It was amazing how many ways 
men had of being antipathetic; 
these two were very different from 
Basil Ransom, and different from 
each other, and yet the manner of 
each conveyed an insult to one’s 
womanhood. The worst of the case 
was that Verena would be sure 
not to perceive this outrage — not 
to dislike them in consequence. 
There were so many things that 
she hadn’t yet learned to dislike, 


in spite of her friend’s earnest ef- 
forts to teach her. She had the 
idea vividly (that was the marvel) 
of the cruelty of man, of his im- 
memorial injustice; but it re- 
mained abstract, platonic; she 
didn’t detest him in consequence. 
What was the use of her having 
that sharp, inspired vision of the 
history of the sex (it was, as she 
had said herself, exactly like Joan 
of Arc’s absolutely supernatural 
apprehension of the state of 
France), if she wasn’t going to 
carry it out, if she was going to 
behave as the ordinary pusillani- 
mous, conventional young lady? It 
was all very well for her to have 
said that first day that she would 
renounce: did she look, at such a 
moment as this, like a young 
woman who had renounced? Sup- 
pose this glittering, laughing Bur- 
rage youth, with his chains and 
rings and shining shoes, should 
fall in love with her and try to 
bribe her, with his great posses- 
sions, to practise renunciations of 
another kind —to give up her holy 
work and to go with him to New 
York, there to live as his wife, 
partly bullied, partly pampered, in 
the accustomed Burrage manner? 
There was as little comfort for Ol- 
ive as there had been on the 
whole alarm in the recollection of 
that off-hand speech of Verena’s 
about her preference for “free 
unions.” This had been mere maid- 
en flippancy; she had not known 
the meaning of what she said. 
Though she had grown up among 
people who took for granted all 
sorts of queer laxities, she had 
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kept the consummate innocence of 
the American girl, that innocence 
which was the greatest of all, for 
it had survived the abolition of 
walls and locks; and of the various 
remarks that had dropped from 
Verena expressing this quality that 
startling observation certainly ex- 
pressed it most. It implied, at any 
rate, that unions of some kind or 
other had her approval, and did 
not exclude the dangers that might 
arise from encounters with young 
men in search of sensations. 
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Mr. Parpon, as Olive observed, 
was a little out of this combina- 
tion; ‘but he was not a person to 
allow himself to droop. He came 
and seated himself by Miss Chan- 
cellor and broached a literary sub- 
ject; he asked her if she were fol- 
lowing any of the current “serials” 
in the magazines. On her telling 
him that she never followed any- 
thing of that sort, he undertook a 
defence of the serial system, which 
she presently reminded him that 
she had not attacked. He was not 
discouraged by this retort, but 
glided gracefully off to the ques- 
tion of Mount Desert; conversation 
on some subject or other being ev- 
idently a necessity of his nature. 
He talked very quickly and softly, 
with words, and even sentences, 
imperfectly formed; there was a 
certain amiable flatness in his 
tone, and he abounded in exclama- 


tions —“Goodness_ gracious!” and 
“Mercy on us!” — not much in use 
among the sex whose profanity is 
apt to be coarse. He had small, 
fair features, remarkably neat, and 
pretty ones, and a moustache that 
he caressed, and an air of juvenil- 
ity much at variance with his griz- 
zled locks, and the free familiar 
reference in which he was apt to 


‘indulge to his career as a journal- 


ist. His friends knew that in spite 
of his delicacy and his prattle he 
was what they called a live man; 
his appearance was perfectly rec- 
oncilable with a large degree of 
literary enterprise. It should be 
explained that for the most part 
they attached to this idea the 
same meaning as Selah Tarrant — 
a state of intimacy with the news- 
papers, the cultivation of the great 
arts of publicity. For this ingen- 
uous son of his age all distinction 
between the person and the artist 
had ceased to exist; the writer was 
personal, the person food for news- 
boys, and everything and every 
one were every one’s business. All 
things, with him, referred them- 
selves to print, and print meant 
simply infinite reporting, a promp- 
titude of announcement, abusive 
when necessary, or even when not, 
about his  fellow-citizens. He 
poured contumely on their pri- 
vate life, on their personal appear- 
ance, with the best conscience in 
the world. His faith, again, was 
the faith of Selah Tarrant — that 
being in the newspapers is a con- 
dition of bliss, and that it would 
be fastidious to question the terms 
of the privilege. He was an en- 
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fant de la balle, as the French say; 
he had begun his career, at the 
age of fourteen, by going he 
rounds of the hotels, to cull flow- 
ers from the big, greasy registers 
which lie on the marble counters; 
and he might flatter himself that 
he had contributed in his measure, 
and on behalf of a vigilant public 
opinion, the pride of a democratic 
State, to the great end of prevent- 
ing the American citizen from 
attempting clandestine journeys. 
Since then he had ascended other 
steps of the same ladder; he was 
the most brilliant young inter- 
viewer on the Boston press. He 
was particularly successful in 
drawing out the ladies; he had 
condensed into shorthand many of 
the most celebrated women of his 
time — some of these daughters of 
fame were very voluminous — and 
he was supposed to have a remark- 
ably insinuating way of waiting 
upon prime donne and actresses 
the morning after their arrival, or 
sometimes the very evening, while 
their luggage was being brought 
up. He was only twenty-eight 
years old, and, with his hoary 
head, was a thoroughly modern 
young man; he had no idea of not 
taking advantage of all the mod- 
ern conveniences. He regarded 
the mission of mankind upon earth 
as a perpetual evolution of tele- 
grams; everything to him was very 
much the same, he had no sense 
of proportion or quality; but the 
newest thing was what came near- 
est exciting in his mind the senti- 
ment of respect. He was an object 
of extreme admiration to Selah 


Tarrant, who believed that he had 
mastered all the secrets of success, 
and who, when Mrs. Tarrant re- 
marked (as she had done more 
than once) that it looked as if Mr. 
Pardon was really coming after 
Verena, declared that if he was, 
he was one of the few young men 
he should want to see in that con- 
nection, one of the few he should 
be willing to allow to handle her. 
It was Tarrant’s conviction that if 
Matthias Pardon should seek Ve- 
rena in marriage, it would be with 
a view to producing her in public; 
and the advantage for the girl of 
having a husband who was at the 
same time reporter, interviewer, 
manager, agent, who had the com- 
mand of the principal “dailies,” , 
would write her up and work her, 
as it were, scientifically — the at- 
traction of all this was too obvious 
to be insisted on. Matthias had a 
mean opinion of Tarrant, thought 
him quite second-rate, a votary of 
played-out causes. It was his im- 
pression that he himself was in 
love with Verena, but his passion 
was not a jealous one, and included 
a remarkable disposition to share 
the object of his affection with the 
American. people. 

He talked some time to Olive 
about Mount Desert, told her that 
in his letters he had described the 
company at the different hotels. 


' He remarked, however, that a cor- 


respondent suffered a good deal 
to-day from the competition of the 
“lady-writers”; the sort of article 
they produced was sometimes 
more acceptable to the papers. He 
supposed she would be glad to 
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hear that—he knew she was so 
interested in woman’s having a 
free field. They certainly made 
lovely correspondents; they picked 
up something bright before you 
could turn round; there wasn’t 
much you could keep away from 
them; you had to be lively if you 
wanted to get there first. Of 
course, they were naturally more 
chatty, and that was the style of 
literature that seemed to take 
most to-day; only they didn’t write 
much but what ladies would want 
to read. Of course, he knew there 
were millions of lady-readers, but 
he intimated that he didn’t ad- 
dress himself exclusively to the 
gyneceum; he tried to put in 
something that would interest all 
parties. If you read a lady’s letter 
you knew pretty well in advance 
what you would find. Now, what 
he tried for was that you shouldn’t 
have the least idea; he always tried 
to have something that would 
make you jump. Mr. Pardon was 
not conceited more, at least, than 
is proper when youth and success 
go hand in hand, and it was nat- 
ural he should not know in what 
spirit Miss Chancellor listened to 
him. Being aware that she was a 
woman of culture his desire was 
simply to supply her with the pab- 
ulum that she would expect. She 
thought him very inferior; she had 


heard he was intensely bright, but ' 


there was probably some mistake; 
there couldn’t be any danger for 
Verena from a mind that took 
merely a gossip’s view of great 
tendencies. Besides, he wasn’t half 
educated, and it was her belief, 


or at least her hope, that an edu- 
cative process was now going on 
for Verena (under her own direc- 
tion), which would enable her to 
make such a discovery for herself. 
Olive had a standing quarrel with | 
the levity, the good-nature, of the 
judgments of the day; many of 
them seemed to her weak to im- 
becility, losing sight of all meas- 
ures and standards, lavishing su- 
perlatives, delighted to be fooled. 
The age seemed to her relaxed 
and demoralised, and I believe she 
looked to the influx of the great 
feminine element to make it feel 
and speak more sharply. 

“Well, it’s a privilege to hear 
you two talk together,” Mrs. Tar- 
rant said to her; “it’s what I call 
real conversation. It isn’t often we 
have anything so fresh; it makes 
me feel as if I wanted to join in. 
I scarcely know whom to listen to 
most; Verena seems to be having 
such a time with those gentlemen. 
First I catch one thing and then 
another; it seems as if I couldn’t 
take it all in. Perhaps I ought to 
pay more attention to Mr. Burrage; 
I don’t want him to think we are 
not so cordial as they are in New 
York.” 

She decided to draw nearer to 
the trio on the other side of the 
room, for she had perceived (as 
she devoutly hoped Miss Chancel- 
lor had not), that Verena was en- 
deavouring to persuade either of 
her companions to go and talk to 
her dear friend, and that these un- 
scrupulous young men, after a 
glance over their shoulder, ap- 
peared to plead for remission, te 
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intimate that this was not what 
they had come round for. Selah 
wandered out of the room again 
with his collection of cakes, and 
Mr. Pardon began to talk to Olive 
about Verena, to say that he felt 
as if he couldn’t say all he did feel 
with regard to the interest she had 
shown in her. Olive could not im- 
agine why he was called upon to 
say or to feel anything, and she 
gave him short answers; while the 
poor young man, unconscious of 
his doom, remarked that he hoped 
she wasn’t going to exercise any 
influence that would prevent Miss 
Tarrant from taking the rank that 
belonged to her. He thought there 
was too much hanging back; he 
wanted to see her in a front seat; 
he wanted to see her name in the 
biggest kind of bills and her por- 
trait in the windows of the stores. 
She had genius, there was no 
doubt of that, and she would take 
a new line altogether. She had 
charm, and there was a great de- 
mand for that nowadays in con- 
nection with new ideas. There 
were so many that seemed to have 
fallen dead for want of it. She 
ought to be carried straight ahead; 
she ought to walk right up to the 
top. There was a want of bold ac- 
tion; he didn’t see what they were 
waiting for. He didn’t suppose they 
were waiting till she was fifty years 
old; there were old ones enough 
in the field. He knew that Miss 
Chancellor appreciated the advan- 
tage of her girlhood, because Miss 
Verena had told him so. Her fa- 
ther was dreadfully slack, and the 
winter was ebbing away. Mr. Par- 


don went so far as to say that if 
Dr. Tarrant didn’t see his way to 
do something, he should feel as if 
he should want to take hold him- 
self. He expressed a hope at the 
same time that Olive had not any 
views that would lead her to bring 
her influence to bear to make Miss 
Verena -hold back; also that she 
wouldn’t consider that he pressed 
in too much. He knew that was a 
charge that people brought against 
newspaper-men —that they were 
rather apt to cross the line. He 
only worried because he thought 
those who were no doubt nearer 
to Miss Verena than he could hope 
to be were not sufficiently alive. 
He knew that she had appeared 
in two or three parlours since that 
evening at Miss Birdseye’s, and he 
had heard of the delightful occa- 
sion at Miss Chancellor's own 
house, where so many of the first 
families had been invited to meet 
her. (This was an allusion to a 
small luncheon-party that Olive 
had given, when Verena dis- 
coursed to a dozen matrons and 
spinsters, selected by her hostess 
with infinite consideration and 
many spiritual scruples; a report of 
the affair, presumably from the 
hand of the young Matthias, who 
naturally had not been present, ap- 
peared with extraordinary prompt- 
ness in an evening-paper.) That 
was very well so far as it went, 
but he wanted something on an- 
other scale, something so big that 
people would have to go round if 
they wanted to get past. Then 
lowering his voice a little, he men- 
tioned what it was: a lecture in 
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the Music Hall, at fifty cents a 
ticket, without her father, right 
there on her own basis. He low- 
ered his voice still more and re- 
vealed to Miss Chancellor his in- 
nermost thought, having first as- 
sured himself that Selah was still 
absent and that Mrs. Tarrant was 
inquiring of Mr. Burrage whether 
he visited much on the new land. 
The truth was, Miss Verena want- 
ed to “shed” her father altogether; 
she didn’t want him pawing round 
her that way before she began; it 
didn’t add in the least to the at- 
traction. Mr. Pardon expressed the 
conviction that Miss Chancellor 
agreed with him in this, and it re- 
quired a great effort of mind on 
Olive’s part, so small was her de- 
sire to act in concert with Mr. 
Pardon, to admit to herself that 
she did. She asked him, with a 
certain lofty coldness—he didn’t 
make her shy, now, a bit — wheth- 
er he took a great interest in the 
improvement of the position of 
women. The question appeared to 
strike the young man as abrupt 
and irrelevant, to come down on 
him from a height with which he 
was not accustomed to hold inter- 
course. He was used to quick op- 
erations, however, and he had only 
a moment of bright blankness be- 
fore replying: 

“Oh, there is nothing I wouldn’t 
do for the ladies; just give me a 
chance and you'll see.” 

Olive was silent a moment. 
“What I mean is—is your sym- 
pathy a sympathy with our sex, or 
a particular interest in Miss Tar- 
rant?” 


“Well, sympathy is just sym- 
pathy —that’s all I can say. It 
takes in Miss Verena and it takes 
in all others — except the lady-cor- 
respondents,” the young man add- 
ed, with a jocosity which, as he 
perceived even at the moment, was 
lost on Verena’s friend. He was 
not more successful when he went 
on: “It takes in even you, Miss 
Chancellor!” 

Olive rose to her feet, hesitat- 
ing; she wanted to go away, and 
yet she couldn’t bear to leave Ve- 
rena to be exploited, as she felt 
that she would be after her de- 
parture, that indeed she had al- 
ready been, by those offensive 
young men. She had a strange 
sense, too, that her friend had 
neglected her for the last half- 
hour, had not been occupied with 
her, had placed a barrier between 
them—a barrier of broad male 
backs, of laughter that verged up- 
on coarseness, of glancing smiles 
directed across the room, directed 
to Olive, which seemed rather to 
disconnect her with what was go- 
ing forward on that side than to 
invite her to take part in it. If Ve- 
rena recognised that Miss Chancel- 
lor was not in report, as her father 
said, when jocose young men ruled 
the scene, the discovery implied 
no great penetration; but the poor 
girl might have reflected further 
that to see it taken for granted 
that she was unadapted for such 
company could scarcely be more 
agreeable to Olive than to be 
dragged into it. This young lady’s 
worst apprehensions were now jus- 
tified by Mrs. Tarrant’s crying to 
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her that she must not go, as Mr. 
Burrage and Mr. Gracie were try- 
ing to persuade Verena to give 
them a little specimen of inspira- 
tional speaking, and she was sure 
her daughter would comply in a 
moment if Miss Chancellor would 
just tell her to compose herself. 
They had got to own up to it, 
Miss Chancellor could do more 
with her than any one else; but 
Mr. Gracie and Mr. Burrage had 
excited her so that she was afraid 
it would be rather an unsuccessful 
effort. The whole group had got 
up, and Verena came to Olive 
with her hands outstretched and 
no signs of a bad conscience in 
her bright face. 

“I know you like me to speak so 
much — [ll try to say something if 
you want me to. But I’m afraid 
there are not enough people; I 
can't do much with a small audi- 
ence.” 

“I wish we had brought some of 
our friends—they would have 
been delighted to come if we had 
given them a chance,” said Mr. 
Burrage. “There is an immense 
desire throughout the University 
to hear you, and there is no such 
sympathetic audience as an audi- 
ence of Harvard men. Gracie and 
I are only two, but Gracie is a 
host in himself, and I am sure he 
will say as much of me.” The 
young man spoke these words 
freely and lightly, smiling at Ve- 
rena, and even a little at Olive, 
with the air of one to whom a 
mastery of clever “chaff” was com- 
monly attributed. 

“Mr. Burrage listens even bet- 


ter than he talks,” his companion 
declared. “We have the habit of 
attention at lectures, you know. To 
be lectured by you would be an 
advantage indeed. We are sunk 
in ignorance and prejudice.” 

“Ah, my prejudices,” Burrage 
went on; “if you could see them 
—TI assure you they are something 
monstrous!” 

“Give them a regular ducking 
and make them gasp,” Matthias 
Pardon cried. “If you want an op- 
portunity to act on Harvard Col- 
lege, now’s your chance. These 
gentlemen will carry the news; it 
will be the narrow end of the 
wedge.” 

“I can’t tell what you like,” Ve- 
rena said, still looking into Olive’s 
eyes. 

“Tm sure Miss Chancellor likes 
everything here,” Mrs. Tarrant re- 
marked, with a noble confidence. 

Selah had reappeared by this 
time; his lofty, contemplative per- 
son was framed by the doorway. 
“Want to try a little inspiration?” 
he inquired, looking round on the 
circle with an encouraging inflec- 
tion. 

“Tll do it alone, if you prefer,” 
Verena said, soothingly to her 
friend. “It might be a good chance 
to try without father.” 

“You don’t mean to say you 
ain’t going to be supported?” Mrs. 
Tarrant exclaimed, with dismay. 

“Ah, I beseech you, give us the 
whole programme —don’t omit 
any leading feature!” Mr. Burrage 
was heard to plead. 

“My only interest is to draw her 
out,” said Selah, defending his in- 
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tegrity. “I will drop right out if I 
don’t seem to vitalise. I have no 
desire to draw attention to my 
own poor gifts.” This declaration 
appeared to be addressed to Miss 
Chancellor. 

“Well, there will be more in- 
spiration if you don’t touch her,” 
Matthias Pardon said to him. “It 
will seem to come right down 
from — well, wherever it does come 
from.” 

“Yes, we don’t pretend to say 
that,” Mrs. Tarrant murmured. 

This little discussion had 
brought the blood to Olive’s face; 
she felt that every one present 
was looking at her— Verena most 
of all—and that here was a chance 
to take a more complete posses- 
sion of the girl. Such chances were 
agitating; moreover, she didn’t 
like, on any occasion, to be so 
prominent. But everything that 
had been said was benighted and 
vulgar; the place seemed thick 
with the very atmosphere out of 
which she wished to lift Verena. 
They were treating her as a show, 
as a social resource, and the two 
young men from the College were 
laughing at her shamelessly. She 
was not meant for that, and Olive 
would save her. Verena was so 
simple, she couldn’t see herself; 
she was the only pure spirit in the 
odious group. 

“I want you to address audi- 
ences that are worth addressing — 
to convince people who are serious 
and sincere.” Olive herself, as she 


spoke, heard the great shake in 


her voice. “Your mission is not to 


exhibit yourself as a pastime for 
individuals, but to touch the heart 
of communities, of nations.” 

“Dear madam, I’m sure Miss 
Tarrant will touch my heart!” Mr. 
Burrage objected, gallantly. 

“Well, I don’t know but she 
judges you young men fairly,” said 
Mrs. Tarrant, with a sigh. 

Verena, diverted a moment 
from her communion with her 
friend, considered Mr. Burrage 
with a smile. “I don’t believe you 
have got any heart, and I shouldn’t 
care much if you had!” 

“You have no idea how much 
the way you say that increases my 
desire to hear you speak.” 

“Do as you please, my dear,” 
said Olive, almost inaudibly. “My 
carriage must be there—I must 
leave you, in any case.” 

“I can see you don’t want it,” 
said Verena, wondering. “You 
would stay if you liked it, wouldn’t 
you?” 

“I don’t know what I should do. 
Come out with me!” Olive spoke 
almost with fierceness. 

“Well, you'll send them away 
no better than they came,” said 
Matthias Pardon. 

“I guess you had better come 
round some other night,” Selah 
suggested pacifically, but with a 
significance which fell upon Ol- 
ive’s ear, 

Mr. Gracie seemed inclined to 
make the sturdiest protest. “Look 
here, Miss Tarrant; do you want 
to save Harvard College, or do 
you not?” he demanded, with a 
humorous frown. 
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“T didn’t know you were Harvard 
College!” Verena returned as hu- 
morously. a 

“T am afraid you are rather dis- 
appointed in your evening if you 
expected to obtain some insight 
into our ideas,” said Mrs. Tarrant, 
with an air of impotent sympathy, 
to Mr. Gracie. 

“Well, good-night, Miss Chan- 
cellor,” she went on; “I hope 
you've got a warm wrap. I sup- 
pose youll think we go a good 
deal by what you say in this house. 
Well, most people don’t object to 
that. There’s a little hole right 
there in the porch; it seems as if 
Doctor Tarrant couldn’t remem- 
ber to go for the man to fix it. I 
am afraid you'll think we're too 
much taken up with all these new 
hopes. Well, we have enjoyed see- 
ing you in our home; it quite 
raises my appetite for social inter- 
course. Did you come out on 
wheels? I can’t stand a sleigh my- 
self; it makes me sick.” 

This was her hostess’s response 
to Miss Chancellor’s very summary 
farewell, uttered as the three la- 
dies proceeded together to the 
door of the house. Olive had got 
herself out of the little parlour 
with a sort of blind, defiant dash; 
she had taken no perceptible leave 
of the rest of the company. When 
she was calm she had very good 
manners, but when she was agi- 
tated she was guilty of lapses, ev- 
ery one of which came back to 
her, magnified, in the watches of 
the night. Sometimes they excited 
remorse, and sometimes triumph; 


in the latter case she felt that she 
could not have been so justly vin- 
dictive in cold blood. Tarrant 
wished to guide her down the 
steps, out of the little yard, to her 
carriage; he reminded her that 
they had had ashes sprinkled on 
the planks on purpose. But she 
begged him to let her alone, she 
almost pushed him back; she drew 
Verena out into the dark fresh- 
ness, closing the door of the house 
behind her. There was a splendid 
sky, all blue-black and silver—a 
sparkling wintry vault, where the 
stars were like a myriad points of 
ice. The air was silent and sharp, 
and the vague snow looked cruel. 
Olive knew now very definitely 
what the promise was that she 
wanted Verena to make; but it was 
too cold, she could keep her there 
bareheaded but an instant. Mrs. 
Tarrant, meanwhile, in the par- 
lour, remarked that it seemed as if 
she couldn’t trust Verena with her 
own parents; and Selah intimated 
that, with a proper invitation, his 
daughter would be very happy to 
address Harvard College at large. 
Mr. Burrage and Mr. Gracie said 
they would invite her on the spot, 
in the name of the University; and 
Matthias Pardon reflected (and as- 
serted) with glee that this would 
be the newest thing yet. But he 
added that they would have a 
high time with Miss Chancellcr 
first, and this was evidently the 
conviction of the company. 

“I can see you are angry at 
something,” Verena said to Olive, 
as the two stood there in the star- 


517 


The Bostonians 


light. “I hope it isn’t me. What 
have I done?” 

“I am not angry —I am anxious. 
I am so afraid I shall lose you. 
Verena, don’t fail me—don’t fail 
me!” Olive spoke low, with a kind 
of passion. 

“Fail you? How can I fail?” 

“You can’t, of course you can’t. 
Your star is above you. But don’t 
listen to them.” 

“To whom do you mean, Olive? 
To my parents?” 

“Oh no, not your parents,” Miss 
Chancellor replied, with some 
sharpness. She paused a moment, 
and then she said: “I don’t care 
for your parents. I have told you 
that before; but now that I have 
seen them—as they wished, as 
you wished, and I didn’t —I don’t 
care for them; I must repeat it, 
Verena. I should be dishonest if I 
let you think I did.” 

“Why, Olive Chancellor!” Ve- 
rena murmured, as if she were 
trying, in spite of the sadness pro- 
duced by this declaration, to do 
justice to her friend’s impartiality. 

“Yes, I am hard; perhaps I am 
cruel; but we must be hard if we 
wish to triumph. Don’t listen to 
young men when they try to mock 
and muddle you. They don’t care 
for you; they don’t care for us. 
They care only for their pleasure, 
for what they believe to be the 
right of the stronger. The strong- 
er? I am not so sure!” 

“Some of them care so much — 
are supposed to care too much — 
for us,” Verena said, with a smile 
that looked dim in the darkness. 

“Yes, if we will give up every- 


thing. I have asked you before — 
are you prepared to give up?” 

“Do you mean, to give you up?” 

“No, all our wretched sisters — 
all our hopes and purposes — all 
that we think sacred and worth 
living for!” 

“Oh, they don’t want that, Ol- 
ive.” Verena’s smile became more 
distinct, and she added: “They 
don’t want so much as that!” 

“Well, then, go in and speak for 
them—and sing for them—and 
dance for them!” 

“Olive, you are cruel!” 

“Yes, I am. But promise me one 
thing, and I shall be — oh, so ten- 
der!” 

“What a strange place for prom- 
ises,” said Verena, with a shiver, 
looking about her into the night. 

“Yes, I am dreadful; I know it. 
But promise.” And Olive drew the 
girl nearer to her, flinging over her 
with one hand the fold of a cloak 
that hung ample upon her own 
meagre person, and holding her 
there with the other, while she 
looked at her, suppliant but half 
hesitating. “Promise!” she repeated. 

“Is is something terrible?” 

“Never to listen to one of them, 
never to be bribed ——” 

At this moment the house-door 
was opened again, and the light of 
the hall projected itself across the 
little piazza. Matthias Pardon 
stood in the aperture, and Tarrant 
and his wife, with the two other 
visitors, appeared to have come 
forward as well, to see what de- 
tained Verena. 

“You seem to have started a 
kind of lecture out here,” Mr. Par- 
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don said. “You ladies had - better 
look out, or you'll freeze together!” 

Verena was reminded by ~her 
mother that she would catch her 
death, but she had already heard 
sharply, low as they were spoken, 
five last words from Olive, who 
now abruptly released her and 
passed swiftly over the path from 
the porch to her waiting carriage. 
Tarrant creaked along, in pursuit, 
to assist Miss Chancellor; the oth- 
ers drew Verena into the house. 
“Promise me not to marry!” — that 
was what echoed in her startled 
mind, and repeated itself there 
when Mr. Burrage returned to the 
charge, asking her if she wouldn’t 
at least appoint some evening 
when they might listen to her. She 
knew that Olive’s injunction ought 
not to have surprised her; she had 
already felt it in the air; she would 
have said at any time, if she had 
been asked, that she didn’t sup- 
pose Miss Chancellor would want 
her to marry. But the idea, uttered 
as her friend had uttered it, had 
a new solemnity, and the effect of 
that quick, violent colloquy was to 
make her nervous and impatient, 
as if she had had a sudden glimpse 
of futurity. That was rather awful, 
even if it represented the fate one 
would like. 

When the two young men from 
the College pressed their petition, 
she asked, with a laugh that sur- 
prised them, whether they wished 
to “mock and muddle” her. They 
went away, assenting to Mrs. Tar- 
rant’s last remark: “I am afraid 
you'll fee] that you don’t quite un- 
derstand us yet.” Matthias Pardon 


remained; her father and mother, 
expressing their perfect confidence 
that he would excuse them, went 
to bed and left him sitting there. 
He stayed a good while longer, 
nearly an hour, and said things 
that made Verena think that he, 
perhaps, would like to marry her. 
But while she listened to him, more 
abstractedly than her custom was, 
she remarked to herself that there 
could be no difficulty in promising 
Olive so far as he was concerned. 
He was very pleasant, and he 
knew an immense deal about ev- 
erything, or, rather, about every 
one, and he would take her right 
into the midst of life. But she 
didn’t wish to marry him, all the 
same, and after he had gone she 
reflected that, once she came to 
think of it, she didn’t want to 
marry any one. So it would be 
easy, after all, to make Olive that 
promise, and it would give her so 
much pleasure! 
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THE NEXT time Verena saw Olive, 
she said to her that she was ready 
to make the promise she had asked 
the other night; but, to her great 
surprise, this young woman an- 
swered her by a question intended 
to check such rashness. Miss Chan- 
cellor: raised a warning finger; she 
had an air of dissuasion almost as 
solemn as her former pressure; her 
passionate impatience appeared to 
have given way to other consider- 
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ations, to be replaced by the res- 
ignation that comes with deeper 
reflection. It was tinged in this 
case, indeed, by such bitterness as 
might be permitted to a young 
lady who cultivated the brightness 
of a great faith. 

“Don’t you want any promise at 
present?” Verena asked. “Why, 
Olive, how you change!” 

“My dear child, you are so 
young — so strangely young. I am 
a thousand years old; I have lived 
through generations—through cen- 
turies. I know what I know by ex- 
perience; you know it by imagina- 
tion. That is consistent with your 
being the fresh, bright creature 
that you are. I am constantly for- 
getting the difference between us 
—that you are a mere child as yet, 
though a child destined for great 
things. I forgot it the other night, 
but I have remembered it since. 
You must pass through a certain 
phase, and it would be very wrong 
in me to pretend to suppress it. 
That is all clear to me now; I see 
it was my jealousy that spoke — 
my restless, hungry jealousy. I 
have far too much of that; I 
oughtn’t to give any one the right 
to say that it’s a woman’s quality. 
I don’t want your signature; I 
only want your confidence — only 
what springs from that. I hope 
with all my soul that you won’t 
marry; but if you don’t it must not 
be because you have promised me. 
You know what I think—that 
there is something noble done 
when one makes a sacrifice for a 
great good. Priests— when they 
were real priests — never married, 


and what you and I dream of do- 
ing demands of us a kind of priest- 
hood. It seems to me very poor, 
when friendship and faith and 
charity and the most interesting 
occupation in the world —when 
such a combination as this doesn’t 
seem, by itself, enough to live for. 
No man that I have ever seen 
cares a straw in his heart for what 
we are trying to accomplish. They 
hate it; they scorn it; they will 
try to stamp it out whenever they 
can. Oh yes, I know there are men 
who pretend to care for it; but 
they are not really men, and I 
wouldn’t be sure even of them! 
Any man that one would look at — 
with him, as a matter of course, it 
is war upon us to the knife. I don’t 
mean to say there are not some 
male beings who are willing to 
patronise us a little; to pat us on 
the back and recommend a few 
moderate concessions; to say that 
there are two or three little points 
in which society has not been 
quite just to us. But any man who 
pretends to accept our programme 
in toto, as you and I understand 
it, of his own free will, before he 
is forced to—such a person sim- 
ply schemes to betray us. There 
are gentlemen in plenty who would 
be glad to stop your mouth by 
kissing you! If you become dan- 
gerous some day to their selfish- 
ness, to their vested interests, to 
their immorality — as I pray heav- 
en every day, my dear friend, that 
you may! — it will be a grand thing 
for one of them if he can persuade 
you that he loves you. Then you 
will see what he will do with you, 
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and how far his love will take him! 
It would be a sad day for you and 
for me and for all of us, if you 
were to believe something of that 
kind. You see I am very calm now; 
I have thought it all out.” 

Verena had listened with ear- 
nest eyes. “Why, Olive, you are 
quite a speaker yourself!” she ex- 
claimed. “You would far surpass 
me if you would let yourself go.” 

Miss Chancellor shook her head 
with a melancholy that was not 
devoid of sweetness. “I can speak 
to you; but that is no proof. The 
very stones of the street —all the 
dumb things of nature — might find 
a voice to talk to you. I have no fa- 
cility; I am awkward and embar- 
rassed and dry.” When this young 
lady, after a struggle with the 
winds and waves of emotion, 
emerged into the quiet stream of 
a certain high reasonableness, she 
presented her most graceful as- 
pect; she had a tone of softness 
and sympathy, a gentle dignity, a 
serenity of wisdom, which sealed 
the appreciation of those who 
knew her well enough to like her, 
and which always impressed Ve- 
rena as something almost august. 
Such moods, however, were not 
often revealed to the public at 
large; they belonged to Miss Chan- 
cellor’s very private life. One of 
them had possession of her at pres- 
ent, and she went on to explain the 
inconsequence which had puzzled 
her friend with the same quiet 
clearness, the detachment from er- 
ror, of a woman whose self-scru- 
tiny has been as sharp as her 
deflection. 


“Don’t think me capricious if I 
say I would rather trust you with- 
out a pledge. I owe you, I owe 
every one, an apology for my 
rudeness and fierceness at your 
mother’s. It came over me — just 
seeing those young men — how ex- 
posed you are; and the idea made 
me (for the moment) frantic. I 
see your danger still, but I see 
other things too, and I have re- 
covered my balance. You must be 
safe, Verena — you must be saved; 
but your safety must not come 
from your having tied your hands. 
It must come from the growth of 
your perception; from your seeing 
things, of yourself, sincerely and 
with conviction, in the light in 
which I see them; from your feel- 
ing that for your work your free- 
dom is essential, and that there is 
no freedom for you and me save 
in religiously not doing what you 
will often be asked to do—and I 
never!” Miss Chancellor brought 
out these last words with a proud 
jerk which was not without its 
pathos. “Don’t promise, don’t 
promise!” she went on. “I would 
far rather you didn’t. But don't 
fail me — don’t fail me, or I shall 
die!” 

Her manner of repairing her in- 
consistency was altogether femi- 
nine: she wished to extract a cer- 
tainty at the same time that she 
wished to deprecate a pledge, and 
she would have been delighted to 
put Verena into the enjoyment of 
that freedom which was so impor- 
tant for her by preventing her ex- 
ercising it in a particular direc- 
tion. The girl was now completely 
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under her influence; she had latent 
curiosities and distractions — left to 
herself, she was not always think- 
ing of the unhappiness of women; 
but the touch of Olive’s tone 
worked a spell, and she found 
something to which at least a por- 
tion of her nature turned with ea- 
gerness in her companion’s wider 
knowledge, her elevation of view. 
Miss Chancellor was historic and 
philosophic; or, at any rate, she 
appeared so to Verena, who felt 
that through such an association 
one might at last intellectually 
command all life. And there was 
a simpler impulse; Verena wished 
to please her if only because she 
had such a dread of displeasing 
her. Olive’s displeasures, disap- 
pointments, disapprovals were 
tragic, truly memorable; she grew 
white under them, not shedding 
many tears, as a general thing, 
like inferior women (she cried 
when she was angry, not when she 
was hurt), but limping and pant- 
ing, morally, as if she had received 
a wound that she would carry for 
life. On the other hand, her com- 
mendations, her satisfactions were 
as soft as a west wind; and she 
had this sign, the rarest of all, of 
generosity, that she liked obliga- 
tions of gratitude when they were 
not laid upon her by men. Then, 
indeed, she scarcely recognised 
them. She considered men in gen- 
eral as so much in the debt of the 
opposite sex that any individual 
woman had an unlimited credit 
with them; she could not possibly 
overdraw the general feminine ac- 
count. The unexpected temperance 


of her speech on this subject of 
Verena’s accessibility to matrimo- 
nial error seemed to the girl to 
have an antique beauty, a wisdom 
purged of worldly elements; it re- 
minded her of qualities that she 
believed to have been proper to 
Electra or Antigone. This made 
her wish the more to do something 
that would gratify Olive; and in 
spite of her friend’s dissuasion she 


declared that she should like to 


“promise. “I will promise, at any 


rate, not to marry any of those 
gentlemen that were at the house,” 
she said. “Those seemed to be the 
ones you were principally afraid 
of.” 

“You will promise not to marry 
any one you don’t like,” said Olive. 
“That would be a great comfort!” 

“But I do like Mr. Burrage and 
Mr. Gracie.” 

“And Mr. Matthias 
What a name!” 

“Well, he knows how to make 
himself agreeable. He can tell 
you everything you want to 
know.” 

“You mean everything you don’t! 
Well, if you like every one, I 
haven’t the least objection. It 
would only be preferences that I 
should find alarming. I am not the 
least afraid of your marrying a re- 
pulsive man; your danger would 
come from an attractive one.” 

“Tm glad to hear you admit that 
some are attractive!” Verena ex- 
claimed, with the light laugh 
which her reverence for Miss 
Chancellor had not yet quenched. 
“It sometimes seems as if there 
weren't any you could like!” 


Pardon? 
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“I can imagine a man I should 
like very much,” Olive replied, 
after a moment. “But I don’t Tike 
those I see. They seem to me poor 
creatures.” And, indeed, her upper- 
most feeling in regard to them 
was a kind of cold scorn; she 
thought most of them palterers and 
bullies. The end of the colloquy 
was that Verena, having assented, 
with her usual docility, to her 
companion’s optimistic contention 
that it was a “phase,” this taste for 
evening-calls from collegians and 
newspaper-men, and would conse- 
quently pass away with the growth 
of her mind, remarked that the in- 
justice of men might be an acci- 
dent or might be a part of their 
nature, but at any rate she should 
have to change a good deal before 
she should want to marry. 

About the middle of December, 
Miss Chancellor received a visit 
from Matthias Pardon, who had 
come to ask her what she meant to 
do about Verena. She had never 
invited him to call upon her, and 
the appearance of a gentleman 
whose desire to see her was so irre- 
pressible as to dispense with such 
a preliminary was not in her 
career an accident frequent enough 
to have taught her equanimity. 
She thought Mr. Pardon’s visit a 
liberty; but, if she expected to 
convey this idea to him by with- 
holding any suggestion that he 
should sit down, she was greatly 
mistaken, inasmuch as he cut the 
ground from under her feet by 
himself offering her a chair. His 
manner represented hospitality 
enough for both of them, and she 


was obliged to listen, on the edge 
of her sofa (she could at least 
seat herself where she liked), to 
his extraordinary inquiry. Of course 
she was not obliged to answer it, 
and indeed she scarcely under- 
stood it. He explained that it was 
prompted by the intense interest 
he felt in Miss Verena; but that 
scarcely made it more compre- 
hensible, such a sentiment (on his 
part) being such a curious mix- 
ture. He had a sort of enamel of 
good humour which showed that 
his indelicacy was his profession; 
and he asked for revelations of the 
vie intime of his victims with the 
bland confidence of a fashionable 
physician inquiring about symp- 
toms. He wanted to know what 
Miss Chancellor meant to do, be- 
cause if she didn’t mean to do any- 
thing, he had an idea — which he 
wouldn’t conceal from her — of go- 
ing into the enterprise himself. 
“You see, what I should like to 
know is this: do you consider that 
she belongs to you, or that she 
belongs to the people? If she be- 
longs to you, why don’t you bring 
her out?” 

He had no purpose and no con- 
sciousness of being impertinent; 
he only wished to talk over the 
matter sociably with Miss Chan- 
cellor. He knew, of course, that 
there was a presumption she would 
not be sociable, but no presump- 
tion had yet deterred him from 
presenting a surface which he be- 
lieved to be polished till it shone; 
there was always a larger one in 
favour of his power to penetrate 
and of the majesty of the “great 
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dailies.” Indeed, he took so many 
things for granted that Olive re- 
mained dumb while she regarded 
them; and he availed himself of 
what he considered as a fortunate 
opening to be really very frank. 
He reminded her that he had 
known Miss Verena a good deal 
longer than she; he had travelled 
out to Cambridge the other winter 
(when he could get an off-night), 
with the thermometer at ten be- 
low zero. He had always thought 
her attractive, but it wasn’t till 
this season that his eyes had been 
fully opened. Her talent had ma- 
tured, and now he had no hesita- 
tion in calling her brilliant. Miss 
Chancellor could imagine whether, 
as an old friend, he could watch 
such a beautiful unfolding with 
indifference. She would fascinate 
the people, just as she had fascin- 
* ated her (Miss Chancellor), and, 
he might be permitted to add, 
himself. The fact was, she was a 
great card, and some one ought 
to play it. There never had been 
a more attractive female speaker 
before the American public; she 
would walk right past Mrs. Far- 
rinder, and Mrs. Farrinder knew 
it. There was room for both, no 
doubt, they had such a different 
style; anyhow, what he wanted 
to show was that there was room 
for Miss Verena. She didn’t want 
any more tuning-up, she wanted 
to break right out. Moreover, he 
felt that any gentleman who should 
lead her to success would win 
her esteem; he might even attract 
her more powerfully — who could 
tell? If Miss Chancellor wanted 


to attach her permanently, she 
ought to push her right forward. 
He gathered from what Miss 
Verena had told him that she 
wanted to make her study up the 
subject a while longer — follow 
some kind of course. Well, now, 
he could assure her that there 
was no preparation so good as just 
seeing a couple of thousand people 
down there before you who have 
paid their money to have you tell 
them something. Miss Verena was 
a natural genius, and he hoped 
very much she wasn’t going to 
take the nature out of her. She 
could study up as she went along; 
she had got the great thing that 
you couldn't learn, a kind of 
divine afflatus, as the ancients used 
to say, and she had better just 
begin on that. He wouldn’t deny 
what was the matter with him; 
he was quite under the spell, and 
his admiration made him want 
to see her where she belonged. He 
shouldn’t care so much how she 
got there, but it would certainly 
add to his pleasure if he could 
show her up to her place. There- 
fore, would Miss Chancellor just 
tell him this: How long did she 
expect to hold her back; how long 
did she expect a humble adr ‘rer 
to waitP Of course he hadn’t come 
there to cross-question her; there 
was one thing he trusted he always 
kept clear of; when he was indis- 
creet he wanted to know it. He had 
come with a proposal of his own, 
and he hoped it would seem a 
sufficient warrant for his visit. 
Would Miss Chancellor be willing 
to divide a — the — well, he might 
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call it the responsibilities? Couldn’t 
they run Miss Verena together? 
In this case, every one would be 
satisfied. She could travel round 
with her as her companion, and 
he would see that the American 
people walked up. If Miss Chan- 
cellor would just let her go a lit- 
tle, he would look after the rest. 
He wanted no odds; he only 
wanted her for about an hour and 
a half three or four evenings a 
week. 

Olive had time, in the course of 
this appeal, to make her faculties 
converge, to ask herself what she 
could say to this prodigious young 
man that would make him feel as 
how. base a thing she held his 
proposal that they should consti- 
tute themselves into a company 
for drawing profit from Verena. 
Unfortunately, the most sarcastic 
inquiry that could occur to her as 
a response was also the most 
obvious one, so that he hesitated 
but a moment with his rejoinder 
after she had asked him how many 
thousand of dollars he expected 
to make. 

“For Miss Verena? It depends 
upon the time. She’d run for ten 
years, at least. I can’t figure it up 
till all the States have been heard 
from,” he said, smiling. 

“I don’t mean for Miss Tarrant, 
I mean for you,” Olive returned, 
with the impression that she was 
looking him straight in the eye. 

“Oh, as many as youll leave 
me!” Matthias Pardon answered, 
with a laugh that contained all, 
and more than all, the jocularity 
of the American press. “To speak 


seriously,” he added, “I don’t want 
to make money out of it.” 

“What do you want to make, 
then?” 

“Well, I want to make history! 
I want to help the ladies.” 

“The ladies?” Olive murmured. 
“What do you know about ladies?” 
she was on the point of adding, 
when his promptness checked her. 

“All over the world. 'I want to 
work for their emancipation. I 
regard it as the great modern 
question.” 

Miss Chancellor got up now; 
this was rather too strong. Whether, 
eventually, she was successful in 
what she attempted, the reader of 
her history will judge; but at this 
moment she had not that promise 
of success which resides in a wil- 
lingness to make use of every aid 
that offers. Such is the penalty of 
being of a fastidious, exclusive, 
uncompromising nature; of seeing 
things not simply and _ sharply, 
but in perverse relations, in inter- 
twisted strands. It seemed to our 
young lady that nothing could be 
less attractive than to owe her 
emancipation to such a one as 
Matthias Pardon; and it is curious 
that those qualities which he had 
in common with Verena, and 
which in her seemed to Olive ro- 
mantic and touching — her having 
sprung from the “people,” had an 
acquaintance with poverty, a 
hand-to-mouth development, and 
an experience of the seamy side 
of life—availed in no degree to 
conciliate Miss Chancellor. I sup- 
pose it was because he was a man. 
She told him that she was much 
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obliged to him for his offer, but 
that he evidently didn’t under- 
stand Verena and herself. No, not 
even Miss Tarrant, in spite of 
his long acquaintance with her. 
They had no desire to be notori- 
ous; they only wanted to be use- 
ful. They had no wish to make 
money; there would always be 
plenty of money for Miss Tarrant. 
Certainly, she should come before 
the public, and the world would 
acclaim her and hang upon her 
words; but crude, precipitate ac- 
tion was what both of them least 
desired. The change in the dread- 
ful position of women was not a 
question for to-day simply, or for 
to-morrow, but for many years to 
come; and there would be a great 
deal to think of, to map out. One 
thing they were determined upon 
—that men shouldn’t taunt them 
with being superficial, When 
Verena should appear it would be 
armed at all points, like Joan of 
Are (this analogy had lodged it- 
self in Olive’s imagination); she 
should have facts and figures; she 
should meet men on their own 
ground. “What we mean to do, 
we mean to do well,” Miss Chan- 
cellor said to her visitor, with 
considerable sternness; leaving him 
to make such an application to 
himself as his fancy might sug- 
gest. 

This announcement had little 
comfort for him; he felt baffled 
and disheartened —indeed, quite 
sick. Was it not sickening to hear 
her talk of this dreary process of 
preparation? — as if any one cared 


about that, and would know 
whether Verena were prepared or 
not! Had Miss Chancellor no faith 
in her girlhood? didn’t she know 
what a card that would be? This 
was the last inquiry Olive allowed 
him the opportunity of making. 
She remarked to him that they 
might talk for ever without com- 
ing to an agreement — their points 
of view were so far apart. Besides, 
it was a woman’s question; what 
they wanted was for women, and 
it should be by women. It had 
happened to the young Matthias 
more than once to be shown the 
way to the door, but the path of 
retreat had never yet seemed to 
him so unpleasant. He was natu- 
rally amiable, but it had not hith- 
erto befallen him to be made to 
feel that he was not—and could 
not be—a factor in contemporary 
history: here was a _ rapacious 
woman who proposed to keep that 
favourable setting for herself. He 
let her know that she was right- 
down selfish, and that if she chose 
to sacrifice a beautiful nature to 
her antediluvian theories and love 
of power, a vigilant daily press — 
whose business it was to expose 
wrong-doing — would demand an 
account from her. She replied 
that, if the newspapers chose to 
insult her, that was their own 
affair; one outrage the more to 
the sex in her person was of little 
account. And after he had left her 
she seemed to see the glow of 


dawning success; the battle had 
-begun, 


and something of the 
ecstasy of the martyr. 
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VerENA told her, a week after 
this, that Mr. Pardon wanted so 
much she should say she would 
marry him; and she added, with 
evident pleasure at being able to 
give her so agreeable a piece of 
news, that she had declined to say 
anything of the sort. She thought 
that now, at least, Olive must be- 
lieve in her; for the proposal was 
more attractive than Miss Chan- 
cellor seemed able to understand. 
“He does place things in a very 
seductive light,” Verena said; “he 
says that if I become his wife I 
shall be carried straight along by a 
force of excitement of which at 
present I have no idea. I shall 
wake up famous, if I marry him; 
I have only got to give out my 
feelings, and he will take care of 
the rest. He says every hour of my 
youth is precious to me, and that 
we should have a lovely time 
travelling round the country. I 
think you ought to allow that all 
that is rather dazzling —for I] am 
not naturally concentrated, like 
you!” 

“He promises you success. What 
do you call success?” Olive in- 
quired, looking at her friend with 
a kind of salutary coldness — 
a suspension of sympathy — with 
which Verena was now familiar 
(though she liked it no better 
than at first), and which made 


approbation more gracious when 
approbation came. 

Verena reflected a moment, and 
then answered, smiling, but with 
confidence: “Producing a pressure 
that shall be irresistible. Causing 
certain laws to be repealed by 
Congress and by the State legis- 
latures, and others to be enacted.” 
She repeated the words as if they 
had been part of a catechism com- 
mitted to memory, while Olive 
saw that this mechanical tone was 
in the nature of a joke that she 
could not deny herself; they had 
had that definition so often before, 
and Miss Chancellor had had 
occasion so often to remind her 
what success really was. Of course 
it was easy to prove to her now 
that Mr. Pardon’s glittering bait 
was a very different thing; was a 
mere trap and lure, a bribe to 
vanity and impatience, a device 
for making her give herself away 
—let alone fill his pockets while 
she did so. Olive was conscious 
enough of the girl’s want of con- 
tinuity; she had seen before how 
she could be passionately serious 
at times, and then perversely, even 
if innocently, trivial—as just now, 
when she seemed to wish to con- 
vert one of their most sacred 
formulas into a pleasantry. She 
had already quite recognised, how- 
ever, that it was not of importance 
that Verena should be just like her- 
self; she was all of one piece, and 
Verena was of many pieces, which 
had, where they fitted together, 
little capricious chinks, through 
which mocking inner lights seemed 
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sometimes to gleam. It was a part 
of Verena’s being unlike her that 
she should feel Mr. Pardon’s 
promise of eternal excitement to 
be a brilliant thing, should indeed 
consider Mr. Pardon with any 
tolerance at all. But Olive tried 
afresh to allow for such aberra- 
tions, as a phase of youth and 
suburban culture; the more so 
that, even when she tried most, 
Verena reproached her—so far 
as Verena’s incurable softness 
could reproach — with not allow- 
ing enough. Olive didn’t appear 
to understand that, while Mat- 
thias Pardon drew that picture 
and tried to hold her hand (this 
image was unfortunate), she had 
given one long, fixed, wistful 
look, through the door he opened, 
at the bright tumult of the world, 
and then had turned away, solely 
for her friend’s sake, to an austerer 
probation and a purer effort; solely 
for her friend’s, that is, and that 
of the whole enslaved sisterhood. 
The fact remained, at any rate, 
that Verena had made a sacrifice; 
and this thought, after a while, 
gave Olive a greater sense of 
security. It seemed almost to seal 
the future; for Olive knew that 
the young interviewer would not 
easily be shaken off, and yet she 
was sure that Verena would never 
yield to him. 

It was true that at present Mr. 
Burrage came a great deal to the 
little house at Cambridge; Verena 
told her about that, told her so 
much that it was almost as good 
as if she had told her all. He came 
without Mr. Gracie now; he could 


find his way alone, and he seemed 
to wish that there should be no 
one else. He had made himself so 
pleasant to her mother that she 
almost always went out of the 
room; that was the highest proof 


Mrs. Tarrant could give of her 
appreciation of a “gentleman- 
caller.” They knew everything 


about him by this time; that his 
father was dead, his mother very 
fashionable and prominent, and 
he himself in possession of a hand- 
some patrimony. They thought 
ever so much of him in New York. 


He collected beautiful things, pic- 


tures and antiques and objects that 
he sent for to Europe on purpose, 
many of which were arranged in 
his rooms at Cambridge. He had 
intaglios and Spanish altar-cloths 
and drawings by the old masters. 
He was different from most others; 
he seemed to want so much to 
enjoy life, and to think you easily 
could if you would only let your- 
self go. Of course —judging by 
what he had—he appeared to 
think you required a great many 
things to keep you up. And then 
Verena told Olive —she could see 
it was after a little delay — that he 
wanted her to come round to his 
place and see his treasures. He 
wanted to show them to her, he 
was so sure she would admire 
them. Verena was sure also, but 
she wouldn’t go alone, and she 
wanted Olive to go with her. They 
would have tea, and there would 
be other ladies, and Olive would 
tell her what she thought of a life 
that was so crowded with beauty. 
Miss Chancellor made her reflec- 
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tions on all this, and the first of 
them was that it was happy for 
her that she had determined. for 
the present to accept these acci- 
dents, for otherwise might she not 
now have had a deeper alarm? 
She wished to heaven that con- 
ceited young men with time on 
their hands would leave Verena 
alone; but evidently they wouldn't, 
and her best safety was in seeing 
as many as should turn up. If the 
type should become frequent, she 
would very soon judge it. If Olive 
had not been so grim, she would 
have had a smile to spare for the 
frankness with which the girl her- 
self adopted this theory. She was 
eager to explain that Mr. Burrage 
didn’t seem at all to want what 
poor Mr. Pardon had. wanted; he 
made her talk about her views 
far more than that gentleman, but 
gave no sign of offering himself 
either as a husband or as a lecture- 
agent. The furthest he had gone 
as yet was to tell her that he liked 
her for the same reason that he 
liked old enamels and old embroi- 
deries; and when she said that she 
didn’t see how she resembled such 
things, he had replied that it was 
because she was so peculiar and 
so delicate. She might be peculiar, 
but she had protested against the 
idea that she was delicate; it was 
the last thing that she wanted to 
be thought; and Olive could see 
from this how far she was from 
falling in with everything he said. 
When Miss Chancellor asked if 
she respected Mr. Burrage (and 
how solemn Olive could make 
that word she by this time knew), 


she answered, with her sweet, vain 
laugh, but apparently with perfect 
good faith, that it didn’t matter 
whether she did or not, for what 
was the whole thing but simply a 
phase — the very one they had 
talked about? The sooner she got 
through it the better, was it not? 
—and she seemed to think that her 
transit would be materially quick- 
ened by a visit to Mr. Burrage’s 
rooms. As I say, Verena was 
pleased to regard the phase as 
quite inevitable, and she had said 
more than once to Olive that if 
their struggle was to be with men, 
the more they knew about them 
the better. Miss Chancellor asked 
her why her mother should not go 
with her to see the curiosities, 
since she mentioned that their pos- 
sessor had not neglected to invite 
Mrs. Tarrant; and Verena said 
that this, of course, would be very 
simple — only her mother wouldn’t 


_be able to tell her so well as Olive 


whether she ought to respect 
Mr. Burrage. This decision as to 
whether Mr. Burrage should be 
respected assumed in the life 
of these two remarkable young 
women, pitched in so high a moral 
key, the proportions of a momen- 
tous event. Olive shrank at first 
from facing it—not, indeed, the 
decision — for we know that her 
own mind had long since been 
made up in regard to the quantity 
of esteem due to almost any mem- 
ber of the other sex — but the inci- 
dent itself, which, if Mr. Burrage 
should exasperate her further, 
might expose her to the danger of 
appearing to Verena to be unfair 
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to him. It was her belief that he 
was playing a deeper game than 
the young Matthias, and she was 
very willing to watch him; but 
she thought it prudent not to 
attempt to cut short the phase 
(she adopted that classification) 
prematurely —an imputation she 
should incur if, without more de- 
lay, she were to “shut down,” as 
Verena said, on the young con- 
noisseur. 

It was settled, therefore, that 
Mrs. Tarrant should, with her 
daughter, accept Mr. Burrage’s in- 
vitation; and in a few days these 
ladies paid a visit to his apart- 
ments. Verena subsequently, of 
course, had much to say about it, 
but she dilated even more upon 
her mother’s impressions than up- 
on her own. Mrs. Tarrant had car- 
ried away a supply which would 
last her all winter; there had been 
some New York ladies present who 
were “on” at that moment, and 
with whom her intercourse was 
rich in emotions. She had told 
them all that she should be happy 
to see them in her home, but they 
had not yet picked their way along 
the little planks of the front yard. 
Mr. Burrage, at all events, had 
been quite lovely, and had talked 
about his collections, which were 
wonderful, in the most interesting 
manner. Verena inclined to think 
he was to be respected. He ad- 
mitted that he was not really stud- 
ying law at all; he had only come 
to Cambridge for the form; but she 
didn’t see why it wasn’t enough 
when you made yourself as pleas- 
ant as that. She went so far as to 


ask Olive whether taste and art 
were not something, and her friend 
could see that she was certainly 
very much involved in the phase. 
Miss Chancellor, of course, had 
her answer ready. Taste and art 
were good when they enlarged the 
mind, not when they narrowed it. 
Verena assented to this, and said 
it remained to be seen what effect 
they had had upon Mr. Burrage 
—a remark which led Olive to fear 
that at such a rate much would re- 
main, especially when Verena told 
her, later, that another visit to the 
young man’s rooms was projected, 
and that this time she must come, 
he having expressed the greatest 
desire for the honour, and her own 
wish being greater still that they 
should look at some of his beauti- 
ful things together. 

A day or two after this, Mr. 
Henry Burrage left a card at Miss 
Chancellor’s door, with a note in 
which he expressed the hope that 
she would take tea with him on a 
certain day on which he expected 
the company of his mother. Olive 
responded to this invitation, in 
conjunction with Verena; but in 
doing so she was in the position, 
singular for her, of not quite un- 
derstanding what she was about. 
It seemed to her strange that Ve- 
rena should urge her to take such 
a step when she was free to go 
without her, and it proved two 
things: first, that she was much 
interested in Mr. Henry Burrage, 


gand second, that her nature was 


extraordinarily beautiful. Could 
anything, in effect, be less under- 
hand than such an indifference to 
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what she supposed to be the best 
opportunities for carrying on a flir- 
tationP Verena wanted to knew 
the truth, and it was clear that by 
this time she believed Olive Chan- 
cellor to have it, for the most part, 
in her keeping. Her insistence, 
therefore, proved, above all, that 
she cared more for her friend’s 
opinion of Henry Burrage than for 
her own—a reminder, certainly, 
of the responsibility that Olive had 
incurred in undertaking to form 
this generous young mind, and of 
the exalted place that she now oc- 
cupied in it. Such revelations 
ought to have been satisfactory; if 
they failed to be completely so, it 
was only on account of the elder 
girl’s regret that the subject as to 
which her judgement was wanted 
should be a young man destitute 
of the worst vices. Henry Burrage 
had contributed to throw Miss 
Chancellor into a “state,” as these 
young ladies called it, the night 
she met him at Mrs. Tarrant’s; but 
it had none the less been con- 
veyed to Olive by the voices of 
the air that he was a gentleman 
and a good fellow. 

This was painfully obvious when 
the visit to his rooms took place; 
he was so good-humoured, so 
amusing, so friendly and consid- 
erate, so attentive to Miss Chan- 
cellor, he did the honours of his 
bachelor-nest with so easy a grace, 
that Olive, part of the time, sat 
dumbly shaking her conscience, 
like a watch that wouldn’t go, to 
make it tell her some better reason 
why she shouldn’t like him. She 
saw that there would be no diffi- 
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culty in disliking his mother; but 
that, unfortunately, would not 
serve her purpose nearly so well. 
Mrs. Burrage had come to spend a 
few days near her son; she was 
staying at an hotel in Boston. It 
presented itself to Olive that after 
this entertainment it would be an 
act of courtesy to call upon her; 
but here, at least, was the comfort 
that she could cover herself with 
the general absolution extended to 
the Boston temperament and leave 
her alone. It was slightly provok- 
ing, indeed, that Mrs. Burrage 
should have so much the air of a 
New Yorker who didn’t particu- 
larly notice whether a Bostonian 
called or not; but there is ever an 
imperfection, I suppose, in even 
the sweetest revenge. She was a 
woman of society, large and volu- 
minous, fair (in complexion) and 
regularly ugly, looking as if she 
ought to be slow and rather heavy, 
but disappointing this expectation 
by a quick, amused utterance, a 
short, bright, summary laugh, with 
which she appeared to dispose of 
the joke (whatever it was) for 
ever, and an air of recognising on 
the instant everything she saw and 
heard. She was evidently accus- 
tomed to talk, and even to listen, 
if not kept waiting too long for 
details and parentheses; she was 
not continuous, but frequent, as it 
were, and you could see that she 
hated explanations, though it was 
not to be supposed that she had 
anything to fear from them. Her 
favours were general, not particu- 
lar; she was civil enough to every 
one, but not in any case endear- 
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ing, and perfectly genial without 
being confiding, as people were in 
Boston when (in moments of ex- 
altation) they wished to mark that 
they were not suspicious. There 
was something in her whole man- 
ner which seemed to say to Olive 
that she belonged to a larger 
world than hers; and our young 
lady was vexed at not hearing that 
she had lived for a good many 
years in Europe, as this would 
have made it easy to classify her 
as one of the corrupt. She learned, 
almost with a sense of injury, that 
neither the mother nor the son had 
been longer beyond the seas than 
she herself; and if they were to be 
judged as triflers they must be 
dealt with individually. Was it an 
aid to such a judgment to see that 
Mrs. Burrage was very much 
pleased with Boston, with Harvard 
College, with her son’s interior, 
with her cup of tea (it was old 
Sévres), which was not half so 
bad as she had expected, with the 
company he had asked to meet 
her (there were three or four gen- 
tlemen, one of whom was Mr. 
Gracie), and, last, not least, with 
Verena Tarrant, whom she ad- 
dressed as a celebrity, kindly, clev- 
erly, but without maternal tender- 
ness or anything to mark the dif- 
ference in their age? She spoke to 
her as if they were equals in that 
respect, as if Verena’s genius and 
fame would make up the disparity, 
and the girl had no need of en- 
couragement and patronage. She 
made no direct allusion, however, 
to her particular views, and asked 
her no question about her “gift” — 


an omission which Verena thought 
strange, and, with the most spec- 
ulative candour, spoke of to Olive 
afterwards. Mrs. Burrage seemed 
to imply that every one present 
had some distinction and some tal- 
ent, that they were all good com- 
pany together. There was nothing 
in her manner to indicate that she 
was afraid of Verena on her son’s 
account; she didn’t resemble a 
person who would like him to 
marry the daughter of a mesmeric 
healer, and yet she appeared to 
think it charming that he should 
have such a young woman there to 
give gusto to her hour at Cam- 
bridge. Poor Olive was, in the na- 
ture of things, entangled in con- 
tradictions; she had a horror of 
the idea of Verena’s marrying Mr. 
Burrage, and yet she was angry 
when his mother demeaned her- 
self as if the little girl with red 
hair, whose freshness she enjoyed, 
could not be a serious danger. She 
saw all this through the blur of 
her shyness, the conscious, anxious 
silence to which she was so much 
of the time condemned. It may 
therefore be imagined how sharp 
her vision would have been could 
she only have taken the situation 
more simply; for she was intelli- 
gent enough not to have needed 
to be morbid, even for purposes of 
self-defence. 

I must add, however, that there 
was a moment when she came 
near being happy — or, at any rate, 
reflected that it was a pity she 
could not be so. Mrs. Burrage 
asked her son to play “some little 
thing,” and he sat down to his pi- 
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ano and revealed a talent that 
might well have gratified that la- 
dy’s pride. Olive was extremely 
susceptible to music, and it was 
impossible to her not to be soothed 
and beguiled by the young man’s 
charming art. One “little thing” 
succeeded another; his selections 
were all very happy. His guests 
sat scattered in the red firelight, 
listening, silent, in comfortable at- 
titudes; there was a faint fragrance 
from the burning logs, which min- 
gled with the perfume of Schu- 
bert and Mendelssohn; the cov- 
ered lamps made a glow here and 
there, and the cabinets and brack- 
ets produced brown shadows, out 
of which some precious object 
gleamed— some ivory carving or 
cinque-cento cup. It was given to 
Olive, under these circumstances, 
for half an hour, to surrender her- 
self, to enjoy the music, to admit 
that Mr. Burrage played with ex- 
quisite taste, to feel as if the situ- 
ation were a kind of truce. Her 
nerves were calmed, her problems 
—for the time —subsided. Civili- 
sation, under such an influence, in 
such a setting, appeared to have 
done its work; harmony ruled the 
scene; human life ceased to be a 
battle. She went so far as to ask 
herself why one should have a 
quarrel with it; the relations of 
men and women, in that pictur- 
esque grouping, had not the air of 
being internecine. In short, she 
had an interval of unexpected rest, 
during which she kept her eyes 
mainly on Verena, who sat near 
Mrs. Burrage, letting herself go, 
evidently, more completely than 


Olive. To her, too, music was a 
delight, and her listening face 
turned itself to different parts of 
the room, unconsciously, while her 
eyes vaguely rested on the bibe- 
lots that emerged into the firelight. 
At moments Mrs. Burrage bent her 
countenance upon her and smiled, 
at random, kindly; and then Ve- 
rena smiled back, while her ex- 
pression seemed to say that, oh 
yes, she was giving up everything, 
all principles, all projects. Even 
before it was time to go, Olive felt 
that they were both (Verena and 
she) quite demoralised, and she 
only summoned energy to take her 
companion away when she heard 
Mrs. Burrage propose to her to 
come and spend a fortnight in 
New York. Then Olive exclaimed 
to herself, “Is it a plot? Why in 
the world can’t they let her alone?” 
and prepared to throw a fold of 
her mantle, as she had done be- 
fore, over her young friend. Ve- 
rena answered, somewhat impetu- 
ously, that she should be delighted 
to visit Mrs. Burrage; then checked 
her impetuosity, after a glance 
from Olive, by adding that per- 
haps this lady wouldn’t ask her if 
she knew what strong ground she 
took on the emancipation of wom- 
en. Mrs. Burrage looked at her son 
and laughed; she said she was per- 
fectly aware of Verena’s views, and 
that it was impossible to be more 
in sympathy with them than she 
herself. She took the greatest in- 
terest in the emancipation of wom- 
en; she thought there was so much 
to be done. These were the only 
remarks that passed in reference 
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to the great subject; and nothing 
more was said to Verena, either by 
Henry Burrage or by his friend 
Gracie, about her addressing the 
Harvard students. Verena had told 
her father that Olive had put her 
veto upon that, and Tarrant had 
said to the young men that it 
seemed as if Miss Chancellor was 
going to put the thing through in 
her own way. We know that he 
thought this way very circuitous; 
but Miss Chancellor made him feel 
that she was in earnest, and that 
idea frightened the resistance out 
of him—it had such terrible as- 
sociations. The people he had ever 
seen who were most in earnest 
were a committee of gentlemen 
who had investigated the phenom- 
ena of the “materialisation” of spir- 
its, some ten years before, and had 
bent the fierce light of the scien- 
tific method upon him. To Olive it 
appeared that Mr. Burrage and 
Mr. Gracie had ceased to be joc- 
ular; but that did not make them 
any less cynical. Henry Burrage 
said to Verena, as she was going, 
that he hoped she would think se- 
riously of his mother’s invitation; 
and she replied that she didn’t 
know whether she should have 
much time in the future to give to 
people who already approved of 
her views: she expected to have 
her hands full with the others, 
who didn’t. 

“Does your scheme of work ex- 
clude all distraction, all recreation, 
then?” the young man inquired; 
and his look expressed real sus- 
pense. 

Verena referred the matter, as 


usual, with her air of bright, un- 
grudging deference, to her com- 
panion. “Does it, should you say — 
our scheme of work?” 

“I am afraid the distraction we 
have had this afternoon must last 
us for a long time,” Olive said, 
without harshness, but with con- 
siderable majesty. 

“Well, now, is he to be respect- 
ed?” Verena demanded, as the two 
young women took their way 
through the early darkness, pacing 
quietly side by side, in their win- 
ter-robes, like women consecrated 
to some holy office. 

Olive turnéd it over a moment. 
“Yes, very much — as a pianist!” 

Verena went into town with her 
in the horse-car — she was staying 
in Charles Street for a few days — 
and that evening she startled Olive 
by breaking out into a reflection 
very similar to the whimsical fal- 
terings of which she herself had 
been conscious while they sat in 
Mr. Burrage’s pretty rooms, but 
against which she had now vio- 
lently reacted. 

“It would be very nice to do 
that always —just to take men as 
they are, and not to have to think 
about their badness. It would be 
very nice not to have so many 
questions, but to think they were 
all comfortably answered, so that 
one could sit there on an old Span- 
ish leather chair, with the curtains 
drawn and keeping out the cold, 
the darkness, all the big, terrible, 
cruel world —sit there and listen 
for ever to Schubert and Mendels- 
sohn. They didn’t care anything 
about female suffrage! And I didn’t 
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feel the want of a vote to-day 
at all, did you?” Verena inquired, 
ending, as she always ended. in 
these few speculations, with an 
appeal to Olive. 

This young lady thought it nec- 
essary to give her a very firm an- 
swer. “I always feel it —every- 
where —night and day. I feel it 
here;” and Olive laid her hand sol- 
emnly on her heart. “I feel it as 
a deep, unforgetable wrong; I feel 
it as one feels a stain that is on 
one’s honour.” 

Verena gave a clear laugh, and 
after that a soft sigh, and then 
said, “Do you know, Olive, I some- 
times wonder whether, if it wasn’t 
for you, I should feel it so very 
much!” 

“My own friend,” Olive replied, 
“you have never yet said anything 
to me which expressed so clearly 
the closeness and sanctity of our 
union.” 

“You do keep me up, Verena 
went on. “You are my conscience.” 

“I should like to be able to say 
that you are my form—my en- 
velope. But you are too beautiful 
for that!” So Olive returned her 
friend’s compliment; and later she 
said that, of course, it would be 
far easier to give up everything 
and draw the curtains to and pass 
one’s life in an artificial atmos- 
phere, with rose-coloured lamps. It 
would be far easier to abandon 
the struggle, to leave all the un- 
happy women of the world to their 
immemorial misery, to lay down 
one’s burden, close one’s eyes to 
the whole dark picture, and, in 
short, simply expire. To this Ve- 


rena objected that it would not be 
easy for her to expire at all; that 
such an idea was darker than any- 
thing the world contained; that 
she had not done with life yet, and 
that she didn’t mean to allow her 
responsibilities to crush her. And 
then the two young women con-: 
cluded, as they had concluded be- 
fore, by finding themselves com- 
pletely, inspiringly in agreement, 
full of the purpose to live indeed, 
and with high success; to become 
great, in order not to be obscure, 
and powerful, in order not to be 
useless. Olive had often declared 
before that her conception of life 
was as something sublime or as 
nothing at all. The world was full 
of evil, but she was glad to have 
been born before it had been 
swept away, while it was still there 
to face, to give one a task and a 
reward. When the great reforms 
should be consummated, when the 
day of justice should have dawned, 
would not life perhaps be rather 
poor and pale? She had never pre- 
tended to deny that the hope of 
fame, of the very highest distinc- 
tion, was one of her strongest in- 
citements; and she held that the 
most effective way of protesting 
against the state of bondage of 
women was for an_ individual 
member of the sex to become il- 
lustrious. A person who might have 
overheard some of the talk of this 
possibly infatuated pair would 
have been touched by their ex- 
treme familiarity with the idea of 
earthly glory. Verena had not in- 
vented it, but she had taken it ea- 
gerly from her friend, and she re- 
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turned it with interest. To Olive it 
appeared that just this partnership 
of their two minds — each of them, 
by itself, lacking an important 
group of facets — made an organic 
whole which, for the work in 
hand, could not fail to be bril- 
liantly effective. Verena was often 
far more irresponsible thai she 
liked to see her; but the happy 
thing in her composition was that, 
after a short contact with the di- 
vine idea — Olive was always try- 
ing to flash it at her, like a jewel 
in an uncovered case—she_ kin- 
dled, flamed up, took the words 
from her friend’s less persuasive 
lips, resolved herself into a magi- 
cal voice, became again the pure 
young sibyl. Then Olive perceived 
how fatally, without Verena’s ten- 
der notes, her crusade would lack 
sweetness, what the Catholics call 
unction; and, on the other hand, 
how weak Verena would be on the 
statistical and logical side if she 
herself should not bring up the 
rear. Together, in short, they 
would be complete, they would 





have everything, and _ together 
they would triumph. 
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Tuts idea of their triumph, a tri- 
umph as yet ultimate and remote, 
but preceded by the solemn vista 
of an effort so religious as never 
to be wanting in ecstasy, became 
tremendously familiar to the two 
friends, but especially to Olive, 


during the winter of 187-, a sea- 
son which ushered in the most mo- 
mentous period of Miss Chancel- 
lor’s life. About Christmas a step 
was taken which advanced her af- 
fairs immensely, and put them, to 
her apprehension, on a regular 
footing. This consisted in Verena’s 
coming in to Charles Street to stay 
with her, in pursuance of an ar- 
rangement on Olive’s part with Se- 
lah Tarrant and his wife that she 
should remain for many months. 
The coast was now perfectly clear. 
Mrs. Farrinder had started on her 
annual grand tour; she was rousing 
the people, from Maine to Texas; 
Matthias Pardon (it was to be sup- 
posed) had received, temporarily 
at least, his quietus; and Mrs. 
Luna was established in New 
York, where she had taken a house 
for a year, and whence she wrote 
to her sister that she was going to 
engage Basil Ransom (with whom 
she was in communication for this 
purpose) to do her law-business. 
Olive wondered what law-business 
Adeline could have, and hoped she 
would get into a pickle with her 
landlord or her milliner, so that 
repeated interviews with Mr. Ran- 
som might become necessary. Mrs. 
Luna let her know very soon that 
these interviews had begun; the 
young Mississippian had come to 
dine with her; he hadn’t got start- 
ed much, by what she could make 
out, and she was even afraid that 
he didn’t dine every day. But he 
wore a tall hat now, like a North- 
em gentleman, and Adeline inti- 
mated that she found him really 
attractive. He had been very nice 
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to Newton, told him all about the 
war (quite the Southern version, 
of course, but Mrs. Luna didn’t 
care anything about American pol- 
itics, and she wanted her son to 
know all sides), and Newton did 
nothing but talk about him, call- 
ing him “Rannie,” and imitating 
his pronunciation of certain words. 
Adeline subsequently wrote that 
she had made up her mind to put 
her affairs into his hands (Olive 
sighed, not unmagnanimously, as 
she thought of her sister's “af- 
fairs”), and later still she men- 
tioned that she was thinking 
strongly of taking him to be New- 
ton’s tutor. She wished this inter- 
esting child to be privately edu- 
cated, and it would be more agree- 
able to have in that relation a 
person who was already, as it 
were, a member of the family. 
Mrs. Luna wrote as if he were pre- 
pared to give up his profession to 
take charge of her son, and Olive 
was pretty sure that this was only 
a part of her grandeur, of the 
habit she had contracted, espe- 
cially since living in Europe, of 
speaking as if in every case she 
required special arrangements. 

In spite of the difference in their 
age, Olive had long since judged 
her, and made up her mind that 
Adeline lacked every quality that 
a person needed to be interesting 
in her eyes. She was rich (or suffi- 
ciently so), she was conventional 
and timid, very fond of atten- 
tions from men (with whom in- 
deed she was reputed bold, but 
Olive scorned such boldness as 
that), given up to a merely per- 


sonal, egotistical, instinctive life, 
and as unconscious of the tenden- 
cies of the age, the revenges of 
the future, the new truths and the 
great social questions, as if she 
had been a mere bundle of dress- 
trimmings, which she very nearly 
was. It was perfectly observable 
that she had no conscience, and it 
irritated Olive deeply to see how 
much trouble a woman was spared 
when she was constructed on that 
system. Adeline’s “affairs,” as I 
have intimated, her social rela- 
tions, her views of Newton’s edu- 
cation, her practice and her the- 
ory (for she had plenty of that, 
such as it was, heaven save the 
mark!), her spasmodic disposition 
to marry again, and her still sillier 
retreats in the presence of danger 
(for she had not even the courage 
of her frivolity), these things had 
been a subject of tragic consid- 
eration to Olive ever since the re- 
turn of the elder sister to America. 
The tragedy was not in any par- 
ticular harm that Mrs. Luna could 
do her (for she did her good, 
rather, that is, she did her honour, 
by laughing at her), but in the 
spectacle itself, the drama, guided 
by the hand of fate, of which the 
small, ignoble scenes unrolled 
themselves so logically. The dé- 
nouement would of course be in 
keeping, and would consist simply 
of the spiritual death of Mrs. Luna, 
who would end by understanding 
no common speech of Olive’s at 
all, and would sink into mere 
worldly plumpness, into the last 
complacency, the supreme imbe- 
cility, of petty, genteel conserva- 
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tism. As for Newton, he would be 
more utterly odious, if possible, as 
he grew up, than he was already; 
in fact, he would not grow up at 
all, but only grow down, if his 
mother should continue her infat- 
uated system with him. He was 
insufferably forward and _ selfish; 
under the pretext of keeping him, 
at any cost, refined, Adeline had 
coddled and caressed him, having 
him always in her petticoats, re- 
mitting his lessons when he pre- 
tended he had an earache, draw- 
ing him into the conversation, let- 
ting him answer her back, with an 
impertinence beyond his years, 
when she administered the small- 
est check. The place for him, in 
Olive’s eyes, was one of the public 
schools, where the children of the 
people would teach him his small 
importance, teach it, if necessary, 
by the aid of an occasional drub- 
bing; and the two ladies had a 
grand discussion on this point be- 
fore Mrs. Luna left Boston—a 
scene which ended in Adeline’s 
clutching the irrepressible Newton 
to her bosom (he came in at the 
moment), and demanding of him 
a vow that he would live and die 
in the principles of his mother. 
Mrs. Luna declared that if she 
must be trampled upon — and very 
likely it was her fate! — she would 
rather be trampled upon by men 
than by women, and that if Olive 
and her friends should get pos- 
session of the government they 
would be worse despots than those 
who were celebrated in history. 
Newton took an infant oath that 
he would never be a destructive, 


impious radical, and Olive felt that 
after this she needn’t trouble her- 
self any more about her sister, 
whom she simply committed td 
her fate. That fate might very 
properly be to marry an enemy of 
her country, a man who, no doubt, 
desired to treat women with the 
lash and manacles, as he and his 
people had formerly treated the 
wretched coloured race. If she was 
so fond of the fine old institutions 
of the past, he would supply them 
to her in abundance; and if she 
wanted so much to be a conserva- 
tive, she could try first how she 
liked being a conservative’s wife. 
If Olive troubled herself little 
about Adeline, she troubled her- 
self more about Basil Ransom; she 
said to herself that since he hated 
women who respected themselves 
(and each other), destiny would 
use him rightly in hanging a per- 
son like Adeline round his neck. 
That would be the way poetic jus- 
tice ought to work, for him — and 
the law that our prejudices, when 
they act themselves out, punish us 
in doing so. Olive considered all 
this, as it was her effort to con- 
sider everything, from a very high 
point of view, and ended by feel- 
ing sure it was not for the sake of 
any nervous personal security that 
she desired to see her two relations 
in New York get mixed up to- 
gether. If such an event as their 
marriage would gratify her sense 
of fitness, it would be simply as an 
illustration of certain laws. Olive, 
thanks to the philosophic cast of 
her mind, was exceedingly fond of 
illustrations of laws. 
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I hardly know, however, what 
illumination it was that sprang 
from her consciousness (now (a 
source of considerable comfort), 
that Mrs. Farrinder was carrying 
the war into distant territories, and 
would return to Boston only in 
time to preside at a grand Female 
Convention, already advertised to 
take place in Boston in the month 
of June. It was agreeable to her 
that this imperial woman should 
be away; it made the field more 
free, the air more light; it sug- 
gested an exemption from official 
criticism. I have not taken space 
to mention certain episodes of the 
more recent intercourse of these 
ladies, and must content myself 
with tracing them, lightly, in their 
consequences. These may be 
summed up in the remark, which 
will doubtless startle no one by its 
freshness, that two imperial wom- 
en are scarcely more likely to hit 
it off together, as the phrase is, 
than two imperial men. Since that 
party at Miss Birdseye’s, so im- 
portant in its results for Olive, she 
had had occasion to approach Mrs. 


Farrinder more nearly, and those 


overtures brought forth the knowl- 
edge that the great leader of the 
feminine revolution was the one 
person (in that part of the world) 
more concentrated, more deter- 
mined, than herself. Miss Chan- 
cellor’s aspirations, of late, had 
been immensely quickened; she 
had begun to believe in herself to a 
livelier tune than she had ever lis- 
tened to before; and she now per- 
ceived that when spirit meets spir- 
it there must either be mutual ab- 


sorption or a sharp concussion. It 
had long been familiar to her that 
she should have to count with the 
obstinacy of the world at large, 
but she now discovered that she 
should have to count also with 
certain elements in the feminine 
camp. This complicated the prob- 
lem, and such a complication, nat- 
urally, could not make Mrs. Far- 
rinder appear more easy to assim- 
ilate. If Olive’s was a high nature 
and so was hers, the fault was in 
neither; it was only an admonition 
that they were not needed as land- 
marks in the same part of the field. 
If such perceptions are delicate as 
between men, the reader need not 
be reminded of the exquisite form 
they may assume in natures more 
refined. So it was that Olive 
passed, in three months, from the 
stage of veneration to that of com- 
petition; and the process had been 
accelerated by the introduction of 
Verena into the fold. Mrs. Farrin- 
der had behaved in the strangest 
way about Verena. First she had 
been struck with her, and then 
she hadn’t; first she had seemed 
to want to take her in, then she 
had shied at her unmistakably — 
intimating to Olive that there were 
enough of that kind already. Of 
“that kind” indeed! —the phrase 
reverberated in Miss Chancellor’s 
resentful soul. Was it possible she 
didn’t know the kind Verena was 
of, and with what vulgar aspirants 
to notoriety did she confound her? 
It had been Olive’s original desire 
to obtain Mrs. Farrinder’s stamp 
for her protégée; she wished her 
to hold a commission from the 
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commander-in-chief. With this view 
the two young women had made 
more than one pilgrimage to Rox- 
bury, and on one of these occa- 
sions the sibylline mood (in its 
most charming form) had de- 
scended upon Verena. She had 
fallen into it, naturally and grace- 
fully, in the course of talk, and 
poured out a stream of eloquence 
even more touching than her reg- 
ular discourse at Miss Birdseye’s. 
Mrs. Farrinder had taken it. rather 
drily, and certainly it didn’t re- 
semble her own style of oratory, 
remarkable and cogent as this was. 
There had been considerable ques- 
tion of her writing a letter to the 
New York “Tribune,” the effect of 
which should be to launch Miss 
Tarrant into renown; but this be- 
neficent epistle never appeared, 
and now Olive saw that there was 
no favour to come from the proph- 
etess of Roxbury. There had been 
primnesses, pruderies, small re- 
serves, which ended by staying her 
pen. If Olive didn’t say at once 
that she was jealous of Verena’s 
more attractive manner, it was 
only because such a declaration 
was destined to produce more ef- 
fect a little later. What she did 
say was that evidently Mrs. Far- 
rinder wanted to keep the move- 
ment in her own hands — viewed 
with suspicion certain romantic, 
esthetic elements which Olive and 
Verena seemed to be trying to in- 
troduce into it. They insisted so 
much, for instance, on the historic 
unhappiness of women; but Mrs. 
Farrinder didn’t appear to care 
anything for that, or indeed to 


know much about history at all. 
She seemed to begin just to-day, 
and she demanded their rights for 
them whether they were unhappy 
or not. The upshot of this was that 
Olive threw herself on Verena’s 
neck with a movement which was 
half indignation, half rapture; she 
exclaimed that they would have to 
fight the battle without human 
help, but, after all, it was better 
so. If they were all in all to each 
other, what more could they want? 
They would be isolated, but they 
would be free; and this view of 
the situation brought with it a 
feeling that they had almost al- 
ready begun to be a force. It was 
not, indeed, that Olive’s resent- 
ment faded quite away; for not 
only had she the sense, doubtless 
very presumptuous, that Mrs. Far- 
rinder was the only person there- 
abouts of a stature to judge her 
(a sufficient cause of antagonism 
in itself, for if we like to be praised 
by our betters we prefer that cen- 
sure should come from the other 
sort), but the kind of opinion she 
had unexpectedly betrayed, after 
implying such esteem in the ear- 
lier phase of their intercourse, 
made Olive’s cheeks occasionally 
flush. She prayed heaven that she 
might never become so personal, 
so narrow. She was frivolous, 
worldly, an amateur, a trifler, a 
frequenter of Beacon Street; her 
taking up Verena Tarrant was 
only a kind of elderly, ridiculous 
doll-dressing: this was the light in 
which Miss Chancellor had reason 
to believe that it now suited Mrs. 
Farrinder to regard her! It was 
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fortunate, perhaps, that the mis- 
representation was so gross; yet, 
none the less, tears of wrath rose 
more than once to Olive’s eyes 
when she reflected that this par- 
ticular wrong had been put upon 
her. Frivolous, worldly, Beacon 
Street! She appealed to Verena 
to share in her pledge that the 
world should know in due time 
how much of that sort of thing 
there was about her. As I have al- 
ready hinted, Verena at such mo- 
ments quite rose to the occasion; 
she had private pangs at commit- 
ting herself to give the cold shoul- 
der to Beacon Street for ever; but 
she was now so completely in Ol- 
ive’s hands that there was no sac- 
rifice to which she would not have 
consented in order to prove that 
her benefactress was not frivolous. 

The matter of her coming to 
stay for so long in Charles Street 
was arranged during a visit that 
Selah Tarrant paid there at Miss 
Chancellor’s request. This inter- 
view, which had some curious fea- 
tures, would be worth describing, 
but I am forbidden to do more 
than mention the most striking of 
these. Olive wished to have an un- 
‘derstanding with him; wished the 
situation to be clear, so that, dis- 
agreeable as it would be to her to 
receive him, she sent him a sum- 
mons for a certain hour — an hour 
at which she had planned that Ve- 
rena should be out of the house. 
She withheld this incident from 
the girl’s knowledge, rejecting 
with some solemnity that it was 
the first deception (for Olive her 
silence was a deception) that she 


had yet practised on her friend, 
and wondering whether she should 
have to practise others in the fu- 
ture. She then and there made up 
her mind that she would not shrink 
from others should they be nec- 
essary. She notified Tarrant that 
she should keep Verena a long 
time, and Tarrant remarked that it 
was certainly very pleasant to see 
her so happily located. But he also 
intimated that he should like to 
know what Miss Chancellor laid 
out to do with her; and the tone 
of this suggestion made Olive feel 
how right she had been to foresee 
that their interview would have 
the stamp of business. It assumed 
that complexion very definitely 
when she crossed over to her desk 
and wrote Mr. Tarrant a cheque 
for a very considerable amount. 
“Leave us alone—entirely alone 
—for a year, and then I will 
write you another:” it was with 
these words she handed him the 
little strip of paper that meant 
so much, feeling, as she did so, 
that surely Mrs. Farrinder herself 
could not be less amateurish than 
that. Selah looked at the cheque, 
at Miss Chancellor, at the cheque 
again, at the ceiling, at the floor, 
at the clock, and once more at his 
hostess; then the document disap- 
peared beneath the folds of his 
waterproof, and she saw that he 
was putting it into some queer 
place on his queer person. “Well, 
if I didn’t believe you were going 
to help her to develop,” he re- 
marked; and he stopped, while his 
hands continued to fumble, out of 
sight, and. he treated Olive to his 
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large joyless smile. She assured 
him that he need have no fear on 
that score; Verena’s development 
was the thing in the world in 
which she took most interest; she 
should have every opportunity for 
a free expansion. “Yes, that’s the 
great thing,” Selah said; “it’s more 
important than attracting a crowd. 
That’s all we shall ask of you; let 
her act out her nature. Don’t all 
the trouble of humanity come 
from our being pressed back? 
Don’t shut down the cover, Miss 
Chancellor; just let her overflow!” 
And again Tarrant illuminated his 
inquiry, his metaphor, by the 
strange and silent lateral move- 
ment of his jaws. He added, pres- 
ently, that he supposed he should 
have to fix it with Mis’ Tarrant; 
but Olive made no answer to that; 
she only looked at him with a face 
in which she intended to express 
that there was nothing that need 
detain him longer. She knew it had 
been fixed with Mrs. Tarrant; she 
had been over all that with Ve- 
rena, who had told her that her 
mother was willing to sacrifice her 
for her highest good. She had rea- 
son to know (not through Verena, 
of course), that Mrs. Tarrant had 
embraced, tenderly, the idea of a 
pecuniary compensation, and there 
was no fear of her making a scene 
when Tarrant should come back 
with a cheque in his pocket. “Well, 
I trust she may develop, richly, 
and that you may accomplish what 
you desire; it seems as if we had 
only a little way to go further,” 
that worthy observed, as he erect- 
ed himself for departure. 


“It’s not a little way; it’s a very 
long way,” Olive replied, rather 
sternly. 

Tarrant was on the threshold; 
he lingered a little, embarrassed by 
her grimness, for he himself had 
always inclined to rose-coloured 
views of progress, of the march of 
truth. He had never met any one 
so much in earnest as this definite, 
literal young woman, who had 
taken such an unhoped-for fancy 
to his daughter; whose longing for 
the new day had such perversities 
of pessimism, and who, in the 
midst of something that appeared 
to be terribly searching in her hon- 
esty, was willing to corrupt him, 
as a father, with the most extray- 
agant orders on her bank. He 
hardly knew in what language to 
speak to her; it seemed as if there 
was nothing soothing enough, when 
a lady adopted that tone about a 
movement which was thought by 
some of the brightest to be so 
promising. “Oh, well, I guess 
there’s some kind of mysterious 
law:id est he murmured, almost 
timidly; and so he passed from 
Miss Chancellor’s sight. 
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SHE hoped she should not soon 
see him again, and there appeared 
to be no reason she should, if their 
intercourse was to be conducted 
by means of cheques. The under- 
standing with Verena was, of 
course, complete; she had prom- 
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ised to stay with her friend as long 
as her friend should require it. 
She had said at first that she 
couldn’t give up her mother, but 
she had been made to feel that 
there was no question of giving 
up. She should be as free as air, to 
go and come; she could spend 
hours and days with her mother, 
whenever Mrs. Tarrant required 
her attention; all that Olive asked 
of her was that, for the time, she 
should regard Charles Street as 
her home. There was no struggle 
about this, for the simple reason 
that by the time the question came 
to the front Verena was com- 
pletely under the charm. The idea 
of Olive’s charm will perhaps 
make the reader smile; but I use 
the word not in its derived, but in 
its literal sense. The fine web of 
authority, of dependence, that her 
strenuous companion had woven 
about her, was now as dense as a 
suit of golden mail; and Verena 
was thoroughly interested in their 
great undertaking; she saw it in 
the light of an active, enthusiastic 
faith. The benefit that her father 
desired for her was now assured; 
she expanded, developed, on the 
most liberal scale. Olive saw the 
difference, and you may imagine 
how she rejoiced in it; she had 
never known a greater pleasure. 
Verena’s former attitude had been 
girlish submission, grateful, curi- 
ous sympathy. She had given her- 
self, in her young, amused sur- 
prise, because Olive’s stronger will 
and the incisive proceedings with 
which she pointed her purpose 
drew her on. Besides, she was 


held by hospitality, the vision of 
new social horizons, the sense of 
novelty, and the love of change. 
But now the girl was disinterest- 
edly attached to the precious 
things they were to do together; 
she cared about them for them- 
selves, believed in them ardently, 
had them constantly in mind. Her 
share in the union of the two 
young women was no longer pas- 
sive, purely appreciative; it was 
passionate, too, and it put forth a 
beautiful energy. If Olive desired 
to get Verena into training, she 
could flatter herself that the proc- 
ess had already begun, and that 
her colleague enjoyed it almost as 
much as she. Therefore she could 
say to herself, without the imputa- 
tion of heartlessness, that when 
she left her mother it was for a 
noble, a sacred use. In point of 
fact, she left her very little, and 
she spent hours in jingling, aching, 
jostled journeys between Charles 
Street and the stale suburban cot- 
tage. Mrs. Tarrant sighed and 
grimaced, wrapped herself more 
than ever in her mantle, said she 
didn’t know as she was fit to strug- 
gle alone, and that, half the time, 
if Verena was away, she wouldn’t 
have the nerve to answer the door- 
bell; she was incapable, of course, 
of neglecting such an opportunity” 
to posture as one who paid with 
her heart’s blood for leading the 
van of human progress. But Ve- 
rena had an inner sense (she 
judged her mother now, a little, 
for the first time), that she would 
be sorry to be taken at her word, 
and that she felt safe enough in 
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trusting to her daughter’s gener- 
osity. She could not divest herself 
of the faith — even now that Mrs. 
Luna was gone, leaving no trace, 
and the gray walls of a seden- 
tary winter were apparently clos- 
ing about the two young women — 
she could not renounce the theory 
that a residence in Charles Street 


must at least produce some con-: 


tact with the brilliant classes. She 
was vexed at her daughter’s res- 
ignation to not going to parties 
and to Miss Chancellor’s not giv- 
ing them; but it was nothing new 
for her to have to practise pa- 
tience, and she could feel, at least, 
that it was just as handy for Mr. 
Burrage to call on the child in 
town, where he spent half his 
time, sleeping constantly at Park- 
er’s. 

It was a fact that this fortunate 
youth called very often, and Ve- 
rena saw him with Olive’s full 
concurrence whenever she was at 
home. It had now been quite 
agreed between them that no ar- 
tificial limits should be set to the 
famous phase; and Olive had, 
while it lasted, a sense of real hero- 
ism in steeling herself against un- 
easiness. It seemed to her, more- 
over, only justice that she should 
make some concession; if Verena 
made a great sacrifice of filial duty 
in coming to live with her (this, 
of course, should be permanent — 
she would buy off the Tarrants 
from year to year), she must not 
incur the imputation (the world 
would judge her, in that case, fe- 
rociously) of keeping her from 
forming common social ties. The 


friendship of a young man and a 
young woman was, according to 
the pure code of New England, a 
common social tie; and as the 
weeks elapsed Miss Chancellor 
saw no reason to repent of her te- 
merity. Verena was not falling in 
love; she felt that she should 
know it, should guess it on the 
spot. Verena was fond of human 
intercourse; she was essentially a 
sociable creature; she liked to 
shine and smile and talk and lis- 
ten; and so far as Henry Burrage 
was concerned he introduced an 
element of easy and convenient re- 
laxation into a life now a good 
deal stiffened (Olive was perfectly 
willing to own it) by great civic 
purposes. But the girl was being 
saved, without interference, by the 
simple operation of her interest in 
those very designs. From this time 
there was no need of putting pres- 
sure on her; her own springs were 
working; the fire with which she 
glowed came from within. | Sa- 
credly, brightly single she would 
remain; her only espousals would 
be at the altar of a great cause. 
Olive always absented herself 
when Mr. Burrage was announced; 
and when Verena afterwards at- 
tempted to give some account of 
his conversation she checked her, 
said she would rather know noth- 
ing about it—all with a very sol- 
emn mildness; this made her feel 
very superior, truly noble. She 
knew by this time (I scarcely can 
tell how, since Verena could give 
her no report), exactly what sort 
of a youth Mr. Burrage was: he 
was weakly pretentious, softly orig- 
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inal, cultivated eccentricity, pat- 
ronised progress, liked to have 
mysteries, sudden appointments to 
keep, anonymous persons to visit, 
the air of leading a double life, of 
being devoted to a girl whom peo- 
ple didn’t know, or at least didn’t 
meet. Of course he liked to make 
an impression on Verena; but what 
he mainly liked was to play her off 
upon the other girls, the daughters 
of fashion, with whom he danced 
at Papanti’s. Such were the im- 
ages that proceeded from Olive’s 
rich moral consciousness. “Well, 
he is greatly interested in our 
movement:” so much Verena once 
managed to announce; but the 
words rather irritated Miss Chan- 
cellor, who, as we know, did not 
care to allow for accidental excep- 
tions in the great masculine con- 
spiracy. 

In the month of March Verena 
told her that Mr. Burrage was of- 
fering matrimony — offering it with 
much insistence, begging that she 
would at least wait and think of it 
before giving him a final answer. 
Verena was evidently very glad to 
be able to say to Olive that she 
had assured him she couldn’t think 
of it, and that if he expected this 
he had better not come any more. 
He continued to come, and it was 
therefore to be supposed that he 
had ceased to count on such a 
concession; it was now Olive’s 
opinion that he really didn’t desire 
jt. She had a theory that he pro- 
posed to almost any girl who was 
not likely to accept him — did it 
because he was making a collec- 
tion of such episodes—a mental 


album of declarations, blushes, 
hesitations, refusals that just missed 
imposing themselves as accept- 
ances, quite as he collected enam- 
els and Cremona violins. He would 
be very sorry indeed to ally him- 
self to the house of Tarrant; but 
such a fear didn’t prevent him 
from holding it becoming in a man 
of taste to give that encourage- 
ment to low-born girls who were 
pretty, for one looked out for the 
special cases in which, for reasons 
(even the lowest might have rea- 
sons), they wouldn’t “rise.” “I told 
you I wouldn’t marry him, and I 
won't,” Verena said, delightedly, 
to her friend; her tone suggested 
that a certain credit belonged to 
her for the way she carried out 
her assurance. “I never thought 
you would, if you didn’t want to,” 
Olive replied to this; and Verena 
could have no rejoinder but the 
good-humour that sat in her eyes, 
unable as she was to say that she 
had wanted to. They had a little 
discussion, however, when she in- 
timated that she pitied him for his 
discomfiture, Olive’s contention be- 
ing that, selfish, conceited, pam- 
pered and - insincere, he might 
properly be left now to digest his 
affront. Miss Chancellor felt none 
of the remorse now that she would 
have felt six months before at 
standing in the way of such a 
chance for Verena, and she would 
have been very angry if any one 
had asked her if she were not 
afraid of taking too much upon 
herself. She would have said, 
moreover, that she stood in no 
one’s way, and that even if she 
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were not there Verena would nev- 
er think seriously of a frivolous lit- 
tle man who fiddled while Rome 
was burning. This did not prevent 
Olive from making up her mind 
that they had better go to Europe 
in the spring; a year’s residence in 
that quarter of the globe would be 
highly agreeable to Verena, and 
might even contribute to the evo- 
lution of her genius. It cost Miss 
Chancellor an effort to admit that 
any virtue still lingered in the eld- 
er world, and that it could have 
any important lesson for two such 
good Americans as her friend and 
herself; but it suited her just then 
to make this assumption, which 
was not altogether sincere. It was 
recommended by the idea that it 
would get her companion out of 
the way—out of the way of 
officious fellow-citizens — till she 
should be absolutely firm on her 
feet, and would also give greater 
intensity to their own long conver- 
sation. On that continent of stran- 
gers they would cleave more 
closely still to each other. This, of 
course, would be to fly before the 
inevitable “phase,” much more 
than to face it; but Olive decided 
that if they should reach unscathed 
the term of their delay (the first 
of July) she should have faced it 
as much as either justice or gener- 
osity demanded. I may as well say 
at once that she traversed most of 
this period without further serious 
alarms and with a great many lit- 
tle thrills of bliss and hope. 
Nothing happened to dissipate 
the good omens with which her 
partnership with Verena Tarrant 


was at present surrounded. They 
threw themselves into study; they 
had innumerable big books from 
the Athenzeum, and consumed 
the midnight oil. Henry Burrage, 
after Verena had shaken her head 
at him so sweetly and sadly, re- 
turned to New York, giving no 
sign; they only heard that he had 
taken refuge under the ruffled ma- 
ternal wing. (Olive, at least, took 
for granted the wing was ruffled; 
she could fancy how Mrs. Burrage 
would be affected by the knowl- 
edge that her son had been re- 
fused by the daughter of a mes- 
meric healer. She would be almost 
as angry as if she had learnt that 
he had been accepted.) Matthias 
Pardon had not yet taken his re- 
venge in the newspapers; he was 
perhaps nursing his thunderbolts; 
at any rate, now that the operatic 
season had begun, he was much 
occupied in interviewing the prin- 
cipal singers, one of whom he de- 
scribed in one of the leading jour- 
nals (Olive, at least, was sure it 
was only he who could write like 
that), as “a dear little woman with 
baby dimples and kittenish move- 
ments.” The Tarrants were appar- 
ently given up to a measure of 
sensual ease with which they had 
not hitherto been familiar, thanks 
to the increase of income that they 
drew from their eccentric protec- 
tress. Mrs. Tarrant now enjoyed 
the ministrations of a “girl”; it was 
partly her pride (at any rate, she 
chose to give it this turn), that 
her house had for many years been 
conducted without the element — 
so debasing on both sides — of 
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servile, mercenary labour. She 
wrote to Olive (she was perpetu- 
ally writing to her now, but Oliye 
never answered), that she was 
conscious of having fallen to a 
lower plane, but she admitted that 
it was a prop to her wasted spirit 
to have some one to converse with 
when Selah was off. Verena, of 
course, perceived the difference, 
which was inadequately explained 
by the theory of a sudden increase 
of her father’s practice (nothing 
of her father’s had ever increased 
like that), and ended by guessing 
the cause of it—a discovery which 
did not in the least disturb her 
equanimity. She accepted the idea 
that her parents should receive a 
pecuniary tribute from the extraor- 
dinary friend whom she had en- 
countered on the threshold of 
womanhood, just as she herself ac- 
cepted that friend’s irresistible hos- 
pitality. She had no worldly pride, 
no traditions of independence, no 
ideas of what was done and what 
was not done; but there was only 
one thing that equalled this per- 
fectly gentle and natural insensi- 
bility to favours — namely, the in- 
veteracy of her habit of not ask- 
ing them. Olive had had an ap- 
prehension that she would flush 
a little at learning the terms on 
which they should now be able to 
pursue their career together; but 
Verena never changed colour; it 
was either not new or not disagree- 
able to her that the authors of her 
being should be bought off, si- 
lenced by money, treated as the 
troublesome of the lower orders are 
treated when they are not locked 


up; so that her friend had a per- 
ception, after this, that it would 
probably be impossible in any way 
ever to offend her. She was too ran- 
courless, too detached from con- 
ventional standards, too free from 
private self-reference. It was too 
much to say of her that she forgave 
injuries, since she was not con- 
scious of them; there was in for- 
giveness a certain arrogance of 
which she was incapable, and her 
bright mildness glided over the 
many traps that life sets for our 
consistency. Olive had always held 
that pride was necessary to char- 
acter, but there was no peculiarity 
of Verena’s that could make her 
spirit seem less pure. The added 
luxuries in the little house at Cam- 
bridge, which even with their help 
was still such a penal settlement, 
made her feel afresh that before 
she came to the rescue the daugh- 
ter of that house had traversed a 
desert of sordid misery. She had 
cooked and washed and swept and 
stitched; she had worked harder 
than any of Miss Chancellor’s sery- 
ants. These things had left no trace 
upon her person or her mind; ev- 
erything fresh and fair renewed 
itself in her with extraordinary fa- 
cility, everything ugly and tire- 
some evaporated as soon as it 
touched her; but Olive deemed 
that, being what she was, she had. 
a right to immense compensations. 
In the future she should have ex- 
ceeding luxury and ease, and Miss 
Chancellor had no difficulty in per- 
suading herself that persons doing 
the high intellectual and moral 
work to which the two young la- 
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dies in Charles Street were now 
committed owed it to themselves, 
owed it to the groaning sisterhood, 
to cultivate the best material con- 
ditions. She herself was nothing of 
a sybarite, and she had proved, 
visiting the alleys and slums of 
Boston in the service of the Asso- 
ciated Charities, that there was no 
foulness of disease or misery she 
feared to look in the face; but her 
house had always been thoroughly 
well regulated, she was passion- 
ately clean, and she was an ex- 
cellent woman of business. Now, 
however, she elevated daintiness 
to a religion; her interior shone 
with superfluous friction, with 
punctuality, with winter roses. 
Among these soft influences Ve- 
rena herself bloomed like the flow- 
er that attains such perfection in 
Boston. Olive had always rated 
high the native refinement of 
her countrywomen, their latent 
“adaptability,” their talent for ac- 
commodating themselves at a 
glance to changed conditions; but 
the way her companion rose with 
the level of the civilisation that 
surrounded her, the way she as- 
similated all delicacies and ab- 
sorbed all traditions, left this 
friendly theory halting behind. 
The winter days were still, indoors, 
in Charles Street, and the winter 
nights secure from interruption. 
Our two young women had plenty 
of duties, but Olive had never fa- 
voured the custom of running in 
and out. Much conference on so- 
cial and reformatory topics went 
forward under her roof, and she 
received her colleagues—she be- 


longed to twenty associations and 
committees — only at preappointed 
hours, which she expected them to 
observe rigidly. Verena’s share in 
these proceedings was not active; 
she hovered over them, smiling, 
listening, dropping occasionally a 
fanciful though never an _ idle 
word, like some gently animated 
image placed there for good omen. 
It was understood that her part 
was before the scenes, not behind; 
that she was not a prompter, but 
(potentially, at least) a “popular 
favourite,” and that the work over 
which Miss Chancellor presided so 
efficiently was a general prepara- 
tion of the platform on which, 
later, her companion would exe- 
cute the most striking steps. 

The western windows of Olive’s 
drawing-room, looking over the 
water, took in the red sunsets of 
winter; the long, low bridge that 
crawled, on its staggering posts, 
across the Charles; the casual 
patches of ice and snow; the des- 
olate suburban horizons, peeled 
and made bald by the rigour of 
the season; the general hard, cold 
void of the prospect; the extru- 
sion, at Charlestown, at Cam- 
bridge, of a few chimneys and 
steeples, straight, sordid tubes of 
factories and engine-shops, or 
spare, heavenward finger of the 
New England  meeting-house. 
There was something inexorable in 
the poverty of the scene, shameful 
in the meanness of its details, 
which gave a collective impression 


_of boards and tin and frozen earth, 


sheds and rotting piles, railway- 
lines striding flat across a thor- 
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oughfare of puddles, and tracks of 
the humbler, the universal horse- 
car, traversing obliquely this path 
of danger; loose fences, vacant 
lots, mounds of refuse, yards be- 
strewn with iron pipes, telegraph 
poles, and bare wooden backs of 
places. Verena thought such a 
view lovely, and she was by no 
means without excuse when, as 
the afternoon closed, the ugly pic- 
ture was tinted with a clear, cold 
rosiness. The air, in its windless 
chill, seemed to tinkle like a crys- 
tal, the faintest gradations of tone 
were perceptible in the sky, the 
west became deep and delicate, 
everything grew doubly distinct 
before taking on the dimness of 
evening. There were pink flushes 
on snow, “tender” reflections in 
patches of stiffened marsh, sounds 
of car-bells, no longer vulgar, but 
almost silvery, on the long bridge, 
lonely outlines of distant dusky un- 
dulations against the fading glow. 
These agreeable effects used to 
light up that end of the drawing- 
room, and Olive often sat at the 
window with her companion be- 
fore it was time for the lamp. They 
admired the sunsets, they rejoiced 
in the ruddy spots projected upon 
the parlour-wall, they followed the 
darkening perspective in fanciful 
excursions. They watched the stel- 
lar points come out at last in a 
colder heaven, and then, shudder- 
ing a little, arm in arm, they 
turned away, with a sense that the 
winter night was even more cruel 
than the tyranny of men — turned 
back to drawn curtains and a 
brighter fire and a glittering tea- 


tray and more and more talk about 
the long martyrdom of women, a 
subject as to which Olive was in- 
exhaustible and really most inter- 
esting. There were some nights 
of deep snowfall, when Charles 
Street was white and muffled and 
the door-bell foredoomed to si- 
lence, which seemed little islands 
of lamplight, of enlarged and in- 
tensified vision. They read a great 
deal of history together, and read 
it ever with the same thought — 
that of finding confirmation in it 
for this idea that their sex had suf- 
fered inexpressibly, and that at 
any moment in the course of hu- 
man affairs the state of the world 
would have been so much less 
horrible (history seemed to them 
in every way horrible), if women 
had been able to press down the 
scale. Verena was full of sugges- 
tions which stimulated discussions; 
it was she, oftenest, who kept in 
view the fact that a good many 
women in the past had been in- 
trusted with power and had not 
always used it amiably, who 
brought up the wicked queens, the 
profligate mistresses of kings. 
These ladies were easily disposed 
of between the two, and the pub- 
lic crimes of Bloody Mary, the pri- 
vate misdemeanours of Faustina, 
wife of the pure Marcus Aurelius, 
were very satisfactorily classified. 
If the influence of women in the 
past accounted for every act of vir- 
tue that men had happened to 
achieve, it only made the matter 
balance properly that the influence 
of men should explain the casual 
irregularities of the other sex. Ol- 
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ive could see how few books had 
passed through Verena’s hands, 
and how little the home of the 
Tarrants had been a_ house of 
reading; but the girl now traversed 
the fields of literature with her 
characteristic lightness of step. 
Everything she turned to or took 
up became an illustration of the fa- 
cility, the “giftedness,” which Ol- 
ive, who had so little of it, never 
ceased to wonder at and prize. 
Nothing frightened her; she al- 
ways smiled at it, she could do 
anything she tried. As she knew 
how to do other things, she knew 
how to study; she read quickly 
and remembered infallibly; could 
repeat, days afterward, passages 
that she appeared only to have 
glanced at. Olive, of course, was 
more and more happy to think that 
their cause should have the serv- 
ices of an organisation so rare. 
All this doubtless sounds rather 
dry, and I hasten to add that our 
friends were not always shut up 
in Miss Chancellor’s strenuous par- 
lour. In spite of Olive’s desire to 
keep her precious inmate to her- 
self and to bend her attention 
upon their common studies, in 
spite of her constantly reminding 
Verena that this winter was to be 
purely educative and that the plat- 
itudes of the satisfied and unre- 
generate would have little to teach 
her, in spite, in short, of the se- 
vere and constant duality of our 
young, women, it must not be sup- 
posed that their life had not many 
personal confluents and tributaries. 
Individual and original as Miss 
Chancellor was universally ac- 


knowledged to be, she was yet a 
typical Bostonian, and as a typical 
Bostonian she could not fail to be- 
long in some degree to a “set.” It 
had been said of her that she was 
in it but not of it; but she was of 
it enough to go occasionally into 
other houses and to receive their 
occupants in her own. It was her 
belief that she filled her tea-pot 
with the spoon of hospitality, and 
made a good many select spirits 
feel that they were welcome un- 
der her roof at convenient hours. 
She had a preference for what she 
called real people, and there were 
several whose reality she had test- 
ed by arts known to herself. This 
little society was rather suburban 
and miscellaneous; it was prolific 
in ladies who trotted about, early 
and late, with books from the 
Atheneum nursed behind their 
muff, or little nosegays of exquisite 
flowers that they were carrying as 
presents to each other. Verena, 
who, when Olive was not with her, 
indulged in a good deal of desul- 
tory contemplation at the window, 
saw them pass the house in Charles 
Street, always apparently strain- 
ing a little, as if they might be too 
late for something. At almost any 
time, for she envied their preoc- 
cupation, she would have taken 
the chance with them. Very often, 
when she described them to her 
mother, Mrs. Tarrant didn’t know 
who they were; there were even 
days (she had so many discour- 
agements) when it seemed as if 
she didn’t want to know. So long 
as they were not some one else, it 
seemed to be no use that they 
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were themselves; whoever they 
were, they were sure to have that 
defect. Even after all her moth- 
er’s disquisitions Verena had but 
vague ideas as to whom she would 
have liked them to be; and it was 
only when the girl talked of the 
concerts, to all of which Olive sub- 
scribed and conducted her insep- 
arable friend, that Mrs. Tarrant 
appeared to feel in any degree 
that her daughter was living up to 
the standard formed for her in 
their Cambridge home. As all the 
world knows, the opportunities in 
Boston for hearing good music are 
numerous and excellent, and it had 
long been Miss Chancellor’s prac- 
tice to cultivate the best. She went 
in, as the phrase is, for the supe- 
rior programmes, and that high, 
dim, dignified Music Hall, which 
has echoed in its time to so much 
eloquence and so much melody, 
and of which the very proportions 
and colour seem to teach respect 
and attention, shed the protection 
of its illuminated cornice, this win- 
ter, upon no faces more intelli- 
gently upturned than those of the 
young women for whom Bach and 
Beethoven only repeated, in a myr- 
iad forms, the idea that was al- 
ways with them. Symphonies and 
fugues only stimulated their con- 
victions, excited their revolution- 
ary passion, led their imagination 
further in the direction in which 
it was always pressing. It lifted 
them to immeasurable ‘heights; 
and as they sat looking at the great 
florid, sombre organ, overhanging 
the bronze statue of Beethoven, 
they felt that this was the only 


temple in which the votaries of 
their creed could worship. 

And yet their music was not 
their greatest joy, for they had two 
others which they cultivated - at 
least as zealously. One of these was. 
simply the society of old Miss Birds- 
eye, of whom Olive saw more this 
winter than she had ever seen be- 
fore. It had become apparent that 
her long and beautiful career was 
drawing to a close, her earnest, 
unremitting work was over, her 
old-fashioned weapons were bro- 
ken and dull. Olive would have 
liked to hang them up as vener- 
able relics of a patient fight, and 
this was what she seemed to do 
when she made the poor lady re- 
late her battles—never glorious. 
and brilliant, but obscure and 
wastefully heroic—call back the 
figures of her companions in arms, 
exhibit her medals and scars. Miss 
Birdseye knew that her uses were 
ended; she might pretend still to 
go about the business of unpopu- 
lar causes, might fumble for pa- 
pers in her immemorial satchel and. 
think she had important appoint- 
ments, might sign petitions, at- 
tend conventions, say to Doctor 
Prance that if she would only 
make her sleep she should live to 
see a great many improvements 
yet; she ached and was weary, 
growing almost as glad to look 
back (a great anomaly for Miss; 
Birdseye) as to look forward. She: 
let herself be coddled now by her 
friends of the new generation; 
there were days when she seemed 
to want nothing better than to sit 
by Olive’s fire and ramble on 
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about the old struggles, with a 
vague, comfortable sense —no 
physical rapture of Miss Birdseye’s 
could be very acute — of immunity 
from wet feet, from the draughts 
that prevail at thin meetings, of 
independence of street-cars that 
would probably arrive overflow- 
ing; and also a pleased perception, 
not that she was an example to 
these fresh lives which began with 
more advantages than hers, but 
that she was in some degree an 
encouragement, as she helped 
them to measure the way the new 
truths had advanced — being able 
to tell them of such a different 
state of things when she was a 
young lady, the daughter of a 
very talented teacher (indeed her 
mother had been a teacher too), 
down in Connecticut. She had al- 
ways had for Olive a kind of aro- 
ma of martyrdom, and her bat- 
tered, unremunerated, unpensioned 
old age brought angry tears, 
springing from depths of outraged 
theory, into Miss Chancellor’s eyes. 
For Verena, too, she was a pic- 
turesque humanitary figure. Ve- 
rena had been in the habit of meet- 
ing martyrs from her childhood 
up, but she had seen none with so 
many reminiscences as Miss Birds- 
eye, or who had been so nearly 
scorched by penal fires. She had 
had escapes, in the early days of 
abolitionism, which it was a mar- 
vel she could tell with so little im- 
plication that she had shown cour- 
age. She had roamed through cer- 
tain parts of the South, carrying 
the Bible to the slave; and more 
than one of her companions, in the 


course of these expeditions, had 
been tarred and feathered. She 
herself, at one season, had spent 
a month in a Georgian jail. She 
had preached temperance in Irish 
circles where the doctrine was re- 
ceived with missiles; she had in- 
terfered between wives and hus- 
bands mad with drink; she had 
taken filthy children, picked up in 
the street, to her own poor rooms, 
and had removed their pestilent 
rags and washed their sore bodies 
with slippery little hands. In her ° 
own person she appeared to Olive 
and Verena a representative of suf- 
fering humanity; the pity they felt 
for her was part of their pity for 
all who were weakest and most 
hardly used; and it struck Miss 
Chancellor (more especially) that 
this frumpy little missionary was 
the last link in a tradition, and 
that when she should be called 
away the heroic age of New Eng- 
land life—the age of plain living 
and high thinking, of pure ideals 
and earnest effort, of moral pas- 
sion and noble _ experiment — 
would effectually be closed. It was 
the perennial freshness of Miss 
Birdseye’s faith that had had such 
a contagion for these modern 
maidens, the unquenched flame of 
her transcendentalism, the simplic- 
ity of her vision, the way in which, 
in spite of mistakes, deceptions, 
the changing fashions of reform, 
which make the remedies of a pre- 
vious generation look as ridiculous 
as their bonnets, the only thing 
that was still actual for her was 
the elevation of the species by the 
reading of Emerson and the fre- 
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quentation of Tremont Temple. 
Olive had been active enough, for 
years, in the city-missions; she too 
had scoured dirty children, and, in 
squalid lodging-houses, had gone 
into rooms where the domestic sit- 
uation was strained and the noises 
made the neighbours turn pale. 
But she reflected that after such 
exertions’ she had the refreshment 
of a pretty house, a drawing-room 
full of flowers, a crackling hearth, 
where she threw in pine-cones and 
made them snap, an imported tea- 
service, a Chickering piano, and 
the Deutsche Rundschau; whereas 
Miss Birdseye had only a bare, 
vulgar room, with a hideous flow- 
ered carpet (it looked like a den- 
tist’s), a cold furnace, the evening- 
paper, and Dector Prance. Olive 
and Verena were present at an- 
other of her gatherings before the 
winter ended; it resembled the oc- 
casion that we described at the 
beginning of this history, with the 
difference that Mrs. Farrinder was 
not there to oppress the company 
with her greatness, and that Ve- 
rena made a speech without the 
co-operation of her father. This 
young lady had delivered herself 
with even finer effect than before, 
and Olive could see how much 
she had gained, in confidence and 
range of allusion, since the edu- 
cative process in Charles Street 
began. Her motif was now a kind 
of unprepared tribute to Miss 
Birdseye, the fruit of the occasion 
and of the unanimous tenderness 
of the younger members of the 
circle, which made her a willing 
mouth-piece. She pictured her la- 


borious career, her early associates 
(Eliza P. Moseley was not neg- 
lected as Verena passed), her dif- 
ficulties and dangers and triumphs, 
her humanising effect upon so 
many, her serene and honoured 
old age—expressed, in short, as 
one of the ladies said, just the very 
way they all felt about her. Ve- 
rena’s face brightened and grew 
triumphant as she spoke, but she 
brought tears into the eyes of most 
of the others. It was Olive’s opin- 
ion that nothing could be more 
graceful and touching, and she 
saw that the impression made was 
now deeper than on the former 
evening. Miss Birdseye went about 
with her eighty years of innocence, 
her undiscriminating spectacles, 
asking her friends if it wasn’t per- 
fectly splendid; she took none of 
it to herself, she regarded it only 
as a brilliant expression of Verena’s 
gift. Olive thought, afterwards, 
that if a collection could only be 
taken up on the spot, the good 
lady would be made easy for the 
rest of her days; then she remem- 
bered that most of her guests were 
as impecunious as herself. 

I have intimated that our young 
friends had a source of fortifying 
emotion which was distinct from 
the hours they spent with Beetho- 
ven and Bach, or in hearing Miss 
Birdseye describe Concord as it 
used to be. This consisted in the 
wonderful insight they had ob- 
tained into the history of feminine 
anguish. They perused that chap- 
ter perpetually and zealously, and 
they derived from it the purest 
part of their mission. Olive had 
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pored over it so long, so earnestly, 
that she was now in complete pos- 
session of the subject; it was the 
one thing in life which she felt 
she had really mastered. She was 
able to exhibit it to Verena with 
the greatest authority and accu- 
racy, to lead her up and down, in 
and out, through all the darkest 
and most tortuous passages. We 
know that she was without belief 
in her own eloquence, but she was 
very eloquent when she reminded 
Verena how the exquisite weakness 
of women had never been their 
defence, but, had only exposed 
them to sufferings more acute than 
masculine grossness can conceive. 
Their odious partner had tram- 
pled upon them from the begin- 
ning of time, and their tenderness, 
their abnegation, had been his op- 
portunity. All the bullied wives, 
the stricken mothers, the dishon- 
oured, deserted maidens who have 
lived on the earth and longed to 
leave it, passed and repassed be- 
fore her eyes, and the intermina- 
ble dim procession seemed to 
stretch out a myriad hands to her. 
She sat with them at their trem- 
bling vigils, listened for the tread, 
the voice, at which they grew pale 
and sick, walked with them by the 
dark waters that offered to wash 
away misery and shame, took with 
them, even, when the vision grew 
intense, the last shuddering leap. 
She had analysed to an extraordi- 
nary fineness their susceptibility, 
their softness; she knew (or she 
thought she knew) all the possible 
tortures of anxiety, of suspense and 
dread; and she had made up her 


mind that it was women, in the 
end, who had paid for everything. 
In the last resort the whole bur- 
den of the human lot came upon 
them; it pressed upon them far 
more than on the others, the in- 
tolerable load of fate. It was they 
who sat cramped and chained to 
receive it; it was they who had 
done all the waiting and taken all 
the wounds. The sacrifices, the 
blood, the tears, the terrors were 
theirs. Their organism was in it- 
self a challenge to suffering, and 
men had practised upon it with an 
impudence that knew no bounds. 
As they were the weakest most had 
been wrung from them, and as 
they were the most generous they 
had been most deceived. Olive 
Chancellor would have rested her 
case, had it been necessary, on 
those general facts; and her sim- 
ple and comprehensive contention 
was that the peculiar wretched- 
ness which had been the very es- 
sence of the feminine lot was a 
monstrous artificial imposition, cry- 
ing aloud for redress. She was 
willing to admit that women, too, 
could be bad; that there were 
many about the world who were 
false, immoral, vile. But their er- 
rors were as nothing to their suf- 
ferings; they had expiated, in ad- 
vance, an eternity, if need be, of 
misconduct. Olive poured forth 
these views to her listening and 
responsive friend; she presented 
them again and again, and there 
was no light in which they did not 
seem to palpitate with truth. Ve- 
rena was immensely wrought 
upon; a subtle fire passed into her; 
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she was not so hungry for re- 
venge as Olive, but at the last, 
before they went to Europe (I 
shall take no place to describe the 
manner in which she threw herself 
into that project), she quite agreed 
with her companion that after so 
many ages of wrong (it would also 
be after the European journey) 
men must take their turn, men 
must pay! 
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SE SEL en 1 RAE ee a 


Basi Ransom lived in New York, 
rather far to the eastward, and in 
the upper reaches of the town; he 
occupied two small shabby rooms 
in a somewhat decayed mansion 
which stood next to the corner of 
the Second Avenue. The corner it- 
self was formed by a considerable 
grocer’s shop, the near neighbour- 
hood of which was fatal to any 
pretensions Ransom and his fel- 
low-lodgers might have had in re- 
gard to gentility of situation. The 
house had a red, rusty face, and 
faded green shutters, of which the 
slats were limp and at variance 
with each other. In one of the 
lower windows was suspended a 
fly-blown card, with the words 
“Table Board” affixed in letters cut 
(not very neatly) out of coloured 
paper, of graduated tints, and sur- 
rounded with a small band of 
stamped gilt. The two sides of the 
shop were protected by an im- 
mense pent-house shed, which pro- 
jected over a greasy pavement and 


was supported by wooden posts 
fixed in the curbstone. Beneath it, 
on the dislocated flags, barrels and 
baskets were freely and_pictur- 
esquely grouped; an open cellar- 
way yawned beneath the feet of 
those who might pause to gaze too 
fondly on the savoury wares dis- 
played in the window; a strong 
odour of smoked fish, combined 
with a fragrance of molasses, hung 
about the spot; the pavement, to- 
ward the gutters, was fringed with 
dirty panniers, heaped with pota- 
toes, carrots, and onions; and a 
smart, bright waggon, with the 
horse detached from the shafts, 
drawn up on the edge of the 
abominable road (it contained 
holes and ruts a foot deep, and 
immemorial accumulations of stag- 
nant mud), imparted an idle, ru- 
ral, pastoral air to a scene other- 
wise perhaps expressive of a rank 
civilisation. The establishment was 
of the kind known to New Yorkers 
as a Dutch grocery; and red-faced, 
yellow-haired, bare-armed vendors 
might have been observed to 
lounge in the doorway. I mention 
it not on account of any particu- 
lar influence it may have had on 
the life or the thoughts of Basil 
Ransom, but for old acquaintance 
sake and that of local colour; be- 
sides which, a figure is nothing 
without a setting, and our young 
man came and went every day, 
with rather an indifferent, unper- 
ceiving step, it is true, among the 
objects I have briefly designated. 
One of his rooms was directly 
above the street-door of the house; 
such a dormitory, when it is so ex- 
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iguous, is called in the nomencla- 
ture of New York a “hall bed- 
room.” The sitting-room, beside it, 
was slightly larger, and they both 
commanded a row of tenements 
no less degenerate than Ransom’s 
own habitation — houses built forty 
years before, and already sere and 
superannuated. These were also 
painted red, and the bricks were 
accentuated by a white line; they 
were garnished, on the first floor, 
with balconies covered with small 
tin roofs, striped in different col- 
ours, and with an elaborate iron 
lattice-work, which gave them a 
repressive, cage-like appearance, 
and caused them slightly to re- 
semble the little boxes for peeping 
unseen into the street, which are 
a feature of oriental towns. Such 
posts of observation commanded 
a view of the grocery on the cor- 
ner, of the relaxed and disjointed 
roadway, enlivened at the curb- 
stone with an occasional ash-bar- 
rel or with gas-lamps drooping 
from the perpendicular, and west- 
ward, at the end of the truncated 
vista, of the fantastic skeleton of 
the Elevated Railway, overhang- 
ing the transverse longitudinal 
street, which it darkened and 
smothered with the immeasurable 
spinal column and myriad clutch- 
ing paws of an antediluvian mon- 
ster. If the opportunity were not 
denied me here, I should like to 
give some account of Basil Ran- 
som’s interior, of certain curious 
persons of both sexes, for the most 
part not favourites of fortune, who 
had found an obscure asylum 
there; some picture of the crum- 


pled little table Phéte, at two dol- 
lars and a half a week, where ev- 
erything felt sticky, which went 
forward in the low-ceiled base- 


“ment, under the conduct of a cou- 


ple of shuffling negresses, who 
mingled in the conversation and 
indulged in low, mysterious chuck- 
les when it took a facetious turn. 
But we need, in strictness, con- 
cern ourselves with it no further 
than to gather the implication that 
the young Mississippian, even a 
year and a half after that momen- 
tous visit of his to Boston, had not 
made his profession very lucrative. 

He had been diligent, he had 
been ambitious, but he had not yet 
been successful. During the few 
weeks preceding the moment at 
which we meet him again, he had 
even begun to lose faith altogether 
in his earthly destiny. It became 
much of a question with him 
whether success in any form was 
written there; whether for a hun- 
gry young Mississippian, without 
means, without friends, wanting, 
too, in the highest energy, the wis- 


dom of the serpent, personal arts 


and national prestige, the game of 
life was to be won in New York. 
He had been on the point of giving 
it up and returning to the home of 
his ancestors, where, as he had 
heard from his mother, there was 
still just a sufficient supply of hot 
corn-cake to support existence. He 
had never believed much in his 
luck, but during the last year it 
had been guilty of aberrations sur- 
prising even to a constant, an im- 
perturbable, victim of fate. Not 
only had he not extended his con- 
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nection, but he had lost most of 
the little business which was an 
object of complacency to him a 
twelvemonth before. He had had 
none but small jobs, and he had 
made a mess of more than one of 
them. Such accidents had not had 
a happy effect upon his reputa- 
tion; he had been able to perceive 
that this fair flower may be nipped 
when it is so tender a bud as 
scarcely to be palpable. He had 
formed a partnership with a per- 
son who seemed likely to repair 
some of his deficiencies —a young 
man from Rhode Island, acquaint- 
ed, according to his own expres- 
sion, with the inside track. But 
this gentleman himself, as it turned 
out, would have been better for a 
good deal of remodelling, and 
Ransom’s_ principal _ deficiency, 
which was, after all, that of cash, 
was not less apparent to him after 
his colleague, prior to a sudden 
and unexplained departure for Eu- 
rope, had drawn the slender ac- 
cumulations of the firm out of the 
bank. Ransom sat for hours in his 
office, waiting for clients who ei- 
ther did not come, or, if they did 
come, did not seem to find him 
encouraging, as they usually left 
him with the remark that they 
would think what they would do. 
They thought to little purpose, 
and seldom reappeared, so that at 
last he began to wonder whether 
there were not a prejudice against 
his Southern complexion. Perhaps 
they didn’t like the way he spoke. 
If they could show him a better 
way, he was willing to adopt it; 
but the manner of New York could 


not be acquired by precept, and 
example, somehow, was not in this 
case contagious. He wondered 
whether he were stupid and un- 
skilled, and he was finally obliged 
to confess to himself that he was 
unpractical. 

This confession was in itself a 
proof of the fact, for nothing could 
be less fruitful than such a specu- 
lation, terminating in such a way. 
He was perfectly aware that: he 
cared a great deal for the theory, 
and so his visitors must have 
thought when they found him, 
with one of his long legs twisted 
round the other, reading a volume 
of De Tocqueville. That was the 
kind of reading he liked; he had 
thought a great deal about social 
and economical questions, forms 
of government and the happiness 
of peoples. The convictions he had 
arrived at were not such as mix 
gracefully with the time-honoured 
verities a young lawyer looking out 
for business is in the habit of tak- 
ing for granted; but he had to re- 
flect that these doctrines would 
probably not contribute any more 
to his prosperity in Mississippi 


than in New York. Indeed, he 


scarcely could think of the coun- 
try where they would be a par- 
ticular advantage to him. It came 
home to him that his opinions were 
stiff, whereas in comparison his 
effort was lax; and he accordingly 
began to wonder whether he 
might not make a living by his 
opinions. He had always had a 
desire for public life; to cause one’s 
ideas to be embodied in national 
conduct appeared to him the high- 
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est form of human enjoyment. But 
there was little enough that was 
public in his solitary studies, and 
he asked himself what was the use 
of his having an office at all, and 
why he might not as well carry on 
his profession at the Astor Library, 
where, in his spare hours and on 
chance holidays, he did an im- 
mense deal of suggestive reading. 
_ He took copious notes and memo- 
randa, and these things sometimes 
shaped themselves in a way that 
might possibly commend them to 
the editors of periodicals. Read- 
ers perhaps would come, if clients 
didn’t; so he produced, with a 
great deal of labour, half a dozen 
articles, from which, when they 
were finished, it seemed to him 
that he had omitted all the points 
he wished most to make, and ad- 
dressed them to the powers that 
preside over weekly and monthly 
publications. They were all de- 
clined with thanks, and he would 
have been forced to believe that 
the accent of his languid clime 
brought him luck as little under 
the pen as on the lips, had not an- 
other explanation been suggested 
by one of the more explicit of his 
oracles, in relation to a paper on 
the rights of minorities. This gen- 
tleman pointed out that his doc- 
trines were about three hundred 
years behind the age; doubtless 
some magazine of the sixteenth 
century would have been very 
happy to print them. This threw 
light on his own suspicion that he 
was attached to causes that could 
only, in the nature of things, be 
unpopular. The disagreeable ed- 


itor was right about his being out 
of date, only he had got the time 
wrong. He had come centuries too 
soon; he was not too old, but too 
new. Such an impression, how- 
ever, would not have prevented 
him from going into politics, if 
there had been any other way to 
represent constituencies than by 
being elected. People might be 
found eccentric enough to vote for 
him in Mississippi, but meanwhile 
where should he find the twenty- 
dollar greenbacks which it was his 
ambition to transmit from time to 
time to his female relations, con- 
fined so constantly to a farina- 
ceous diet? It came over him 
with some force that his opinions 
would not yield interest, and the 
evaporation of this pleasing hy- 
pothesis made him feel like a man 
in an open boat, at sea, who 
should just have parted with his 
last rag of canvas. 

I shall not attempt a complete 
description of Ransom’s ill-starred 
views, being convinced that the 
reader will guess them as he goes, 
for they had a frolicsome, ingen- 
ious way of peeping out of the 
young man’s conversation. I shall 
do them sufficient justice in say- 
ing that he was by natural dispo- 
sition a good deal of a stoic, and 
that, as the result of a considerable 
intellectual experience, he was, in 
social and political matters, a re- 
actionary. I suppose he was very 
conceited, for he was much ad- 
dicted to judging his age. He 
thought it talkative, querulous, 
hysterical, maudlin, full of false 
ideas, of unhealthy germs, of ex- 
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travagant, dissipated habits, for 
which a great reckoning was in 
store. He was an immense ad- 
mirer of the late Thomas Carlyle, 
and was very suspicious of the en- 
croachments of modern democra- 
cy. I know not exactly how these 
queer heresies had planted them- 
selves, but he had a longish pedi- 
gree (it had flowered at one time 
with English royalists and cava- 
liers), and he seemed at moments 
to be inhabited by some transmit- 
ted spirit of a robust but narrow 
ancestor, some broad-faced wig- 
wearer or sword-bearer, with a 
more primitive conception of man- 
hood than our modern tempera- 
ment appears to require, and a 
programme of human felicity much 
less varied. He liked his pedigree, 
he revered his forefathers, and he 
rather pitied those who might 
come after him. In saying so, how- 
ever, I betray him a little, for he 
_never mentioned such feelings as 
these. Though he thought the age 
too talkative, as I have hinted, he 
liked to talk as well as any one; 
but he could hold his tongue, if 
that were more expressive, and he 
usually did so when his perplexi- 
ties were greatest. He had been 
sitting for several evenings in a 
beer-cellar, smoking his pipe with 
a profundity of reticence. This at- 
titude was so unbroken that it 
marked a crisis — the complete, the 
acute consciousness of his person- 
al situation. It was the cheapest 
way he knew of spending an eve- 
ning. At this particular establish- 
ment the Schoppen were very tall 
and the beer was very good; and 


as the host and most of the guests 
were German, and their colloquial 
tongue was unknown to him, he 
was not drawn into any undue ex- 
penditure of speech. He watched 
his smoke and he thought, thought 
so hard that at last he appeared 
to himself to have exhausted the 
thinkable. When this moment of 
combined relief and dismay ar- 
rived (on the last of the evenings 
that we are concerned with), he 
took his way down Third Avenue 
and reached his humble dwelling. 
Till within a short time there had 
been a resource for him at such 
an hour and in such a mood; a 
little variety-actress, who lived in 
the house, and with whom he had 
established the most cordial rela- 
tions, was often having her sup- 
per (she took it somewhere, ev- 
ery night, after the theatre), in 
the dim, close dining-room, and 
he used to drop in and talk to her. 
But she had lately married, to his 
great amusement, and her husband 
had taken her on a wedding-tour, 
which was to be at the same time 
professional. On this occasion he 
mounted, with rather a heavy 
tread, to his rooms, where (on the 
rickety writing-table in the par- 
lour) he found a note from Mrs. 
Luna. I need not reproduce it in 
extenso; a pale reflection of it will 
serve. She reproached him with 
neglecting her, wanted to know 
what had become of him, whether 
he had grown too fashionable for 
a person who cared only for seri- 
ous society. She accused him of 
having changed, and inquired as 
to the reason of his coldness. Was 
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it too much to ask whether he 


could tell her at least in what man- ' 


ner she had offended him? She 
used to think they were so much 
in sympathy—he expressed her 
own ideas about everything so viv- 
idly. She liked intellectual com- 
panionship, and she had none now. 
She hoped very much he would 
come and see her —as he used to 
do six months before — the follow- 
ing evening; and however much 
she might have sinned or he might 
have altered, she was at least al- 
ways his affectionate cousin Ade- 
line. 

“What the deuce does she want 
of me now?” It was with this 
somewhat ungracious exclamation 
that he tossed away his cousin 
Adeline’s missive. The gesture 
might have indicated that he 
meant to take no notice of her; 
nevertheless, after a day had 
elapsed, he presented himself be- 
fore her. He knew what she want- 
_ ed of old — that is, a year ago; she 
had wanted him to look after her 
property and to be tutor to her 
son. He had lent himself, good- 
naturedly, to this desire —he was 
touched by so: much confidence — 
but the experiment had speedily 
collapsed. Mrs. Luna’s affairs were 
in the hands of trustees, who had 
complete care of them, and Ran- 
som instantly perceived that his 
function would be simply to med- 
dle in things that didn’t concern 
him. The levity with which she 
had exposed him to the derision of 
the lawful guardians of her fortune 
opened his eyes to some of the 
dangers of cousinship; nevertheless 


he said to himself that he might 
turn an honest penny by giving an 
hour or two every day to the edu- 
cation of her little boy. But this, 
too, proved a brief illusion. Ransom 
had to find his time in the after- 
noon; he left his business at five 
o'clock and remained with his 
young kinsman till the hour of 
dinner. At the end of a few weeks 
he thought himself lucky in retir- 
ing without broken shins. That 
Newton’s little nature was remark- 
able had often been insisted on by 
his mother; but it was remarkable, 
Ransom saw, for the absence of 
any of the qualities which attach 
a teacher to a pupil. He was in 
truth an insufferable child, enter- 
taining for the Latin language a 
personal, physical hostility, which 
expressed itself in convulsions of 
rage. During these paroxysms he 
kicked furiously at every one and 
everything —at poor “Rannie,” at 
his mother, at Messrs. Andrews | 
and Stoddard, at the illustrious 
men of Rome, at the universe in 
general, to which, as he lay on his 
back on the carpet, he presented 
a pair of singularly active little 
heels. Mrs. Luna had a way of be- 
ing present at his lessons, and 
when they passed, as sooner or 
later they were sure to, into the 
stage I have described, she inter- 
ceded for her overwrought dar- 
ling, reminded Ransom that these 
were the signs of an exquisite sen- 
sibility, begged that the child 
might be allowed to rest a little, 
and spend the remainder of the 
time in conversation with the pre- 
ceptor. It came to seem to him, 
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very soon, that he was not earn- 
ing his fee; besides which, it was 
disagreeable to him to have .pe- 
cuniary relations with a lady who 
had not the art of concealing from 
him that she liked to place him 
under obligations. He resigned his 
tutorship, and drew a long breath, 
having a vague feeling that he had 
escaped a danger. He could not 
have told you exactly what it was, 
and he had a certain sentimental, 
provincial respect for women 
which even prevented him from 
attempting to give a name to it in 
his own thoughts. He was addicted 
with the ladies to the old forms of 
address and of gallantry; he held 
that they were delicate, agreeable 
creatures, whom Providence had 
placed under the protection of the 
bearded sex; and it was not merely 
a humorous idea with him that 
whatever might be the defects of 
Southern gentlemen, they were at 
any rate remarkable for their chiv- 
alry. He was a man who still, in a 
slangy age, could pronounce that 
word with a perfectly serious face. 

This boldness did not prevent 
him from thinking that women 
were essentially inferior to men, 
and infinitely tiresome when they 
declined to accept the lot which 
men had made for them. He had 
the most definite notions about 
their place in nature, in society, 
and was perfectly easy in his mind 
as to whether it excluded them 
from any proper homage. The 
chivalrous man paid that tax with 
alacrity. He admitted their rights; 
these consisted in a standing claim 
to the generosity and tenderness 


of the stronger race. The exercise 
of such feelings was full of advan- 
tage for both sexes, and they 
flowed most freely, of course, when 
women were gracious and grate- 
ful. It may be said that he had a 
higher conception of politeness 
than most of the persons who de- 
sired the advent of female law- 
makers. When I have added that 
he hated to see women eager and 
argumentative, and thought that 
their softness and docility were 
the inspiration, the opportunity 
(the highest) of man, I shall have 
sketched a state of mind which 
will doubtless strike many readers 
as painfully crude. It had _ pre- 
vented Basil Ransom, at any rate, 
from putting the dots on his 7s, 
as the French say, in this gradual 
discovery that Mrs. Luna was mak- 
ing love to him. The process went 
on a long time before he became 
aware of it. He had perceived 
very soon that she was a tremen- 
dously familiar little woman— 
that she took, more rapidly than 
he had ever known, a high degree 
of intimacy for granted. But as she 
had seemed to him neither very 
fresh nor very beautiful, so he 
could not easily have represented 
to himself why she should take it 
into her head to marry (it would 
never have occurred to him to 
doubt that she wanted marriage), 
an obscure and penniless Missis- 
sippian, with womenkind of his 
own to provide for. He could not 
guess that he answered to a cer- 
tain secret ideal of Mrs. Luna’s, 
who loved the landed gentry even 
when landless, who adored a 
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Southerner under any _ circum- 
stances, who thought her kinsman 
a fine, manly, melancholy, disin- 
terested type, and who was sure 
that her views of public matters, 
the questions of the age, the vul- 
gar character of modern life. 
would meet with a perfect re- 
sponse in his mind. She could see 
by the way he talked that he was 
a conservative, and this was the 
motto inscribed upon her own 
silken banner. She took this un- 
popular line both by temperament 
and by reaction from her sister’s 
“extreme” views, the sight of the 
dreadful people that they brought 
about her. In reality, Olive was 
distinguished and discriminating, 
and Adeline was the dupe of con- 
fusions in which the worse was apt 
to be mistaken for the better. She 
talked to Ransom about the inferi- 
ority of republics, the distressing 
persons she had met abroad in the 
legations of the United States, the 
bad manners of servants and shop- 
keepers in that country, the hope 
she entertained that “the good 
old families” would make a stand; 
but he never suspected that she 
cultivated these topics (her treat- 
ment of them struck him as highly 
comical), for the purpose of lead- 
ing him to the altar, of beguil- 
ing the way. Least of all could 
he suppose that she would be 
indifferent to his want of income 
—a point in which he failed to 
do her justice; for, thinking the 
fact that he had remained poor a 
proof of delicacy in that shopkeep- 
ing age, it gave her much pleasure 
to reflect that, as Newton’s little 


property was settled on him (with 
safeguards which showed how 
long-headed poor Mr. Luna had 
been, and large-hearted, too, since 
to what he left her no disagree- 
able conditions, such as eternal 
mourning, for instance, were at- 
tached) —that as Newton, I say, 
enjoyed the pecuniary independ- 
ence which befitted his character, 
her own income was ample even 
for two, and she might give her- 
self the luxury of taking a hus- 
band who should owe her some- 
thing. Basil Ransom did not di- 
vine all this, but he divined that 
it was not for nothing that Mrs. 
Luna wrote him little notes every 
other day, that she proposed to 
drive him in the Park at unnatu- 
ral hours, and that when he said 
he had his business to attend to, 
she replied: “Oh, a plague on your 
business! I am sick of that word 
—one hears of nothing else in 
America. There are ways of get- 
ting on without business, if you 
would only take them!” He sel- 
dom answered her notes, and he 
disliked extremely the way in 
which, in spite of her love of form 
and order, she attempted to clam- 
ber in at the window of one’s 
house when one had locked the 
door; so that he began to inter- 
space his visits considerably, and 
at last made them very rare. When 
I reflect on his habits of almost 
superstitious politeness to women, 
it comes over me that some very 
strong motive must have operated 
to make him give his friendly — 
his only too friendly — cousin the 
cold shoulder. Nevertheless, when 
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he received her reproachful let- 
ter (after it had had time to work 
a little), he said to himself that he 
had perhaps been unjust and even 
brutal, and as he was easily 
touched by remorse of this kind, 
he took up the broken thread. 
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As he sat with Mrs. Luna, in her 
little back drawing-room, under 
the lamp, he felt rather more tol- 
erant than before of the pressure 
she could not help putting upon 
him. Several months had elapsed, 
and he was no nearer to the sort 
of success he had hoped for. It 
stole over him gently that there 
was another sort, pretty visibly 
open to him, not so elevated nor 
so manly, it is true, but on which 
he should after all, perhaps, be 
able to reconcile it with his honour 
to fall back. Mrs. Luna had had 
an inspiration; for once in her life 
she had held her tongue. She had 
not made him a scene, there had 
been no question of an explana- 
tion; she had received him as if he 
had been there the day before, 
with the addition of a spice of 
mysterious melancholy. She might 
have made up her mind that she 
had lost him as what she had 
hoped, but that it was better than 
desolation to try and keep him as 
a friend. It was as if she wished 
him to see now how she tried. She 
was subdued and consolatory, she 
waited upon him, moved away a 
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screen that intercepted the fire, 
remarked that he looked very 
tired, and rang for some tea. She 
made no inquiry about his affairs, 
never asked if he had been busy 
and prosperous; and this reticence 
struck him as unexpectedly deli- 
cate and discreet; it was as if she 
had guessed, by a subtle feminine 
faculty, that his professional ca- 
reer was nothing to boast of. 
There was a simplicity in him 
which permitted him to wonder 
whether she had not improved. 
The lamp-light was soft, the fire 
crackled pleasantly, everything 
that surrounded him betrayed a 
woman’s taste and touch; the place 
was decorated and cushioned in 
perfection, delightfully private and 
personal, the picture of a well-ap- 
pointed home. Mrs. Luna had com- 
plained of the difficulties of in- 
stalling one’s self in America, but 
Ransom remembered that he had 
received an impression similar to 
this in her sister’s house in Bos- 
ton, and reflected that these la- 
dies had, as a family-trait, the art 
of making themselves comfortable. 
It was better for a winter’s eve- 
ning than the German beer-cellar 
(Mrs. Luna’s tea was excellent), 
and his hostess herself appeared 
to-night almost as amiable as the 
variety-actress. At the end of an 
hour he felt, I will not say almost 
marriageable, but almost married. 
Images of leisure played before 
him, leisure in which he saw him- 
self covering foolscap paper with 
his views on several subjects, and 
with favourable illustrations of 
Southern eloquence. It became tol- 
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erably vivid to him that if editors 
wouldn’t print one’s lucubrations, 
it would be a comfort to feel that 
one was able to publish them at 
one’s Own expense. 

He had a moment of almost 
complete illusion. Mrs. Luna had 
taken up her bit of crochet; she 
was sitting opposite to him, on the 
other side of the fire. Her white 
hands moved with little jerks as 
she took her stitches, and her rings 
flashed and twinkled in the light 
of the hearth. Her head fell a 
little to one side, exhibiting the 
plumpness of her chin and neck, 
and her dropped eyes (it gave her 
a little modest air), rested quietly 
on her work. A silence of a few 
moments had fallen upon _ their 
talk, and Adeline — who decidedly 
had improved — appeared also to 
feel the charm of it, not to wish to 
break it. Basil Ransom was con- 
scious of all this, and at the same 
time he was vaguely engaged in a 
speculation. If it gave one time, if 
it gave one leisure, was not that 
in itself a high motive? Thorough 
study of the question he cared for 
most — was not the chance for that 
an infinitely desirable good? He 
seemed to see himself, to feel him- 
self, in that very chair, in the 
evenings of the future, reading 
some indispensable book in the 
still lamp-light — Mrs. Luna knew 
where to get such pretty mellow- 
ing shades. Should he not be able 
to act in that way upon the public 
opinion of his time, to check cer- 
tain tendencies, to point out cer- 
tain dangers, to indulge in much 
salutary criticism? Was it not one’s 


duty to put one’s self in the best 
conditions for such action? And as 
the silence continued he almost 
fell to musing on his duty, almost 
persuaded himself that the moral 
law commanded him to marry 
Mrs. Luna. She looked up pres- 
ently from her work, their eyes 
met, and she smiled. He might 
have believed she had guessed 
what he was thinking of. This idea 
startled him, alarmed him a little, 
so that when Mrs. Luna said, with 
her sociable manner, “There is 
nothing I like so much, of a win- 
ter’s night, as a cosy téte-d-téte by 
the fire. It’s quite like Darby and 
Joan; what a pity the kettle has 
ceased singing!”—when she ut- 
tered these insinuating words he 
gave himself a little impercepti- 
ble shake, which was, however, 
enough to break the spell, and 
made no response more direct than 
to ask her, in a moment, in a tone 
of cold, mild curiosity, whether 
she had lately heard from her sis- 
ter, and how long Miss Chancel- 
lor intended to remain in Europe. 

“Well, you have been living in 
your hole!” Mrs. Luna exclaimed. 
“Olive came home six weeks ago. 
How long did you expect her to 
endure it?” 

“Tam sure I don’t know; I have 
never been there,” Ransom re- 
plied. 

“Yes, that’s what I like you for,” 
Mrs. Luna remarked sweetly. “If 
a man is nice without it, it’s such 
a pleasant change.” 

The young man started, then 
gave a natural laugh. “Lord, how 
few reasons there must be!” 
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“Oh, I mention that one because 
I can tell it. I shouldn’t care to 
tell the others.” 

“T am glad you have some to 
fall back upon, the day I should 
go,” Ransom went on. “I thought 
you thought so much of Europe.” 

“So I do; but it isn’t everything,” 
said Mrs. Luna_ philosophically. 
“You had better go there with 
me,” she added, with a certain in- 
consequence. 

“One would go to the end of 
the world with so irresistible a 
lady!” Ransom exclaimed, falling 
into the tone which Mrs. Luna al- 
ways found so unsatisfactory. It 
was a part of his Southern gal- 
lantry—his accent always came 
out strongly when he said any- 
thing of that sort — and it commit- 
ted him to nothing in particular. 
She had had occasion to wish, 
more than once, that he wouldn't 
be so beastly polite, as she used 
to hear people say in England. She 
answered that she didn’t care 
about ends, she cared about be- 
ginnings; but he didn’t take up 
the declaration; he returned to the 
subject of Olive, wanted to know 
what she had done over there, 
whether she had worked them up 
much. 

“Oh, of course, she fascinated 
every one,” said Mrs. Luna. “With 
her grace and beauty, her general 
style, how could she help that?” 

“But did she bring them round, 
did she swell the host that is pre- 
pared to march under her ban- 
ner?” 

“I suppose she saw plenty of 
the strong-minded, plenty of vi- 


cious old maids, and fanatics, and 
frumps. But I haven’t the least 
idea what she accomplished — 
what they call ‘wonders,’ I sup- 
pose.” 

“Didn’t you see her when she 
returned?” Basil Ransom asked. 

“How could I see her? I can see 
pretty far, but I can’t see all the 
way to Boston.” And then, in ex- 
plaining that it was at this port 
that her sister had disembarked, 
Mrs. Luna further inquired wheth- 
er he could imagine Olive doing 
anything in a first-rate way, as 
long as there were inferior ones. 
“Of course she likes bad ships — 
Boston steamers — just as she likes 
common people, and red-haired 
hoydens, and preposterous doc- 
trines.” 

Ransom was silent a moment. 
“Do you mean the —a—rather 
striking young lady whom I met 
in Boston a year ago last October? 
What was her name? — Miss Tar- 
rant? Does Miss Chancellor like 
her as much as ever?” 

“Mercy! don’t you know she 
took her to Europe? It was to 
form her mind she went. Didn't 
I tell you that last summer? 
You used to come to see me 
then.” 

“Oh yes, I remember,” Ransom 
said, rather musingly. “And did 
she bring her back?” 

“Gracious, you don’t suppose 
she would leave her! Olive thinks 
she’s born to regenerate the 
world.” 

“I remember you telling me 
that, too. It comes back to me. 
Well, is her mind formed?” 
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“As I haven’t seen it, I cannot 
tell you.” 

“Aren't you going on there to 
see ——” 

“To see whether Miss Tarrant’s 
mind is formed?” Mrs. Luna broke 
in. “I will go if you would like me 
to. I remember your being im- 
mensely excited about her that 
time you met her. Don’t you recol- 
lect that?” 

Ransom hesitated an instant. “I 
can’t say I do. It is too long ago.” 

“Yes, I have no doubt that’s the 
way you change, about women! 
Poor Miss Tarrant, if she thinks 
she made an impression on you!” 

“She won't think about such 
things as that, if her mind has 
been formed by your sister,” Ran- 
som said. “It does come back to 
me now, what you told me about 
the growth of their intimacy. And 
do they mean to go on living to- 
gether for ever?” 

“T suppose so— unless some one 
should take it into his head to 
marry Verena.” 

“Verena—is that her name?” 
Ransom asked. 

Mrs. Luna looked at him with 
a suspended needle. “Well! have 
you forgotten that too? You told 
me yourself you thought it so 
pretty, that time in Boston, when 
you walked me up the hill.” Ran- 


som declared that he remembered 


that walk, but didn’t remember 
everything he had said to her; and 
she suggested, very satirically, that 
perhaps he would like to marry 
Verena himself — he seemed so in- 
terested in her. Ransom shook his 
head sadly, and said he was afraid 


he was not in a position to marry; 
whereupon Mrs. Luna asked him 
what he meant—did he mean 
(after a moment’s hesitation) that 
he was too poor? 

“Never in the world —I am very 
rich; I make an enormous income!” 
the young man exclaimed; so that, 
remarking his tone, and the slight 
flush of annoyance that rose to his 
face, Mrs. Luna was quick enough 
to judge that she had overstepped 
the mark. She remembered (she 
ought to have remembered be- 
fore), that he had never taken her 
in the least into his confidence 
about his affairs. That was not the 
Southern way, and he: was at least 
as proud as he was poor. In this 
surmise she was just; Basil Ran- 
som would have despised himself 
if he had been capable of confess- 
ing to a woman that he couldn’t 
make a living. Such questions were 
none of their business (their busi- 
ness was simply to be provided 
for, practise the domestic virtues, 
and be charmingly grateful), and 
there was, to his sense, something 
almost indecent in talking about 
them. Mrs. Luna felt doubly sorry 
for him as she perceived that he 
denied himself the luxury of sym- 
pathy (that is, of hers), and the 
vague but comprehensive sigh that 
passed her lips as she took up her 
crochet again was unusually ex- 
pressive of helplessness. She said 
that of course she knew how great 
his talents were — he could do any- 
thing he wanted; and Basil Ran- 
som wondered for a moment 
whether, if she were to ask him 
point-blank to marry her, it would 
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be consistent with the high cour- 
tesy of a Southern gentleman to 
refuse. After she should be his 
wife he might of course confess to 
her that he was too poor to marry, 
for in that relation even a South- 
ern gentleman of the highest tone 
must sometimes unbend. But he 
didn’t in the least long for this ar- 
rangement, and was conscious that 
the most pertinent sequel to her 
conjecture would be for him to 
take up his hat and walk away. 
Within five minutes, however, 
he had come to desire to do this 
almost as little as to marry Mrs. 
Luna. He wanted to hear more 
about the girl who lived with Ol- 
ive Chancellor. Something had re- 
vived in him —an old curiosity, an 
image half effaced—when he 
learned that she had come back 
to America. He had taken a wrong 
impression from what Mrs. Luna 
said, nearly a year before, about 
her sister’s visit to Europe; he had 
supposed it was to be a long ab- 
sence, that Miss Chancellor want- 
ed perhaps to get the little proph- 
etess away from her parents, possi- 
bly even away from some amorous 
entanglement. Then, no doubt, 
they wanted to study up the wom- 
an-question with the facilities that 
Europe would offer; he didn’t 
know much about Europe, but he 
had an idea that it was a great 
place for facilities. His knowledge 
of Miss Chancellor’s departure, ac- 
companied by her young compan- 
ion, had checked at the time, on 
Ransom’s part, a certain habit of 
idle but none the less entertaining 
retrospect. His life, on the whole, 


had not been rich in episode, and 
that little chapter of his visit to 
his queer, clever, capricious cou- 
sin, with his evening at Miss Birds- 
eye’s, and his glimpse, repeated’on 
the morrow, of the strange, beau- 
tiful, ridiculous, red-haired young 
improvisatrice, unrolled itself in 
his memory like a page of inter- 
esting fiction. The page seemed to 
fade, however, when he heard that 
the two girls had gone, for an in- 
definite time, to unknown lands; 
this carried them out of his range, 
spoiled the perspective, diminished 
their actuality; so that for several 
months past, with his increase of 
anxiety about his own affairs, and 
the low pitch of his spirits, he had 
not thought at all about Verena 
Tarrant. The fact that she was 
once more in Boston, with a cer- 
tain contiguity that it seemed to 
imply between Boston and New 
York, presented itself now as im- 
portant and agreeable. He was 
conscious that this was rather an 
anomaly, and his consciousness 
made him, had already made him, 
dissimulate slightly. He did not 
pick up his hat to go; he sat in 
his chair taking his chance of the 
tax which Mrs. Luna might lay 
upon his urbanity. He remembered 
that he had not made, as yet, any 
very eager inquiry about Newton, 
who at this late hour had suc- 
cumbed to the only influence that 
tames the untamable and was 
sleeping the sleep of childhood, if 
not of innocence. Ransom repaired 
his neglect in a manner which 
elicited the most copious response 
from his hostess. The boy had had 
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a good many tutors since Ransom 
gave him up, and it could not be 
said that his education languished. 
Mrs. Luna spoke with pride of the 
manner in which he went through 
them; if he did not master his les- 
sons, he mastered his teachers, and 
she had the happy conviction that 
she gave him every advantage. 
Ransom’s delay was diplomatic, 
but at the end of ten minutes, he 
returned to the young ladies in 
Boston; he asked why, with their 
aggressive programme, one hadn’t 
begun to feel their onset, why the 
echoes of Miss Tarrant’s eloquence 
hadn’t reached his ears. Hadn’t 
she come out yet in public? was 
she not coming to stir them up in 
New York? He hoped she hadn’t 
broken down. 

“She didn’t seem to break down 
last summer, at the Female Con- 
vention,” Mrs. Luna replied. “Have 
you forgotten that too? Didn’t I 
tell you of the sensation she pro- 
duced there, and of what I heard 
from Boston about it? Do you 
mean to say I didn’t give you that 
‘Transcript, with the report of 
her great speech? It was just be- 
fore they sailed for Europe; she 
went off with flying colours, in a 
blaze of fireworks.” Ransom pro- 
tested that he had not heard this 
affair mentioned till that moment, 
and then, when they compared 
dates, they found it had taken 
place just after his last visit to 
Mrs. Luna. This, of course, gave 
her a chance to say that he had 
treated her even worse than she 
supposed; it had been her impres- 
sion, at any rate, that they had 


talked together about Verena’s 
sudden bound into fame. Appar- 
ently she confounded him with 
some one else, that was very pos- 
sible; he was not to suppose that 
he occupied such a distinct place 
in her mind, especially when she 
might die twenty deaths before he 
came near her. Ransom demurred 
to the implication that Miss Tar- 
rant was famous; if she were fa- 
mous, wouldn’t she be in the New 
York papers? He hadn’t seen her 
there, and he had no recollection 
of having encountered any men- 
tion at the time (last June, was 
itP) of her exploits at the Female 
Convention. A local reputation 
doubtless she had, but that had 
been the case a year and a half 
before, and what was expected of 
her then was to become a first- 
class national glory. He was will- 
ing to believe that she had cre- 
ated some excitement in Boston, 
but he shouldn’t attach much im- 
portance to that till one began to 
see her photograph in the stores. 
Of course, one must give her time, 
but he had supposed Miss Chan- 
cellor was going to put her through 
faster. 

If he had taken a contradictious 
tone on purpose to draw Mrs. 
Luna out, he could not have elic- 
ited more of the information he 
desired. It was perfectly true that 
he had seen no reference to Ve- 
rena’s performances in the pre- 
ceding June; there were periods 
when the newspapers seemed to 
him so idiotic that for weeks he 
never looked at one. He learned 
from Mrs. Luna that it was not 
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Olive who had sent her the “Tran- 
script” and in letters had added 
some private account of the do- 
ings at the convention to the testi- 
mony of that amiable sheet; ‘she 
had been indebted for this serv- 
ice to a “gentleman-friend,” who 
wrote her everything that hap- 
pened in Boston, and what every 
one had every day for dinner. Not 
that it was necessary for her hap- 
piness to know; but the gentleman 
she spoke of didn’t know what to 
invent to please her. A Bostonian 
couldn’t imagine that one didn’t 
want to know, and that was their 
idea of ingratiating themselves, or, 
at any rate, it was his, poor man. 
Olive would never have gone into 
particulars about Verena; she re- 
garded her sister as quite too 
much one of the profane, and 
knew Adeline couldn’t understand 
why, when she took to herself a 
bosom-friend, she should have 
been at such pains to select her in 
just the most dreadful class in the 
community. Verena was a perfect 
little adventuress, and quite third- 
rate into the bargain; but, of 
course, she was a pretty girl 
enough, if one cared for hair of the 
colour of cochineal. As for her peo- 
ple, they were too absolutely aw- 
ful; it was exactly as if she, Mrs. 
Luna, had struck up an intimacy 
with the daughter of her chiropo- 
dist. It took Olive to invent such 
monstrosities, and to think she was 
doing something great for human- 
ity when she did so; though, in 
spite of her wanting to turn every- 
thing over, and put the lowest 
highest, she could be just as con- 


temptuous and invidious, when it 
came to really mixing, as if she 
were some grand old duchess. She 
must do her the justice to say that 
she hated the Tarrants, the father 
and mother; but, all the same, she 
let Verena run to and fro between 
Charles Street and the horrible 
hole they lived in, and Adeline 
knew from that gentleman who 
wrote so copiously that the girl 
now and then spent a week at a 
time at Cambridge. Her mother, 
who had been ill for some weeks, 
wanted her to sleep there. Mrs. 
Luna knew further, by her corre- 
spondent, that Verena had — or 
had had the winter before—a 
great deal of attention from gen- 
tlemen. She didn’t know how she 
worked that into the idea that the 
female sex was sufficient to itself; 
but she had grounds for saying 
that this was one reason why Olive 
had taken her abroad. She was 
afraid Verena would give in to 
some man, and she wanted to make 
a break. Of course, any such giv- 
ing in would be very awkward for 
a young woman who shrieked out 
on platforms that old maids were 
the highest type. Adeline guessed 
Olive had perfect control of her 
now, unless indeed she used the 
expeditions to Cambridge as a 
cover for meeting gentlemen. She 
was an artful little minx, and cared 
as much for the rights of women 
as she did for the Panama Canal, 
the only right of a woman she 
wanted was to climb up on top of 
something, where the men could 
look at her. She would stay with 
Olive as long as it served her pur- 
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pose, because Olive, with her great 
respectability, could push her, and 
counteract the effect of her low re- 
lations, to say nothing of paying 
all her expenses and taking her the 
tour of Europe. “But, mark my 
words,” said Mrs. Luna, “she will 
give Olive the greatest cut she has 
ever had in her life. She will 
run off with some lion-tamer; she 
will marry a circus-man!” And 
Mrs. Luna added that it would 
serve Olive Chancellor right. But 
she would take it hard; look out 
for tantrums then! 

Basil Ransom’s emotions were 
peculiar while his hostess deliv- 
ered herself, in a manner at once 
casual and emphatic, of these rath- 
er insidious remarks. He took them 
all in, for they represented to him 
certain very interesting facts; but 
he perceived at the same time that 
Mrs. Luna didn’t know what she 
was talking about. He had seen 
Verena Tarrant only twice in his 
life, but it was no use telling him 
that she was an adventuress — 
though, certainly, it was very likely 
she would end by giving Miss 
Chancellor a cut. He chuckled, 
with a certain grimness, as this 
image passed before him; it was 
not unpleasing, the idea that he 
should be avenged (for it would 
avenge him to know it), upon the 
wanton young woman who had 
invited him to come and see her 
in order simply to slap his face. 
But he had an odd sense of hav- 
ing lost something in not know- 
ing of the other girl’s appearance 
at the Women’s Convention —a 
vague feeling that he had been 


cheated and trifled with. The com- 
plaint was idle, inasmuch as it 
was not probable he could have 
gone to Boston to listen to her; 
but it represented to him that he 
had not shared, even dimly and 
remotely, in an event which con- 
cerned her very closely. Why 
should he share, and what was 
more natural than that the things 
which concerned her closely should 
not concern him at allP This ques- 
tion came to him only as he walked 
home that evening; for the mo- 
ment it remained quite in abey- 
ance: therefore he was free to feel 
also that his imagination had been 
rather starved by his ignorance of 
the fact that she was near him 
again (comparatively), that she 
was in the dimness of the horizon 
(no longer beyond the curve of 
the globe), and yet he had not 
perceived it. This sense of per- 
sonal loss, as I have called it, made 
him feel, further, that he had 
something to make up, to recover. 
He could scarcely have told you 
how he would go about it; but the 
idea, formless though it was, led 
him in a direction very different 
from the one he had been follow- 
ing a quarter of an hour before. 
As he watched it dance before 
him he fell into another silence, in 
the midst of which Mrs. Luna 
gave him another mystic smile. 
The effect of it was to make him 
rise to his feet; the whole land- 
scape of his mind had suddenly 
been illuminated. Decidedly, it 
was not his duty to marry Mrs. 
Luna, in order to have means to 
pursue his studies; he jerked him- 
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self back, as if he had been on 
the point of it. 

“You don’t mean to say you are 
going already? I haven’t said half 
I wanted to!” she exclaimed. 

He glanced at the clock, saw it 
was not yet late, took a turn about 
the room, then sat down again in 
a different place, while she fol- 
lowed him with her eyes, wonder- 
ing what was the matter with him. 
Ransom took good care not to ask 
her what it was she had still to 
say, and perhaps it was to pre- 
vent her telling him that he now 
began to talk, freely, quickly, in 
quite a new tone. He stayed half 
an hour longer, and made himself 
very agreeable. It seemed to Mrs. 
Luna now that he had every dis- 
tinction (she had known he had 
most), that he was really a charm- 
ing man. He abounded in conver- 
sation, till at last he took up his 
hat in earnest; he talked about 
_ the state of the South, its social 
peculiarities, the ruin wrought by 
the war, the dilapidated gentry, 
the queer types of superannuated 
fire-eaters, ragged and unrecon- 
ciled, all the pathos and all the 
comedy of it, making her laugh at 
one moment, almost cry at an- 
other, and say to herself through- 
out that when he took it into his 
head there was no one who could 
make a lady’ evening pass so 
pleasantly. It was only afterwards 
that she asked herself why he had 
not taken it into his head till the 
last, so quickly. She delighted in 
the dilapidated gentry; her taste 
was completely diffevent from her 
sister’s, who took an interest only 


in the lower class, as it struggled 
to rise; what Adeline cared for 
was the fallen aristocracy (it 
seemed to be falling everywhere 
very much; was not Basil Ransom 
an example of it? was he not like 
a French gentilhomme de _ pro- 
vince after the Revolution? or an 
old monarchical émigré from the 
Languedoc?), the despoiled patri- 
ciate, I say, whose attitude was 
noble and touching, and toward 
whom one might exercise a char- 
ity as discreet as their pride was 
sensitive. In all Mrs. Luna’s vi- 
sions of herself, her discretion was 
the leading feature. “Are you go- 
ing to let ten years elapse again 
before you come?” she asked, as 
Basil Ransom bade her good-night. 
“You must let me know, because 
between this and your next visit 
I shall have time to go to Europe 
and come back. I shall take care 
to arrive the day before.” 

Instead of answering this sally, 
Ransom said, “Are you not going 
one of these days to Boston? Are 
you not going to pay your sister 
another visit?” 

Mrs. Luna stared. “What good 
will that do you? Excuse my stu- 
pidity,” she added; “of course, it 
gets me away. Thank you very 
much!” 

“I don’t want you to go away; 
but I want to hear more about 
Miss Olive.” 

“Why in the world? You know 
you loathe her!” Here, before Ran- 
som could reply, Mrs. Luna again 
overtook herself. “I verily believe 
that by Miss Olive you mean Miss 
Verena!” Her eyes charged him a 
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moment with this perverse inten- 
tion; then she exclaimed, “Basil 
Ransom, are you in love with that 
creature?” 

He gave a perfectly natural 
laugh, not pleading guilty, in or- 
der to practise on Mrs. Luna, but 
expressing the simple state of the 
case. “How should I be? I have 
seen her but twice in my life.” 

“If you had seen her more, I 
shouldn’t be afraid! Fancy your 
wanting to pack me off to Boston!” 
his hostess went on. “I am in no 
hurry to stay with Olive again; be- 
sides, that girl takes up the whole 
house. You had better go there 
yourself.” 

“I should like nothing better,” 
said Ransom. 

“Perhaps you would like me to 
ask Verena to spend a month with 
me — it might be a way of attract- 
ing you to the house,”Adeline went 
on, in the tone of exuberant prov- 
ocation. 

Ransom was on the point of re- 
plying that it would be a better 
way than any other, but he 
checked himself in time; he had 
never yet, even in joke, made so 
crude, so rude a speech to a lady. 
You only knew when he was jok- 
ing with women by his superadded 
civility. “I beg you to believe there 
is nothing I would do for any 
woman in the world that I 
wouldn’t do for you,” he said, 
bending, for the last time, over 
Mrs. Luna’s plump hand. 

“I shall remember that and keep 
you up to it!” she cried after him, 
as he went. But even with this 
rather lively exchange of vows he 


felt that he had got off rather eas- 
ily. He walked slowly up Fifth 
Avenue, into which, out of Ade- 
line’s cross-street, he had turned, 
by the light of a fine winter moon; 
and at every corner he stopped a 
minute, lingered in meditation, 
while he exhaled a soft, vague 
sigh. This was an unconscious, in- 
voluntary expression of relief, such 
as a man might utter who had 
seen himself on the point of being 
run over and yet felt that he was 
whole. He didn’t trouble himself 
much to ask what had saved him; 
whatever it was it had produced 
a reaction, so that he felt rather 
ashamed of having found his look- 
out of late so blank. By the time 
he reached his lodgings, his am- 
bition, his resolution, had rekin- 
dled; he had remembered that he 
formerly supposed he was a man 
of ability, that nothing particular 
had occurred to make him doubt 
it (the evidence was only nega- 
tive, not positive), and that at any 
rate he was young enough to have 
another try. He whistled that night 
as he went to bed. 
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THREE weeks afterward he stood 
in front of Olive Chancellor’s 
house, looking up and down the 
street and hesitating. He had told 
Mrs. Luna that he should like 
nothing better than to make an- 
other journey to Boston; and it 
was not simply because he liked 
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it that he had come. I was on the 
point of saying that a happy 
chance had favoured him, but it 
occurs to me that one is under“no 
obligation to call chances by flat- 


tering epithets when they have. 


been waited for so long. At any 
rate, the darkest hour is before the 
dawn; and a few days after that 
melancholy evening I have de- 
scribed, which Ransom spent in 
his German beer-cellar, before a 
single glass, soon emptied, staring 
at his future with an unremuner- 
ated eye, he found that the world 
appeared to have need of him yet. 
The “party,” as he would have 
said (I cannot pretend that his 
speech was too heroic for that), 
for whom he had transacted busi- 
ness in Boston so many months 
before, and who had expressed at 
the time but a limited apprecia- 
tion of his services (there had 
been between the lawyer and his 
client a divergence of judgment), 
observing, apparently, that they 
proved more fruitful than he ex- 
pected, had reopened the affair 
and presently requested Ransom 
to transport himself again to the 
sister city. His errand demanded 
more time than before, and for 
three days he gave it his constant 
attention. On the fourth he found 
he was still detained; he should 
have to wait till the evening — 
some important papers were to be 
prepared. He determined to treat 
the interval as a holiday, and he 
wondered what one could do in 
Boston to give one’s morning a 
festive complexion. The weather 
was brilliant enough to minister 


to any illusion, and he strolled 
along the streets, taking it in. In 
front of the Music Hall and of 
Tremont Temple he stopped, look- 
ing at the posters in the doorway; 
for was it not possible that Miss 
Chancellor’s little friend might be 
just then addressing her fellow- 
citizensP Her name was absent, 
however, and this resource seemed 
to mock him. He knew no one in 
the place but Olive Chancellor, so 
there was no question of a visit to 
pay. He was perfectly resolved 
that he would never go near her 
again; she was doubtless a very 
superior being, but she had been 
too rough with him to tempt him 
further. Politeness, even a largely- 
interpreted “chivalry,” required 
nothing more than he had already 
done; he had quitted her, the other 
year, without telling her that she 
was a vixen, and that reticence 
was chivalrous enough. There was 
also Verena Tarrant, of course; he 
saw no reason to dissemble when 
he spoke of her to himself, and he 
allowed himself the entertainment 
of feeling that he should like very 
much to see her again. Very likely 
she wouldn’t seem to him the 
same; the impression she had made 
upon him was due to some acci- 
dent of mood or circumstance; 
and, at any rate, any charm she 
might have exhibited then had 
probably been obliterated by the 
coarsening effect of publicity and 
the tonic influence of his kins- 
woman. It will be observed that 
in this reasoning of Basil Ran- 
som’s the impression was freely 
recognised, and recognised as a 
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phenomenon still present. The at- 
traction might have vanished, as 
he said to himself, but the mental 
picture of it was yet vivid. The 
greater the pity that he couldn't 
call upon Verena (he called her 
by her name in his thoughts, it 
was so pretty), without calling 
upon Olive, and that Olive was so 
disagreeable as to place that effort 
beyond his strength. There was 
another consideration, with Ran- 
som, which eminently belonged to 
the man; he believed that Miss 
Chancellor had conceived, in the 
course of those few hours, and in 
a manner that formed so absurd a 
sequel to her having gone out of 
her way to make his acquaintance, 
such a dislike to him that it would 
be odious to her to see him again 
within her doors; and he would 
have felt indelicate in taking war- 
rant from her original invitation 
(before she had seen him), to in- 
flict on her a presence which he 
had no reason to suppose the lapse 
of time had made less offensive. 
She had given him no sign of par- 
don or penitence in any of the lit- 
tle ways that are familiar to wom- 
en—by sending him a message 
through her sister, or even a book, 
a photograph, a Christmas card, or 
a newspaper, by the post. He felt, 
in a word, not at liberty to ring 
at her door; he didn’t know what 
kind of a fit the sight of his long 
Mississippian person would give 
her, and it was characteristic of 
him that he should wish so to 
spare the sensibilities of a young 
lady whom he had not found ten- 
der; being ever as willing to let 


women off easily in the particular 
case as he was fixed in the belief 
that the sex in general requires 
watching. 

Nevertheless, he found himself, 
at the end of half an hour, stand- 
ing on the only spot in Charles 
Street which had any significance 
for him. It had occurred to him 
that if he couldn’t call upon Ve- 
rena without calling upon Olive, 
he should be exempt from that 
condition if he called upon Mrs. 
Tarrant. It was not her mother, 
truly, who had asked him, it was 
the girl herself; and he was con- 
scious, as a candid young Ameri- 
can, that a mother is always less 
accessible, more guarded by social 
prejudice, than a daughter. But he 
was at a pass in which it was per- 
missible to strain a point, and he 
took his way in the direction in 
which he knew that Cambridge 
lay, remembering that Miss Tar- 
rant’s invitation had reference to 
that quarter and that Mrs. Luna 
had given him further evidence. 
Had she not said that Verena of- 
ten went back there for visits of 
several days — that her mother had 
been ill and she gave her much 
care? There was nothing incon- 
ceivable in her being engaged at 
that hour (it was getting to be one 
o'clock), in one of those expedi- 
tions — nothing impossible in the 
chance that he might find her in 
Cambridge. The chance, at any 
rate, was worth taking; Cam- 
bridge, moreover, was worth see- 
ing, and it was as good a way as 
another of keeping his holiday. It 
occurred to him, indeed, that Cam- 


574 


The Bostonians 


bridge was a big place, and that 
he had no particular address. This 
reflection overtook him just as 
he reached Olive’s house, which 
oddly enough, he was obliged to 
pass on his way to the mysterious 
suburb. That is partly why he 
paused there; he asked himself for 
a moment why he shouldn’t ring 
the bell and obtain his needed in- 
formation from the servant, who 
would be sure to be able to give 
it to him. He had just dismissed 
this method, as of questionable 
taste, when he heard the door of 
the house open, within the deep 
embrasure in which, in Charles 
Street, the main portals are set, 
and which are partly occupied by 
a flight of steps protected at the 
bottom by a second door, whose 
upper half, in either wing, con- 
sists of a sheet of glass. It was a 
minute before he could see who 
had come out, and in that minute 
he had time to turn away and then 
to turn back again, and to wonder 
which of the two inmates would 
appear to him, or whether he 
should behold neither or both. 
The person who had issued from 
the house descended the steps 
very slowly, as if on purpose to 
give him time to escape; and when 
at last the glass doors were di- 
vided they disclosed a little old 
lady. Ransom was disappointed; 
such an apparition was so scantily 
_to his purpose. But the next min- 
ute his spirits rose again, for he 
was sure that he had seen the lit- 
tle old lady before. She stopped 
on the side-walk, and looked 
vaguely about her, in the manner 


of a person waiting for an omni- 
bus or a street-car; she had a 
dingy, loosely-habited air, as if 
she had worn her clothes for many 
years and yet was even now im- 
perfectly acquainted with them; 
a large, benignant face, caged in 
by the glass of her spectacles, 
which seemed to cover it almost 
equally everywhere, and a fat, 
rusty satchel, which hung low at 
her side, as if it wearied her to 
carry it. This gave Ransom time 
to recognize her; he knew in Bos- 
ton no such figure as that save Miss 
Birdseye. Her party, her person, 
the exalted account Miss Chancel- 
lor gave of her, had kept a very 
distinct place in his mind; and 
while she stood there in dim cir- 
cumspection she came back to him 
as a friend of yesterday. His ne- 
cessity gave a point to the rem- 
iniscences she evoked; it took him 
only a moment to reflect that she 
would be able to tell him where 
Verena Tarrant was at that par- 
ticular time, and where, if need 
be, her parents lived. Her eyes 
rested on him, and as she saw that 
he was looking at her she didn’t 
go through the ceremony (she had 
broken so completely with all con- 
ventions), of removing them; he 
evidently represented nothing to 
her but a sentient fellow-citizen in 
the enjoyment of his rights, which 
included that of staring. Miss 
Birdseye’s modesty had never pre- 
tended that it was not to be pub- 
licly challenged; there were so 
many bright new motives and 
ideas in the world that there might 
even be reasons for looking at her. 
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When Ransom approached her 
and, raising his hat with a smile, 
said, “Shall I stop this car for you, 
Miss Birdseye?” she only looked at 
him more vaguely, in her com- 
plete failure to seize the idea that 
this might be simply Fame. She 
had trudged about the streets of 
Boston for fifty years, and at no 
period had she received that 
amount of attention from dark- 
eyed young men. She glanced, in 
an unprejudiced way, at the big 
parti-coloured human van which 
now jingled toward them from out 
of the Cambridge road. “Well, I 
should like to get into it, if it will 
take me home,” she answered. “Is 
this a South End car?” 

The vehicle had been stopped 
by the conductor, on his perceiv- 
ing Miss Birdseye; he evidently 
recognised her as a frequent pas- 
senger. He went, however, through 
none of the forms of reassurance 
beyond remarking, “You want to 
get right in here— quick,” but 
stood with his hand raised, in a 
threatening way, to the cord of 
his signal-bell. 

“You must allow me the honour 
of taking you home, madam; I 
will tell you who I am,” Basil Ran- 
som said, in obedience to a rapid 
reflection. He helped her into the 
car, the conductor pressed a fra- 
ternal hand upon her back, and 
in a moment the young man was 
seated beside her, and the jingling 
had recommenced. At that hour 
of the day the car was almost 
empty, and they had it virtually 
to themselves. 

“Well, I know you are some 


one; I don’t think you belong 
round here,” Miss Birdseye de- 
clared, as they proceeded. 

“I was once at your house — on 
a very interesting occasion. Do 
you remember a party you gave, 
a year ago last October, to which 
Miss Chancellor came, and an- 
other young lady, who made a 
wonderful speech?” 

“Oh yes! when Verena Tarrant 
moved us all so! There were a 
good many there; I don’t remem- 
ber all.” 

“I was one of them,” Basil Ran- 
som said; “I came with Miss Chan- 
cellor, who is a kind of relation of 
mine, and you were very good to 
me.” 

“What did I do?” asked Miss 
Birdseye, candidly. Then, before 
he could answer her, she recog- 
nised him. “I remember you now, 
and Olive bringing you! You're a 
Southern gentleman — she told me 
about you afterwards. You don’t 
approve of our great struggle — 
you want us to be kept down.” 
The old lady spoke with perfect 
mildness, as if she had long ago 
done with passion and resentment. 
Then she added, “Well, I pre- 
sume we can’t have the sympathy 
of all.” 

“Doesn’t it look as if you had 
my sympathy, when I get into a 
car on purpose to see you home — 
one of the principal agitators?” 
Ransom inquired, laughing. 

“Did you get in on purpose?” 

“Quite on purpose. I am not so 
bad as Miss Chancellor thinks me.” 

“Oh, I presume you have your 
ideas,” said Miss Birdseye. “Of 
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course, Southerners have peculiar 
views. I suppose they retain more 
than one might think. I hope you 
won't ride too far—I know my 
way round Boston.” 

“Don’t object to me, or think 
me officious,” Ransom replied. “I 
want to ask you something.” 

Miss Birdseye looked at him 
again. “Oh, yes, I place you now; 
you conversed some with Doctor 
Prance.” 

“To my great edification!” Ran- 
some exclaimed. “And I hope Doc- 
tor Prance is well.” 

“She looks after every one’s 
health but her own,” said Miss 
Birdseye, smiling. “When I tell her 
that, she says she hasn’t got any to 
look after. She says she’s the only 
woman in Boston that hasn’t got 
a doctor. She was determined she 
wouldn’t be a patient, and it 
seemed as if the only way not to 
be one was to be a doctor. She is 
trying to make me sleep; that’s her 
principal occupation.” 

“Is it possible you don’t sleep 
yet?” Ransom asked, almost ten- 
derly. 

“Well, just a little. But by the 
time I get to sleep I have to get 
up. I can’t sleep when I want to 
live.” 

“You ought to come down 
South,” the young man suggested. 
“In that languid air you would 
doze deliciously!” 

“Well, I don’t want to be lan- 
guid,” said Miss Birdseye. “Be- 
sides, I have been down South, in 
the old times, and I can’t say they 
Jet me sleep very much; they were 
always round after me!” 


“Do you mean on account of 
the negroes?” 

“Yes, I couldn't think of any- 
thing else then. I carried them the 
Bible.” 

Ransom was silent a moment; 
then he said, in a tone which evi- 
dently was carefully considerate, 
“I should like to hear all about 
that!” 

“Well, fortunately, we are not 
required now; we are required for 
something else.” And Miss Birds- 
eye looked at him with a wan- 
dering, tentative humour, as if he 
would know what she meant. 

“You mean for the other slaves!” 
he exclaimed, with a laugh. “You 
can carry them all the Bibles you 
want.” 

“I want to carry them the Stat- 
ute-book; that must be our Bible 
now.” 

Ransom found himself liking 
Miss Birdseye very much, and it 
was quite without hypocrisy or a 
tinge too much of the local quality 
in his speech that he said: “Wher- 
ever you go, madam, it will matter 
little what you carry. You will al- 
ways carry your goodness.” 

For a minute she made no re- 
sponse. Then she murmured: 
“That’s the way Olive Chancellor 
told me you talked.” 

“I am afraid she has told you 
little good of me.” 

“Well, I am sure she thinks she 
is right.” 

“Thinks it?” said Ransom. 
“Why, she knows it, with supreme 
certainty! By the way, I hope she 
is well.” 

Miss stared 


Birdseye again. 
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“Haven't you seen her? Are you 
not visiting?” 

“Oh, no, I am not visiting! I 
was literally passing her house 
when I met you.” 

“Perhaps you live here now,” 
said Miss Birdseye. And when he 
had corrected this impression, she 
added, in a tone which showed 
with what positive confidence he 
had now inspired her, “Hadn’t 
you better drop in?” 

“It would give Miss Chancellor 
no pleasure,” Basil Ransom re- 
joined. “She regards me as an en- 
emy in the camp.” 

“Well, she is very brave.” 

“Precisely. And I am very tim- 
id.” 

“Didn’t you fight once?” 

“Yes; but it was in such a good 
cause!” 

Ransom meant this allusion to 
the great Secession and, by com- 
parison, to the attitude of the re- 
sisting male (laudable even as 
that might be), to be decently 
jocular; but Miss Birdseye took it 
very seriously, and sat there for a 
good while as speechless as if she 
meant to convey that she had been 
going on too long now to be able 
to discuss the propriety of the late 
rebellion. The young man felt that 
he had silenced her, and he was 
very sorry; for, with all deference 
to the disinterested Southern at- 
titude toward the unprotected fe- 
male, what he had got into the car 
with her for was precisely to make 
her talk. He had wished for gen- 
eral, as well as for particular, news 
of Verena Tarrant; it was a topic 
on which he had proposed to draw 


Miss Birdseye out. He preferred 
not to broach it himself, and he 
waited awhile for another opening. 
At last, when he was on the point 
of exposing himself by a direct in- 
quiry (he reflected that the ex- 
posure would in any case not be 
long averted), she anticipated him 
by saying, in a manner which 
showed that her thoughts had con- 
tinued in the same train, “I won- 
der very much that Miss Tarrant 
didn’t affect you that evening!” 

“Ah, but she did!” Ransom said, 
with alacrity. “I thought her very 
charming!” 

“Didn’t you think her very rea- 
sonable?” 

“God forbid, madam! I cor sider 
women have no business to be 
reasonable.” 

His companion turned upon 
him, slowly and mildly, and each 
of her glasses, in her aspect of re- 
proach, had the glitter of an enor- 
mous tear. “Do you regard us, 
then, simply as lovely baubles?” 

The effect of this question, as 
coming from Miss Birdseye, and 
referring in some degree to her 
own venerable identity, was such 
as to move him to _ irresistible 
laughter. But he controlled him- 
self quickly enough to say, with 
genuine expression, “I regard you 
as the dearest thing in life, the 
only thing which makes it worth 
living!” 

“Worth living for — you! But for 
us?” suggested Miss Birdseye. 

“It’s worth any woman’s while 
to be admired as I admire you. 
Miss Tarrant, of whom we were 
speaking, affected me, as you say, 
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in this way—that I think more 
highly still, if possible, of the sex 
which produced such a delightful 
young lady.” 

“Well, we think everything of 
her here,” said Miss Birdseye. “It 
seems as if it were a real gift.” 

“Does she speak often — is there 
any chance of my hearing her 
now?” 

“She raises her voice a good 
deal in the places round — like 
Framingham and_ Billerica. It 
seems as if she were gathering 
strength, just to break over Bos- 
ton like a wave. In fact she did 
break, last summer. She is a grow- 
ing power since her great success 
at the convention.” 

“Ah! her success at the conven- 
tion was very great?” Ransom in- 
quired, putting discretion into his 
voice. 

Miss Birdseye hesitated a mo- 
ment, in order to measure her re- 
sponse by the bounds of righteous- 
ness. “Well,” she said, with the 
tenderness of a long retrospect, “I 
have seen nothing like it since I 
last listened to Eliza P. Moseley.” 

“What a pity she isn’t speaking 
somewhere to-night!” Ransom ex- 
claimed. 

“Oh, to-night she’s out in Cam- 
bridge. Olive Chancellor men- 
tioned that.” 

“Is she making a speech there?” 

“No; she’s visiting her home.” 

“I thought her home was in 
Charles Street?” 

“Well, no; that’s her residence 
—her principal one — since she be- 
came so united to your cousin. 
Isn’t Miss Chancellor your cousin?” 


“We don’t insist on the relation- 
ship,” said Ransom, smiling. “Are 
they very much united, the two 
young ladies?” 

“You would say so if you were 
to see Miss Chancellor when Ve- 
rena rises to eloquence. It’s as if 
the chords were strung across her 
own heart; she seems to vibrate, 
to echo with every word. It’s a 
very close and very beautiful tie, 
and we think everything of it here. 
They will work together for a great 
good!” 

“T hope so,” Ransom remarked. 
“But in spite of it Miss Tarrant 
spends a part of her time with her 
father and mother.” 

“Yes, she seems to have some- 
thing for every one. If you were 
to see her at home, you would 
think she was all the daughter, 
She leads a lovely life!” said Miss 
Birdseye. 

“See her at home? That’s ex- 
actly what I want!” Ransom re- 
joined, feeling that if he was to 
come to this he needn’t have had 
scruples at first. “I haven’t forgot- 
ten that she invited me, when I 
met her.” 

“Oh, of course she attracts many 
visitors,” said Miss Birdseye, lim- 
iting her encouragement to this 
statement. 

“Yes; she must be used to ad- 
mirers. And where, in Cambridge, 
do her family live?” 

“Oh, it’s on one of those little 
streets that don’t seem to have 
very much of a name. But they do 
call it—they do call it——” she 
meditated, audibly. 

This process was interrupted by 
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an abrupt allocution from the con- 
ductor. “I guess you change here 
for your place. You want one of 
them blue cars.” 

The good lady returned to a 
sense of the situation, and Ransom 
helped her out of the vehicle, with 
the aid, as before, of a certain 
amount of propulsion from the 
conductor. Her road branched off 
to the right, and she had to wait 
on the corner of a street, there 
being as yet no blue car within 
hail. The corner was quiet and the 
day favourable to patience — a day 
of relaxed rigour and intense bril- 
liancy. It was as if the touch of the 
air itself were gloved, and the 
street-colouring had the richness 
of a superficial thaw. Ransom, of 
course, waited with his philan- 
thropic companion, though she 
now protested more vigorously 
against the idea that a gentleman 
from the South should pretend to 
teach an old abolitionist the mys- 
teries of Boston. He promised to 
leave her when he should have 
consigned her to the blue car; and 
meanwhile they stood in the sun, 
with their backs against an apoth- 
ecarys window, and she _ tried 
again, at his suggestion, to remem- 
ber the name of Doctor Tarrant’s 
street. “I guess if you ask for Doc- 
tor Tarrant, any one can tell you,” 
she said; and then suddenly the 
address came to her—the resi- 
dence of the mesmeric healer was 
in Monadnoc Place. 

“But you'll have to ask for that, 
so it comes to the same,” she went 
on. After this she added, with a 
friendliness more personal, “Ain’t 


you going to see your cousin too?” 

“Not if I can help it!” 

Miss Birdseye gave a little in- 
effectual sigh. “Well, I suppose 
every one must act out their ideal. 
That’s what Olive Chancellor does. 


' She’s a very noble character.” 


“Oh yes, a glorious nature.” 

“You know their opinions are 
just the same — hers and Verena’s,” 
Miss Birdseye placidly continued. 
“So why should you make a dis- 
tinction?” 

“My dear madam,” said Ran- 
som, “does a woman consist of 
nothing but her opinions? I like 
Miss Tarrant’s lovely face better, 
to begin with.” 

“Well, she is pretty-looking.” 
And Miss Birdseye gave another 
sigh, as if she had had a theory 
submitted to her—that one about 
a lady’s opinions — which, with all 
that was unfamiliar and peculiar 
lying behind it, she was really too 
old to look into much. It might 
have been the first time she really 
felt her age. “There’s a blue car,” 
she said, in a tone of mild relief. 

“Tt will be some moments be- 

fore it gets here. Moreover, I don’t 
believe that at bottom they are 
Miss Tarrant’s opinions,” Ransom 
added. 
. “You mustn’t think she hasn’t a 
strong hold of them,” his compan- 
ion exclaimed, more briskly. “If 
you think she is not sincere, you 
are very much mistaken. Those 
views are just her life.” 

“Well, she may bring me round 
to them,” said Ransom, smiling. 

Miss Birdseye had been watch- 
ing her blue car, the advance of 
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which was temporarily obstructed. 
At this, she transferred her eyes 
to him, gazing at him solemnly 
out of the pervasive window of 
her spectacles. “Well, I shouldn’t 
wonder if she did! Yes, that will 
be a good thing. I don’t see how 
you can help being a good deal 
shaken by her. She has acted on 
so many.” 

“I see; no doubt she will act on 
me.” Then it occurred to Ransom 
to add: “By the way, Miss Birds- 
eye, perhaps you will be so kind as 
not to mention this meeting of ours 
to my cousin, in case of your see- 
ing her again. I have a perfectly 
good conscience in not calling 
upon her, but I shouldn’t like her 
to think that I announced my 
slighting intention all over the 
town. I don’t want to offend her, 
and she had better not know that 
I have been in Boston. If you 
don’t tell her, no one else will.” 

“Do you wish me to con- 
ceal —— P” murmured Miss Birds- 
eye, panting a little. 

“No, I don’t want you to con- 
ceal anything. I only want you to 
let this incident pass — to say noth- 
nen 

“Well, I never did anything of 
that kind.” 

“Of what kind?” Ransom was 
half vexed, half touched by her in- 
ability to enter into his point of 
view, and her resistance made 
him hold to his idea the more. “It 
is very simple, what I ask of you. 
You are under no obligation to tell 
Miss Chancellor everything that 
happens to you, are you?” 

His request seemed still some- 


thing of a shock to the poor old 
lady’s candour. “Well, I see her 
very often, and we talk a great 
deal. And then—won’t Verena 
tell her?” 

“I have thought of that — but I 
hope not.” 

“She tells her most everything. 
Their union is so close.” 

“She won't want her to be 
wounded,” Ransom said, ingen- 
iously. 

“Well, you are considerate.” 
And Miss Birdseye continued to 
gaze at him. “It’s a pity you can’t 
sympathise.” 

“As I tell you, perhaps Miss 
Tarrant will bring me round. You 
have before you a possible con- 
vert,” Ransom went on, without, 
I fear, putting up the least little 
prayer to heaven that his echow 
esty might be forgiven. 

“I should be very happy to think 
that —after I have told you her 
address in this secret way.” A 
smile of infinite mildness glim- 
mered in Miss Birdseye’s face, and 
she added: “Well, I guess that will 
be your fate. She has affected so 
many. I would keep very quiet if 
I thought that. Yes, she will bring 
you round,” 

“I will let you know as soon as 
she does,” Basil Ransom said. 
“Here is your car at last.” 

“Well, I believe in the victory 
of the truth. I won’t say anything.” 
And she suffered the young man — 
to lead her to the car, which had 
now stopped at their corner. 

“I hope very much I shall see 
you again,” he remarked, as they 
went. 
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“Well, I am always round the 
streets, in Boston.” And while, 
lifting and pushing, he was help- 
ing again to insert her into the ob- 
long receptacle, she turned a lit- 
tle and repeated, “She will affect 
you! If that’s to be your secret, I 
will keep it,’ Ransom heard her 
subjoin. He raised his hat and 
waved her a farewell, but she 
didn’t see him; she was squeezing 
further into the car and making 
the discovery that this time it was 
full and there was no seat for her. 
Surely, however, he said to him- 
self, every man in the place would 
offer his own to such an innocent 


old dear. 
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A LITTLE more than an hour after 
this he stood in the parlour of 
Doctor Tarrant’s suburban resi- 
dence, in Monadnoc Place. He 
had induced a juvenile maid-serv- 
ant, by an appeal somewhat im- 
passioned, to let the ladies know 
that he was there; and she had 
returned, after a long absence, to 
say that Miss Tarrant would come 
down to him in a little while. He 
possessed himself, according to his 
wont, of the nearest book (it lay 
on the table, with an old maga- 
zine and a little japanned tray 
containing Tarrant’s professional 
cards — his denomination as a mes- 
meric healer), and spent ten min- 
utes in turning it over. It was a 
biography of Mrs. Ada T, P. Foat, 


the celebrated trance-lecturer, and 
was embellished by a portrait rep- 
resenting the lady with a surprised 
expression and innumerable ring- 
lets. Ransom said to himself, after 
reading a few pages, that much 
ridicule had been cast upon South- 
ern literature; but if that was a 
fair specimen of Northern! — and 
he threw it back upon the table 
with a gesture almost as contemp- 
tuous as if he had not known per- 
fectly, after so long a residence in 
the North, that it was not, while 
he wondered whether this was the 
sort of thing Miss Tarrant had 
been brought up on. There was no 
other book to be seen, and he re- 
membered to have read the mag- 
azine; so there was finally nothing 
for him, as the occupants of the 
house failed still to appear, but to 
stare before him, into the bright, 
bare, common little room, which 
was so hot that he wished to open 
a window, and of which an ugly, 
undraped cross-light seemed to 
have taken upon itself to reveal 
the poverty. Ransom, as I have 
mentioned, had not a high stand- 
ard of comfort, and noticed little, 
usually, how people’s houses were 
furnished — it was only when they 
were very pretty that he observed; 
but what he saw while he waited 
at Doctor Tarrant’s made him say 
to himself that it was no wonder 
Verena liked better to live with 
Olive Chancellor. He even began 
to wonder whether it were for the 
sake of that superior softness she 
had cultivated Miss Chancellor’s 
favour, and whether Mrs. Luna 
had been right about her being 
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mercenary and insincere. So many 
minutes elapsed before she ap- 
peared that he had time to re- 
member he really knew nothing to 
the contrary, as well as to con- 
sider the oddity (so great when 
one did consider it), of his com- 
ing out to Cambridge to see her, 
when he had only a few hours in 
Boston to spare, a year and a half 
after she had given him her very 
casual invitation. She had not re- 
fused to receive him, at any rate; 
she was free to, if it didn’t please 
her. And not only this, but she 
was apparently making herself 
fine in his honour, inasmuch as he 
heard a rapid footstep move to 
and fro above his head, and even, 
through the slightness which in 
Monadnoc Place did service for an 
upper floor, the sound of drawers 
and presses opened and closed. 
Some one was “flying round,” as 
they said in Mississippi. At last the 
stairs creaked under a light tread, 
and the next moment a brilliant 
person came into the room. 

His reminiscence of her had 
been very pretty; but now that she 
had developed and matured, the 
little prophetess was prettier still. 
Her splendid hair seemed to shine; 
her cheek and chin had a curve 
which struck him by its fineness; 
her eyes and lips were full of 
smiles and greetings. She had ap- 
peared to him before as a creature 
of brightness, but now she lighted 
up the place, she irradiated, she 
made everything that surrounded 
her of no consequence; dropping 
upon the shabby sofa with an ef- 
fect as charming as if she had 


been a nymph sinking on a leop- 
ard-skin, and with the native 
sweetness of her voice forcing him 
to listen till she spoke again. It 
was not long before he perceived 
that this added lustre was simply 
success; she was young and tender 
still, but the sound of a great ap- 
plauding audience had been in her 
ears; it formed an element in 
which she felt buoyant and floated. 
Still, however, her glance was as 
pure as it was direct, and that 
fantastic fairness hung about her 
which had made an impression on 
him of old, and which reminded 
him of unworldly places—he 
didn’t know where — convent-clois- 
ters or vales of Arcady. At that 
other time she had been parti- 
coloured and bedizened, and she 
had always an air of costume, only 
now her costume was richer and 
more chastened. It was her line, 
her condition, part of her expres- 
sion. If at Miss Birdseye’s, and 
afterwards in Charles Street, she 
might have been a rope-dancer, 
to-day she made a “scene” of the 
mean little room in Monadnoc 
Place, such a scene as a prima 
donna makes of daubed canvas 
and dusty boards. She addressed 
Basil Ransom as if she had seen 
him the other week and his mer- 
its were fresh to her, though she 
let him, while she sat smiling at 
him, explain in his own rather 
ceremonious way why it was he 
had presumed to call upon her on 
so slight an acquaintance —on an 
invitation which she herself had 
had more than time to forget. His 
explanation, as a finished and sat- 
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isfactory thing, quite broke down; 
there was no more impressive rea- 
son than that he had simply wished 
to see her. He became aware that 
this motive loomed large, and that 
her listening smile, innocent as it 
was, in the Arcadian manner, of 
mockery, seemed to accuse him of 
not having the courage of his in- 
clination. He had alluded espe- 
cially to their meeting at Miss 
Chancellor’s; there it was that she 
had told him she should be glad 
to see him in her home. 

“Oh yes, I remember perfectly, 
and I remember quite as well see- 
ing you at Miss Birdseye’s the 
night before. I made the speech — 
don’t you remember? That was de- 
lightful.” 

“It was delightful indeed,” said 
Basil Ransom. 

“I don’t mean my speech; I 
mean the whole thing. It was then 
I made Miss Chancellor’s acquaint- 
ance. I don’t know whether you 
know how we work together. She 
has done so much for me.” 

“Do you still make speeches?” 
Ransom asked, conscious, as soon 
as he had uttered it, that the ques- 
tion was below the mark. 

“StillP Why, I should hope so; 
it’s all I’m good for! It’s my life — 
or it’s going to be. And it’s Miss 
Chancellor’s too. We are deter- 
mined to do something.” 

“And does she make speeches 
too?” 

“Well, she makes mine —or the 
best part of them. She tells me 
what to say —the real things, the 
strong things. It’s Miss Chancellor 
as much as me!” said the singular 


girl, with a generous complacency 
which was yet half ludicrous. 

“I should like to hear you 
again,” Basil Ransom rejoined. 

“Well, you must come some 
night. You will have plenty of 
chances. We are going on from 
triumph to triumph.” 

Her brightness, her self-posses- 
sion, her air of being a public 
character, her mixture of the girl- 
ish and the comprehensive, star- 
tled and confounded her visitor, 
who felt that if he had come to 
gratify his curiosity he should be 
in danger of going away still more 
curious than satiated. She added 
in her gay, friendly, trustful tone 
—the tone of facile intercourse, 
the tone in which happy, flower- 
crowned maidens may have talked 
to sunburnt young men in the 
golden age—“I am very familiar 
with your name; Miss Chancellor 
has told me all about you.” 

“All about me?” Ransom raised 
his black eyebrows. “How could 
she do that? She doesn’t know 
anything about me!” 

“Well, she told me you are a 
great enemy to our movement. 
Isn’t that true? I think you ex- 
pressed some unfavourable idea 
that day I met you at her house.” 

“If you regard me as an enemy, 
it's very kind of you to receive 
me.” 

“Oh, a great many gentlemen 
call,” Verena said, calmly and 
brightly. “Some call simply to in- 
quire. Some call because they have 
heard of me, or been present on 
some occasion when I have moved 
them. Every one is so interested.” 
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“And you have been in Europe,” 
Ransom remarked, in a moment. 

“Oh yes, we went over to see 
if they were in advance. We had 
a magnificent time—we saw all 
the leaders.” 

“The leaders?” Ransom repeat- 
ed. 

“Of the emancipation of our 
sex. There are gentlemen there, as 
well as ladies. Olive had splendid 
introductions in all countries, and 
we conversed with all the earnest 
people. We heard much that was 
suggestive. And as for Europe!” 
—and the young lady paused, 
smiling at him and ending in a 
happy sigh, as if there were more 
to say on the subject than she 
could attempt on such short no- 
tice. 

“I suppose it’s very attractive,” 
said Ransom, encouragingly. 

“It’s just a dream!” 

“And did you find that they 
were in advance?” 

“Well, Miss Chancellor thought 
they were. She was surprised at 
some things we observed, and con- 
cluded that perhaps she hadn’t 
done the Europeans justice — she 
has got such an open mind, it’s as 
wide as the sea! — while I incline 
to the opinion that on the whole 
we make the better show. The 
state of the movement there re- 
flects their general culture, and 
their general culture is higher 
than ours (I mean taking the term 
in its broadest sense). On the 
other hand, the special condition 
—moral, social, personal—of our 
sex seems to me to be superior in 
this country; I mean regarded in 


relation —in proportion as it were 
—to the social phase at large. I 
must add that we did see some 
noble specimens over there. In 
England we met some lovely wom- 
en, highly cultivated, and of im- 
mense organising power. In France 
We saw some wonderful, conta- 
gious types; we passed a delight- 
ful evening with the celebrated 
Marie Verneuil; she was released 
from prison, you know, only a few 
weeks before. Our total impres- 
sion was that it is only’ a ques- 
tion of time —the future is ours. 
But everywhere we heard one 
cry —‘How long, O Lord, how 
long?’” 

Basil Ransom listened to this 
considerable statement with a feel- 
ing which, as the current of Miss 
Tarrant’s facile utterance flowed 
on, took the form of an hilarity 
charmed into stillness by the fear 
of losing something. There was 
indeed a sweet comicality in see- 
ing this pretty girl sit there and, in 
answer to a casual, civil inquiry, 
drop into oratory as a natural 
thing. Had she forgotten where 
she was, and did she take him for 
a full house? She had the same 
turns and cadences, almost the 
same gestures, as if she had been 
on the platform; and the great 
queerness of it was that, with 
such a manner, she should escape 
being odious. She was not odious, 
she was delightful; she was not 
dogmatic, she was genial. No won- 
der she was a success, if she 
speechified as a bird sings! Ran- 
som could see, too, from her easy 
lapse, how the lecture-tone was 
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the thing in the world with which, 
by education, by association, she 
was most familiar. He didn’t 
know what to make of her; she 
was an astounding young phe- 
nomenon. The other time came 
back to him afresh, and how she 
had stood up at Miss Birdseye’s; 
it occurred to him that an ele- 
ment, here, had been wanting. 
Several moments after she had 
ceased speaking he became con- 
scious that the expression of his 
face presented a perceptible anal- 
ogy to a broad grin. He changed 
his posture, saying the first thing 
that came into his head. “I pre- 
sume you do without your father 
now.” 

“Without my father?” 

“To set you going, as he did 
that time I heard you.” 

“Oh, I see; you thought I had 
begun a lecture!” And she laughed, 
in perfect good humour. “They 
tell me I speak as I talk, so I 
suppose I talk as I speak. But you 
mustn’t put me on what I saw and 
heard in Europe. That’s to be the 
title of an address I am now pre- 
paring, by the way. Yes, I don’t 
depend on father any more,” she 
went on, while Ransom’s sense of 
having said too sarcastic a thing 
was deepened by her perfect in- 
difference to it. “He finds his pa- 
tients draw off about enough, any 
way. But I owe him everything; 
if it hadn’t been for him, no one 
would ever have known I had a 
gift— not even myself. He started 
me so, once for all, that I now 
~ go alone.” 

“You go beautifully,” said Ran- 


som, wanting to say something 
agreeable, and even respectfully 
tender, to her, but troubled by the 
fact that there was nothing he 
could say that didn’t sound rather 
like chaff. There was no resent- 
ment in her, however, for in a 
moment she said to him, as quickly 
as it occurred to her, in the man- 
ner of a person repairing an ac- 
cidental omission, “It was very 
good of you to come so far.” 

This was a sort of speech it was 
never safe to make to Ransom; 
there was no telling what retri- 
bution it might entail. “Do you 
suppose any journey is too great, 
too wearisome, when it’s a ques- 
tion of so great a pleasure?” On 
this occasion it was not worse 
than that. 

“Well, people have come from 
other cities,” Verena answered, not 
with pretended humility, but with 
pretended pride. “Do you know 
Cambridge?” 

“This is the first time I have 
ever been here.” 

“Well, I suppose you have heard 
of the university; it’s so cele- 
brated.” 

“Yes—even in Mississippi. I 
suppose it’s very fine.” 

“I presume it is,” said Verena; 
“but you can’t expect me to speak 
with much admiration of an insti- 
tution of which the doors are closed 
to our sex.” 

“Do you then advocate a system 
of education in common?” 

“I advocate equal rights, equal 
opportunities, equal privileges. So 
does Miss Chancellor,” Verena 
added, with just a perceptible air 
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of feeling that her declaration 
needed support. . 

“Oh, I thought what she want- 
ed was simply a different inequal- 
ity —simply to turn out the men 
altogether,” Ransom said. 

“Well, she thinks we have great 
arrears to make up. I do tell her, 
sometimes, that what she desires 
is not only justice but vengeance. 
I think she admits that,” Verena 
continued, with a certain solem- 
nity. The subject, however, held 
her but an instant, and _ before 
Ransom had time to make any 
comment, she went on, in a dif- 
ferent tone: “You don’t mean to 
say you live in Mississippi now? 
Miss Chancellor told me when 
you were in Boston before, that 
you had located in New York.” 
She persevered in this reference to 
himself, for when he had assented 
to her remark about New York, 
she asked him whether he had 
quite given up the South. 

“Given it up—the poor, dear, 
desolate, old South? Heaven for- 
bid!” Basil Ransom exclaimed. 

She looked at him for a mo- 
ment with an added softness. “I 
presume it is natural you. should 
love your home. But I am afraid 
you think I don’t love mine much; 
I have been here—for so long — 
so little. Miss Chancellor has ab- 
sorbed me—there is no doubt 
about that. But it’s a pity I wasn’t 
with her to-day.” Ransom made 
no answer to this; he was incapa- 
ble of telling Miss Tarrant that if 
she had been he would not have 
called upon her. It was not, in- 
deed, that he was incapable of 


hypocrisy, for when she had asked 
him if he had seeh his cousin the 
night before, and he had replied 
that he hadn’t seen her at all, and 
she had exclaimed with a candour 
which the next minute made her 
blush, “Ah, you don’t mean to say 
you haven’t forgiven her!” — after 
this he put on a look of innocence 
sufficient to carry off the inquiry, 
“Forgiven her for what?” 

Verena coloured at the sound of 
her own words. “Well, I could see 
how much she felt, that time at 
her house.” 

“What did she feel?” Basil Ran- 
som asked, with the natural pro- 
vokingness of a man. 

I know not whether Verena was 
provoked, but she answered with 
more spirit than sequence: “Well, 
you know you did pour contempt 
on us, ever so much; I could see 
how it worked Olive up. Are you 
not going to see her at all?” 

“Well, I shall think about that; 
I am here only for three or four 
days,” said Ransom, smiling as men 
smile when they are perfectly un- 
satisfactory. 

It is very possible that Verena 
was provoked, inaccessible as she 
was, in a general way, to irrita- 
tion; for she rejoined in a mo- 
ment, with a little deliberate air: 
“Well, perhaps it’s as well you 
shouldn’t go, if you haven't 
changed at all.” 

“I haven’t changed at all,” said 
the young man, smiling still, with 
his elbows on the arms of his 
chair, his shoulders pushed up a 
little, and his thin brown hands 
interlocked in front of him. 
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“Well, I have had visitors who 
were quite opposed!” Verena an- 
nounced, as if such news could not 
possibly alarm her. Then she add- 
ed, “How then did you know I 
was out here?” 

“Miss Birdseye told me.” 

“Oh, I am so glad you went to 
see her!” the girl cried, speaking 
again with the impetuosity of a 
moment before. 

“I didn’t go to see her. I met 
her in the street, just as she was 
leaving Miss Chancellor’s door. I 
spoke to her, and accompanied her 
some distance. I passed that way 
because I knew it was the direct 
way to Cambridge—from the 
Common — and I was coming out 
to see you any way—on the 
chance.” 

“On the chance?” Verena re- 
peated. 

“Yes; Mrs. Luna, in New York, 
told me you were sometimes here, 
and I wanted, at any rate, to make 
the attempt to find you.” 

It may be communicated to the 
reader that it was very agreeable 
to Verena to learn that her visitor 
had made this arduous pilgrimage 
(for she knew well enough how 
people in Boston regarded a win- 
ter journey to the academic sub- 
urb) with only half the prospect 
of a reward; but her pleasure was 
mixed with other feelings, or at 
least with the consciousness that 
the whole situation was rather less 
simple than the elements of her 
life had been hitherto. There was 
the germ of disorder in this invidi- 
ous distinction which Mr. Ransom 
had suddenly made between Ol- 


ive Chancellor, who was related 
to him by blood, and herself, who 
had never been related to him in 
any way whatever. She knew Ol- 
ive by this time well enough to 
wish not to reveal it to her, and 
yet it would be something quite 
new for her to undertake to con- 
ceal such an incident as her hav- 
ing spent an hour with Mr. Ran- 
som during a flying visit he had 
made to Boston. She had spent 
hours with other gentlemen, whom 
Olive didn’t see; but that was dif- 
ferent, because her friend knew 
about her doing it and didn’t care, 
in regard to the persons — didn’t 
care, that is, as she would care in 
this case. It was vivid to Verena’s 
mind that now Olive would care. 
She had talked about Mr. Bur- 
rage, and Mr. Pardon, and even 
about some gentlemen in Europe, 
and she had not (after the first 
few days, a year and a half be- 
fore) talked about Mr. Ransom. 
Nevertheless there were reasons, 
clear to Verena’s view, for wishing 
either that he would go and see 
Olive or would keep away from 
her; and the responsibility of treat- 
ing the fact that he had not so 
kept away as a secret seemed the 
greater, perhaps, in the light of 
this other fact, that so far as sim- 
ply seeing Mr. Ransom went— 
why, she quite liked it. She had 
remembered him perfectly after 
their two former meetings, super- 
ficial as their contact then had 
been; she had thought of him at 
moments and wondered whether 
she should like him if she were to 
know him better. Now, at the end 
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of twenty minutes, she did know 
him better, and found that he had 
rather a curious, but still a pleas- 
ant way. There he was, at any 
rate, and she didn’t wish his call 
to be spoiled by any uncomforta- 
ble implication of consequences. 
So she glanced off, at the touch of 
Mrs. Luna’s name; it seemed to af- 
ford relief. “Oh, yes, Mrs. Luna 
—isn’t she fascinating?” 

Ransom hesitated a little. “Well, 
no, I don’t think she is.” 

“You ought to like her—she 
hates our movement!” And Verena 
asked, further, numerous ques- 
tions about the brilliant Adeline; 
whether he saw her often, wheth- 
er she went out much, whether 
she was admired in New York, 
whether he thought her very hand- 
some. He answered to the best of 
his ability, but soon made the re- 
flection that he had not come out 
to Monadnoce Place to talk about 
Mrs. Luna; in consequence of 
which, to change the subject (as 
well as to acquit himself of a so- 
cial duty), he began to speak of 
Verena’s parents, to express regret 
that Mrs. Tarrant had been sick, 
and fear that he was not to have 
the pleasure of seeing her. “She 
is a great deal better,” Verena 
said; “but she’s lying down; she 
lies down a great deal when she 
has got nothing else to do. Moth- 
er’s very peculiar,” she added in a 
moment; “she lies down when she 
feels well and happy, and when 
she’s sick she walks about — she 
roams all round the house. If you 
hear her on the stairs a good deal, 
you can be pretty sure she’s very 


bad. She'll be very much inter- 
ested to hear about you after you 
have left.” 

Ransom glanced at his watch. 
“I hope I am not staying too long 
—that I am not taking you away 
from her.” 

“Oh no; she likes visitors, even 
when she can’t see them. If it 
didn’t take her so long to rise, she 
would have been down here by 
this time. I suppose you think she 
has missed me, since I have been 
so absorbed. Well, so she has, but 
she knows it’s for my good. She 
would make any sacrifice for af- 
fection.” 

The fancy suddenly struck Ran- 
som of asking, in response to this, 
“And you? would you make any?” 

Verena gave him a bright natu- 
ral stare. “Any sacrifice for affec- 
tion?” She thought a moment, and 
then she said: “I don’t think I 
have a right to say, because I have 
never been asked. I don’t remem- 
ber ever to have had to make a 
saerifice — not an important one.” 

“Lord! you must have had a 
happy life!” 

“J have been very fortunate, I 
know that. I don’t know what to 
do when I think how some wom- 
en—how most women -— suffer. 
But I must not speak of that,” she 
went on, with her smile coming 
back to her. “If you oppose our 
movement, you won’t want to hear 
of the suffering of women!” 

“The suffering of women is the 
suffering of all humanity,” Ran- 
som returned. “Do you think any 
movement is going to stop that — 
or all the lectures from now to 
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doomsday? We are born to suffer 
—and to bear it, like decent peo- 
ple.” 

“Oh, I adore heroism!” Verena 
interposed. 

“And as for women,” Ransom 
went on, “they have one source of 
happiness that is closed to us— 
the consciousness that their pres- 
ence here below lifts half the load 
of our suffering.” y 

Verena thought this very grace- 
ful, but she was not sure it was 
not rather sophistical; she would 
have liked to have Olive’s judg- 
ment upon it. As that was not pos- 
sible for the present, she abandoned 
the question (since learning that 
Mr. Ransom had passed over Ol- 
ive, to come to her, she had be- 
come rather fidgety), and inquired 
of the young man, irrelevantly, 
whether he knew any one else in 
Cambridge. 

“Not a creature; as I tell you, I 
have never been here before. Your 
image alone attracted me;_ this 
charming interview will be hence- 
forth my only association with the 
place.” 

“It’s a pity you couldn’t have 
a few more,” said Verena, mus- 
ingly. 

“A few more interviews? I 
should be unspeakably delighted!” 

“A few more associations. Did 
you see the colleges as you came?” 

“I had a glimpse of a large en- 
closure, with some big buildings. 
Perhaps I can look at them better 
as I go back to Boston.” 

“Oh yes, you ought to see them 
—they have improved so much of 
late. The inner life, of course, is 


’ conscious 


the greatest interest, but there is 
some fine architecture, if you are 
not familiar with Europe.” She 
paused a moment, looking at him 
with an eye that seemed to bright- 
en, and continued quickly, like a 
person who had collected herself 
for a little jump, “If you would 
like to walk round a little, I shall 
be very glad to show you.” 

“To walk round—with you to 
show me?” Ransom repeated. “My 
dear Miss Tarrant, it would be the 
greatest privilege—the greatest 
happiness —of my life. What a 
delightful idea—what an _ ideal 
guide!” 

Verena got up; she would go 
and put on her hat; he must wait 
a little. Her offer had a frankness 
and a friendliness which gave him 
a new sensation, and he could not 
know that as soon as she had made 
it (though she had hesitated too, 
with a moment of intense reflec- 
tion), she seemed to herself 
strangely reckless. An impulse 
pushed her; she obeyed it with 
her eyes open. She felt as a girl 
feels when she commits her first 
indiscretion. She had 
done many things before which 
many people would have called 
indiscreet, but that quality had 
not even faintly belonged to them 
in her own mind; she had done 
them in perfect good faith and 
with a remarkable absence of pal- 
pitation. This superficially ingenu- 
ous proposal to walk around the 
colleges with Mr. Ransom had re- 
ally another colour; it deepened 
the ambiguity of her position, by 
reason of a prevision which I shall 
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presently mention. If Olive was 
not to know that she had seen him, 
this extension of their interview 
would double her secret. And yet, 
while she saw it grow — this mon- 
strous little mystery — she couldn’t 
feel sorry that she was going out 
with Olive’s cousin. As I have al- 
ready said, she had become nery- 
ous. She went to put on her hat, 
but at the door of the room she 
stopped, turned round, and pre- 
sented herself to her visitor with 
a small spot in either cheek, which 
had appeared there within the in- 
stant. “I have suggested this, be- 
cause it seems to me I ought to 
do something for you — in return,” 
she said. “It’s nothing, simply sit- 
ting there with me. And we 
haven't got anything else. This is 
our only hospitality. And the day 
seems so splendid.” 

The modesty, the sweetness, of 
this little explanation, with a kind 
of intimated desire, constituting 
almost an appeal, for rightness, 
which seemed to pervade it, left 
a fragrance in the air after she had 
vanished. Ransom walked up and 
down the room, with his hands in 
his pockets, under the influence of 
it, without taking up even once 
the book about Mrs. Foat. He oc- 
cupied the time in asking himself 
by what perversity of fate or of 
inclination such a charming crea- 
ture was ranting upon platforms 
and living in Olive Chancellor's 
pocket, or how a ranter and syco- 
phant could possibly be so engag- 
ing. And she was so disturbingly 
beautiful, too. This last fact was 
not less evident when she came 


down arranged for their walk. 
They left the house, and as they 
proceeded he remembered that he 
had asked himself earlier how he 
could do honour to such a combi- 
nation of leisure and ethereal mild- 
ness as he had waked up to that 
morning —a mildness that seemed 
the very breath of his own lati- 
tude. This question was answered 
now; to do exactly what he was 
doing at that moment was an ob- 
servance sufficiently festive. 
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Tuey passed through two or three 
small, short streets, which, with 
their little wooden houses, with 
still more wooden door-yards, 
looked as if they had been con- 
structed by the nearest carpenter 
and his boy—a sightless, sound- 
less, interspaced, embryonic re- 
gion — and entered a long avenue 
which, fringed on either side with 
fresh villas, offering themselves 
trustfully to the public, had the 
distinction of a wide pavement of 
neat red brick. The new paint on 
the square detached houses shone 
afar off in the transparent air: 
they had, on top, little cupolas 
and belvederes, in front a pillared 
piazza, made bare by the indoor 
life of winter, on either side a 
bow-window or two, and every- 
where an embellishment of scal- 
lops, brackets, cornices, wooden 
flourishes. They stood, for the 
most part, on small eminences, 
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lifted above the impertinence of 
hedge or paling, well up before 
the world, with all the good con- 
science which in many cases came, 
as Ransom saw (and he had no- 
ticed the same ornament when he 
traversed with Olive the quarter 
of Boston inhabited by Miss Birds- 
eye), from a silvered number, af- 
fixed to the glass above the door, 
in figures huge enough to be read 
by the people who, in the peri- 
odic horse-cars, travelled along 
the middle of the avenue. It was 
to these glittering badges that 
many of the houses on either side 
owed their principal identity. One 
of the horse-cars now advanced in 
the straight, spacious distance; it 
was almost the only object that 
animated the prospect, which, in 
its large cleanness, its implication 
of strict business-habits on the 
part of all the people who were 
not there, Ransom thought very 
impressive. As he went on with 
Verena he asked her about the 
Women’s Convention, the year be- 
fore; whether it had accomplished 
much work and she had enjoyed 
it. 

“What do you care about the 
work it accomplished?” said the 
girl. “You don’t take any interest 
in that.” 

“You mistake my attitude. I 
don’t like it, but I greatly fear it.” 

In answer to this Verena gave a 
free laugh. “I don’t believe you 
fear much!” 

“The bravest men have been 
afraid of women. Won’t you even 
tell me whether you enjoyed it? I 
am told you made an immense 


sensation there —that you leaped 
into fame.” 

Verena never waved off an al- 
lusion to her ability, her elo- 
quence; she took it seriously, with- 
out any flutter or protest, and had 
no more manner about it than if it 
concerned the goddess Minerva. 
“I believe I attracted considera- 
ble attention; of course, that’s 
what Olive wants—it paves the 
way for future work. I have no 
doubt I reached many that 
wouldn’t have been reached oth- 
erwise. They think that’s my great 
use —to take hold of the outsid- 
ers, as it were; of those who are 
prejudiced or thoughtless, or who 
don’t care about anything unless 
it’s amusing. I wake up the at- 
tention.” 

“That’s the class to which I be- 
long,” Ransom said. “Am I not an 
outsider? I wonder whether you 
would have reached me — or waked 
up my attention!” 

Verena was silent awhile, as 
they walked; he heard the light 
click of her boots on the smooth 
bricks. Then—“I think I have 
waked it up a little,” she replied, 
looking straight before her. 

“Most assuredly! You have made 
me wish tremendously to contra- 
dict you.” 

“Well, that’s a good sign.” 

“I suppose it was very exciting 
— your convention,” Ransom went 
on, in a moment; “the sort of 
thing you would miss very much 
if you were to return to the an- 
cient fold.” 

“The ancient fold, you say very 
well, where women were slaugh- 
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tered like sheep! Oh, last June, for 
a week, we just quivered! There 
were delegates from every State 
and every. city; we lived in a 
crowd of people and of ideas; the 
heat was intense, the weather mag- 
nificent, and great thoughts and 
brilliant sayings flew round like 
darting fire-flies. Olive had six cel- 
ebrated, high-minded women stay- 
ing in her house — two in a room; 
and in the summer evenings we 
sat in the open windows, in her 
parlour, looking out on the bay, 
with the lights gleaming in the 
water, and talked over the doings 
of the morning, the speeches, the 
incidents, the fresh contributions 
to the cause. We had some tre- 
mendously earnest discussions, 
which it would have been a bene- 
fit to you to hear, or any man who 
doesn’t think that we can rise to 
the highest point. Then we had 
some refreshment — we consumed 
quantities of ice-cream|” said Ve- 
rena, in whom the note of gaiety 
alternated with that of earnest- 
ness, almost of exaltation, in a 
manner which seemed to Basil 
Ransom absolutely and _ fascinat- 
ingly original. “Those were great 
nights!” she added, between a 
laugh and a sigh. 

Her description of the conven- 
tion put the scene before him viv- 
idly; he seemed to see the crowd- 
ed, overheated hall, which he was 
sure was filled with carpet-bag- 
gers, to hear flushed women, with 
loosened bonnet-strings, forcing 
thin voices into ineffectual shrill- 
ness. It made him angry, and all 
the more angry, that he hadn't a 


reason, to think of the charming 
creature at his side being mixed 
up with such elements, pushed 
and elbowed by them, conjoined 
with them in emulation, in un- 
sightly strainings and clappings 
and shoutings, in wordy, windy 
iteration of inanities. Worst of all 
was the idea that she should have 
expressed such a congregation to 
itself so acceptably, have been ac- 
claimed and applauded by hoarse 
throats, have been lifted up, to all 
the vulgar multitude, as the queen 
of the occasion. He made the re- 
flection, afterwards, that he was 
singularly ill-grounded in his 
wrath, inasmuch as it was none of 
his business what use Miss Tarrant 
chose to make of her energies, and, 
in addition to this, nothing else 
was to have been expected of her. 
But that reflection was absent now, 
and in its absence he saw only 
the fact that his companion had 
been odiously perverted. “Well, 
Miss Tarrant,” he said, with a 
deeper seriousness than showed in 
his voice, “I am forced to the pain- 
ful conclusion that you are sim- 
ply ruined.” 

“Ruined! Ruined yourself!” 

“Oh, I know the kind of women 
that Miss Chancellor had at her 
house, and what a group you must 
have made when you looked out 
at the Back Bay! It depresses me 
very much to think of it.” 

“We made a lovely, interesting 
group, and, if we had had a spare 
minute we would have been pho- 
tographed,” Verena said. 

This led him to ask her if she 
had ever subjected herself to the 
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process; and she answered that a 
photographer had been after her as 
soon as she got back from Europe, 
and that she had sat for him, and 
that there were certain shops in 
Boston where her portrait could 
be obtained. She gave him this in- 
formation very simply, without 
pretence of vagueness of knowl- 
edge, spoke of the matter rather 
respectfully, indeed, as if it might 
be of some importance; and when 
he said that he should go and buy 
one of the little pictures as soon as 
he returned to town, contented 
herself with replying, “Well, be 
sure you pick out a good one!” 
He had not been altogether with- 
out a hope that she would offer to 
give him one, with her name writ- 
ten beneath, which was a mode 
of acquisition he would greatly 
have preferred; but this, evidently, 
had not occurred to her, and now, 
as they went further, her thought 
was following a different train. 
That was proved by her remark- 
ing, at the end of a silence, in- 
consequently, “Well, it showed I 
have a great use!” As he stared, 
wondering what she meant, she 
explained that she referred to the 
brilliancy of her success at the 
convention. “It proved I have a 
great use,” she repeated, “and that 
is all I care for!” 

“The use of a truly amiable 
woman is to make some honest 
man happy,” Ransom said, with a 
sententiousness of which he was 
perfectly aware. 

It was so marked that it caused 
her to stop short in the middle of 
the broad walk, while she looked 


at him with shining eyes.“See here, 
Mr. Ransom, do you know what 
strikes me?” she exclaimed. “The 
interest you take in me isn’t really 
controversial — a bit. It’s quite per- 
sonal!” She was the most extraor- 
dinary girl; she could speak such 
words as those without the small- 
est look of added consciousness 
coming into her face, without the 
least supposable intention of co- 
quetry, or any visible purpose of 
challenging the young man to say 
more. 

“My interest in you — my inter- 
est in you,” he began. Then hesi- 
tating, he broke off suddenly. “It 
is certain your discovery doesn’t 
make it any less!” 

“Well, that’s better,” she went 
on; “for we needn’t dispute.” 

He laughed at the way she ar- 
ranged it, and they presently 
reached the irregular group of 
heterogeneous buildings — chapels, 
dormitories, libraries, halls — which, 
scattered among slender trees, 
over a space reserved by means of 
a low rustic fence, rather than in- 
closed (for Harvard knows noth- 
ing either of the jealousy or the 
dignity of high walls and guarded 
gateways), constitutes the great 
university of Massachusetts. The 
yard, or college-precinct, is trav- 
ersed by a number of straight lit- 
tle paths, over which, at certain 
hours of the day, a thousand un- 
dergraduates, with books under 
their arm and youth in their step, 
flit from one school to another. 
Verena Tarrant knew her way 
round, as she said to her compan- 
ion; it was not the first time she 
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had taken an admiring visitor to 
see the local monuments. Basil 
Ransom, walking with her, from 
point to point, admired them all, 
and thought several of them ex- 
ceedingly quaint and venerable. 
The rectangular structures of old 
red brick especially gratified his 
eye; the afternoon sun was yellow 
on their homely faces; their win- 
dows showed a peep of flower- 
pots and bright-coloured curtains; 
they wore an expression of scho- 
lastic quietude, and exhaled for 
the young Mississippian a tradi- 
tion, an antiquity. “This is the 
place where I ought to have been,” 
he said to his charming guide. “I 
should have had a good time if I 
had been able to study here.” 

“Yes; I presume you feel your- 
self drawn to any place where an- 
cient prejudices are garnered up,” 
she answered, not without arch- 
ness. “I know by the stand you 
take about our cause that you 
share the superstitions of the old 
bookmen. You ought to have been 
at one of those really medizeval 
universities that we saw on the 
other side, at Oxford, or Gottin- 
gen, or Padua. You would have 
been in perfect sympathy with 
their spirit.” 

“Well, I don’t know much about 
those old haunts,” Ransom re- 
joined. “I reckon this is good 
enough for me. And then it would 
have had the advantage that your 
residence isn’t far, you know.” 

“Oh, I guess we shouldn’t have 
seen you much at my residence] 
As you live in New York, you 
come, but here you wouldn’t; that 


is always the way.” With this light 
philosophy Verena beguiled the 
transit to the library, into which 
she introduced her companion with 
the air of a person familiar with 
the sanctified spot. This edifice, a 
diminished copy of the chapel of 
King’s College, at the greater 
Cambridge, is a rich and impres- 
sive institution; and as he stood 
there, in the bright, heated still- 
ness, which seemed suffused with 
the odour of old print and old 
bindings, and looked up into the 
high, light vaults that hung over 
quiet book-laden galleries, alcoves 
and tables, and glazed cases where 
rarer treasures gleamed more 
vaguely, over busts of benefactors 
and portraits of worthies, bowed 
heads of working students and the 
gentle creak of passing messengers 
—as he took possession, in a com- 
prehensive glance, of the wealth 
and wisdom of the place, he felt 
more than ever the soreness of an 
opportunity missed; but~he ab- 
stained from expressing it (it was 
too deep for that), and in a mo- 
ment Verena had introduced him 
to a young lady, a friend of hers, 
who, as she explained, was work- 
ing on the catalogue, and whom 
she had asked for on entering the 
library, at a desk where another 
young lady was occupied. Miss 
Catching, the _ first-mentioned 
young lady, presented herself with 
promptness, offered Verena a low- 
toned but appreciative greeting, 
and, after a little, undertook to 
explain to Ransom the mysteries 
of the catalogue, which consisted 
of a myriad little cards, disposed 
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alphabetically in immense chests 
of drawers. Ransom was deeply 
interested, and as, with Verena, he 
followed Miss Catching about (she 
was so good as to show them the 
establishment in all its ramifica- 
tions), he considered with atten- 
tion the young lady’s fair ringlets 
and refined, anxious expression, 
saying to himself that this was in 
the highest degree a New Eng- 
land type. Verena found an op- 
portunity to mention to him that 
she was wrapped up in the cause, 
and there was a moment during 
which he was afraid that his com- 
panion would expose him to her as 
one of its traducers; but there was 
that in Miss Catching’s manner 
(and in the influence of the lofty 
halls), which deprecated loud 
pleasantry, and seemed to say, 
moreover, that if she were treated 
to such a revelation she should 
not know under what letter to 
range it. 

“Now there is one place where 
perhaps it would be indelicate to 
take a Mississippian,” Verena said, 
after this episode. “I mean the 
great place that towers above the 
others — that big building with the 
beautiful pinnacles, which you see 
from every point.” But Basil Ran- 
som had heard of the great Me- 
morial Hall; he knew what memo- 
ries it enshrined, and the worst 
that he should have to suffer there; 
and the ornate, overtopping struc- 
ture, which was the finest piece of 
architecture he had ever seen, had 
moreover solicited his enlarged 
curiosity for the last half-hour. He 
thought there was rather too much 


brick about it, but it was but- 
tressed, cloistered, turreted, dedi- 
cated, superscribed, as he had 


never seen anything; though it 


didn’t look old, it looked signifi- 
cant; it covered a large area, and 
it sprang majestic into the winter 
air. It was detached from the rest 
of the collegiate group, and stood 
in a grassy triangle of its own. As. 
he approached it with Verena she 
suddenly stopped, to decline re- 
sponsibility. “Now mind, if you 
don’t like what’s inside, it isn’t my 
fault.” 

He looked at her an instant, 
smiling. “Is there anything against 
Mississippi?” 

“Well, no, I don’t think she is 
mentioned. But there is great 
praise of our young men in the 
war.” 

“It says they were brave, I sup- 
pose.” 

“Yes, it says so in Latin.” 

“Well, so they were—I know 
something about that,” Basil Ran- 
som said. “I must be brave enough 
to face them—it isn’t the first 
time.” And they went up the low 
steps and passed into the tall 
doors. The Memorial Hall of Har- 
vard consists of three main divi- 
sions: one of them a theatre, for 
academic ceremonies; another a 
vast refectory, covered with a tim- 
bered roof, hung about with por- 
traits and lighted by stained win- 
dows, like the halls of the colleges 
of Oxford; and the third, the most 
interesting, a chamber high, dim, 
and severe, consecrated to the 
sons of the university who fell in 
the long Civil War. Ransom and 
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his companion wandered from one 
part of the building to another, 
and stayed their steps at several 
impressive points; but they lin- 
gered longest in the presence of 
the white, ranged tablets, each of 
which, in its proud, sad clearness, 
is inscribed with the name of a 
student-soldier. The effect of the 
place is singularly noble and sol- 
emn, and it is impossible to feel it 
without a lifting of the heart. It 
stands there for duty and honour, 
it speaks of sacrifice and example, 
seems a kind of temple to youth, 
manhood, generosity. Most of 
them were young, all were in their 
prime, and all of them had fallen; 
this simple idea hovers before the 
visitor and makes him read with 
tenderness each name and place — 
names often without other history, 
and forgotten Southern battles. 
For Ransom these things were not 
a challenge nor a taunt; they 
touched him with respect, with the 
sentiment of beauty. He was ca- 
pable of being a generous foe- 
man, and he forgot, now, the 
whole question of sides and par- 
ties; the simple emotion of the 
old fighting-time came back to 
him, and the monument around 
him seemed an embodiment of 
that memory; it arched over 
friends as well as enemies, the vic- 
tims of defeat as well as the sons 
of triumph. 

“It is very beautiful—but 1 
think it is very dreadful!” This re- 
mark, from Verena, called him 
back to the present. “It’s a real sin 
to put up such a building, just to 
glorify a Iot of bloodshed. If it 


wasn’t so majestic, I would have 
it pulled down.” 

“That is delightful feminine log- 
ic!” Ransom answered. “If, when 
women have the conduct of affairs, 
they fight as well as they reason, 
surely for them too we shall have 
to set up memorials.” 

Verena retorted that they would 
reason so well they would have no 
need to fight—they would usher 
in the reign of peace. “But this 
is very peaceful too,” she added, 
looking about her; and she sat 
down on a low stone ledge, as if 
to enjoy the influence of the scene. 
Ransom left her alone for ten min- 
utes; he wished to take another 
look at the inscribed tablets, and 
read again the names of the vari- 
ous engagements, at several of 
which he had been present. When 
he came back to her she greeted 
him abruptly, with a question 
which had no reference to the so- 
lemnity of the spot. “If Miss Birds- 
eye knew you were coming out to 
see me, can’t she easily tell Ol- 
ive? Then won’t Olive make her 
reflections about your neglect of 
herself?” 

“J don’t care for her reflections. 
At any rate, I asked Miss Birds- 
eye, as a favour, not to mention to 
her that she had met me,” Ransom 
added. 

Verena was silent a moment. 
“Your logic is almost as good as 
a woman’s. Do change your mind 
and go to see her now,” she went 
on. “She will probably be at home 
by the time you get to Charles 
Street. If she was a little strange, 
a little stiff with you before (I 
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know just how she must have 
been), all that will be different 
to-day.” 

“Why will it be different?” 

“Oh, she will be easier, more 
genial, much softer.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said Ran- 
som; and his scepticism seemed 
none the less complete because it 
was light and smiling. 

“She is much happier now — 
she can afford not to mind you.” 

“Not to mind me? That’s a nice 
inducement for a gentleman to go 
and see a lady!” 

“Well, she will be more gra- 
cious, because she feels now that 
she is more successful.” 

“You mean because she has 
brought you out? Oh, I have no 
doubt that has cleared the air for 
her immensely, and you have im- 
proved her very much. But I have 
got a charming impression out here, 
and I have no wish to put another 
—which won't be charming, any- 
how you arrange it—on top of it.” 

“Well, she will be sure to know 
you have been round here, at 
any rate,” Verena rejoined. 

“How will she know, unless you 
tell her?” 

“T tell her everything,” said the 
girl; and now as soon as she had 
spoken, she blushed. He stood 
before her, tracing a figure on the 
mosaic pavement with his cane, 
conscious that in a moment they 
had become more intimate. They 
‘were discussing their affairs, which 
had nothing to do with the heroic 
symbols that surrounded them; 
but their affairs had suddenly 


grown so serious that there was 
no want of decency in their lin- 
gering there for the purpose. The 
implication that his visit might re- 
main as a secret between them 
made them both feel it differently. 
To ask her to keep it so would 
have been, as it seemed to Ran- 
som, a liberty, and, moreover, he 
didn’t care so much as that; but 
if she were to prefer to do so such 
a preference would only make 
him consider the more that his ex- 
pedition had been a success. 

“Oh, then, you can tell her this!” 
he said in a moment. 

“If I shouldn’t, it would be the 
first——” And Verena checked 
herself. ; 

“You must arrange that with 
your conscience,” Ransom went 
on, laughing. 

They came out of the hall, passed 
down the steps, and emerged from 
the Delta, as that portion of the 
college precinct is called. The aft- 
ernoon had begun to wane, but the 
air was filled with a pink bright- 
ness, and there was a cool, pure 
smell, a vague breath of spring. 

“Well, if I don’t tell Olive, then 
you must leave me here,” said Ve- 
rena, stopping in the path and 
putting out a hand of farewell. 

“T don’t understand. What has 
that to do with it? Besides I 
thought you said you must tell,” 
Ransom added. In playing with 
the subject this way, in enjoying 
her visible hesitation, he was 
slightly conscious of a man’s bru- 
tality — of being pushed by an im- 
pulse to test her good-nature, 
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which seemed to have no limit. It 
showed no sign of perturbation as 
she answered: f 
“Well, I want to be free — to do 
as I think best. And, if there is a 
chance of my keeping it back, 
there mustn’t be anything more — 


there must not, Mr. Ransom, re-— 


ally.” 

“Anything more? Why, what are 
you afraid there will be~—if I 
should simply walk home with 
you?” 

“TI must go alone, I must hurry 
back to mother,” she said, for ‘all 
reply. And she again put out her 
hand, which he had not taken 
before. 

Of course he took it now, and 
even held it a moment; he didn’t 
like being dismissed, and was 
thinking of pretexts to linger. 
“Miss Birdseye said you would 
convert me, but you haven’t yet,” 
it came into his head to say. 

“You can’t tell yet; wait a lit- 
tle. My influence is peculiar; it 
sometimes comes out a long time 
afterwards!” This speech, on Ve- 
rena’s part, was evidently per- 
functory, and the grandeur of her 
self-reference jocular; she was 
much more serious when she went 
on quickly, “Do you mean to 
say Miss Birdseye promised you 
that?” 

“Oh yes. Talk about influence! 
you should have seen the influence 
I obtained over her.” 

“Well, what good will it do, if 
I’m going to tell Olive about your 
visit?” 

“Well, you see, I think she 


hopes you won't. She believes you 
are going to convert me privately 
—so that I shall blaze forth, sud- 
denly, out of the darkness of Mis- 
sissippi, as a first-class proselyte: 
very effective and dramatic.” 

Verena struck Basil Ransom as 
constantly simple, but there were 
moments when her candour 
seemed to him preternatural. “If 
I thought that would be the effect, 
I might make an exception,” she 
remarked, speaking as if such a 
result were, after all, possible. 

“Oh, Miss Tarrant, you will 
convert me enough, any way,” said 
the young man. 

“Enough? What do you mean 
by enough?” 

“Enough to make me terribly 
unhappy.” 

She looked at him a moment, 
evidently not understanding; but 
she tossed him a retort at a ven- 
ture, turned away, and took her 
course homeward. The retort was 
that if he should be unhappy it 
would serve him right —a form of 
words that committed her to noth- 
ing. As he returned to Boston he 
saw how curious he should be to 
learn whether she had betrayed 
him, as it were, to Miss Chancel- 
lor. He might learn through Mrs. 
Luna; that would almost reconcile 
him to going to see her again. Ol- 
ive would mention it in writing to 
her sister, and Adeline would re- 
peat the complaint. Perhaps she 
herself would even make him a 
scene about it; that would be, for 
him, part of the unhappiness he 
had foretold to Verena Tarrant. 
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“Mrs. Henry Burrace, at home 
Wednesday evening, March 26th, 
at half-past nine o'clock.” It was 


in consequence of having received _ 


a card with these words -inscribed 
upon it that Basil Ransom pre- 
sented himself, on the evening she 
had designated, at the house of a 
lady he had never heard of before. 
The account of the relation of ef- 
fect to cause is not complete, how- 
ever, unless I mention that the 
card bore, furthermore, in the left- 
hand lower corer, the words: 
“An Address from Miss Verena 
Tarrant.” He had an idea (it came 
mainly from the look and even 
the odour of the engraved paste- 
board), that Mrs. Burrage was a 
member of the fashionable world, 
and it was with considerable sur- 
prise that he found himself in such 
an element. He wondered what 
had induced a denizen of that fine 
air to send him an invitation; then 
he said to himself that, obviously, 
Verena Tarrant had simply re- 
quested that this should be done. 
Mrs. Henry Burrage, whoever she 
might be, had asked her if she 
shouldn’t like some of her own 
friends to be present, and she had 
said, Oh yes, and mentioned him 
in the happy group. She had been 
able to give Mrs. Burrage his ad- 
dress, for had it not been con- 
tained in the short letter he des- 
patched to Monadnoc Place soon 


after his return from Boston, in 
which he thanked Miss Tarrant 
afresh for the charming hour she 
had enabled him to spend at Cam- 
bridge? She had not answered his 
letter at the time, but Mrs. Bur- 
rage’s card was a very good an- 
swer. Such a missive deserved a 
rejoinder, and it was by way of re- 
joinder that he entered the street- 
car which, on the evening of 
March 26th, was to deposit him 
at a corner adjacent to Mrs. Bur- 
rage’s dwelling. He almost never 
went to evening parties (he knew 
scarcely any one who gave them, 
though Mrs. Luna had broken him 
in a little), and he was sure this 
occasion was of festive intention, 
would have nothing in common 
with the nocturnal “exercises” at 
Miss Birdseye’s; but he would 
have exposed himself to almost 
any social discomfort in order to 
see Verena Tarrant on the plat- 
form. The platform it evidently 
was to be—private if not public 
—since one was admitted by a 
ticket given away if not sold. He 
took his in his pocket, quite ready 
to present it at the door. It would 
take some time for me to explain 
the contradiction to the reader: 
but Basil Ransom’s desire to be 
present at one of Verena’s regular 
performances was not diminished 
by the fact that he detested her 
views and thought the whole bus- 
iness a poor perversity. He under- 
stood her now very well (since his 
visit to Cambridge); he saw she 
was. honest and natural; she had 
queer, bad lecture-blood in her 
veins, and a comically false idea 
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of the aptitude of little girls for 
conducting movements; but her 
enthusiasm was of the purest, her 
illusions had a fragrance, and so 
far as the mania for producing her- 
self personally was concerned, it 
had been distilled into her by peo- 
ple who worked her for ends which 
to Basil Ransom could only appear 
insane. She was a touching, in- 
genuous victim, unconscious of the 
pernicious forces which were hur- 
rying her to her ruin. With this 
idea of ruin there had already as- 
sociated itself in the young man’s 
mind, the idea —a good deal more 
dim and incomplete —of rescue; 
and it was the disposition to con- 
firm himself in the view that her 
charm was her own, and her fal- 
lacies, her absurdity, a mere re- 
flection of unlucky circumstance, 
that led him to make an effort to 
behold her in the position in which 
he could least bear to think of her. 
Such a glimpse was all that was 
wanted to prove to him that she 
was a person for whom he might 
open an unlimited credit of ten- 
der compassion. He expected to 
suffer —to suffer deliciously. 

By the time he had crossed Mrs. 
Burrage’s threshold there was no 
doubt whatever in his mind that 
he was in the fashionable world. 
It was embodied strikingly in the 
stout, elderly, ugly lady, dressed 
in a brilliant colour, with a twin- 
kle of jewels and a bosom much 
uncovered, who stood near the 
door of the first room, and with 
whom the people passing in be- 
fore him were shaking hands. Ran- 
som made her a Mississippian 


bow, and she said she was de- 
lighted to see him, while people 
behind him pressed him forward. 
He yielded to the impulsion, and 
found himself in a great saloon, 
amid lights and flowers, where the 
company was dense, and there 
were more twinkling, smiling la- 
dies, with uncovered bosoms. It 
was certainly the fashionable 
world, for there was no one there 
whom he had ever seen before. 
The walls of the room were cov- 
ered with pictures — the very ceil- 
ing was painted and framed. The 
people pushed each other a lit- 
tle, edged about, advanced and 
retreated, looking at each other 
with differing faces — sometimes 
blandly, unperceivingly, sometimes 
with a harshness of contemplation, 
a kind of cruelty, Ransom thought; 
sometimes with sudden nods and 
grimaces, inarticulate murmurs, 
followed by a quick reaction, a 
sort of gloom. He was now abso- 
lutely certain that he was in the 
best society. He was carried fur- 
ther and further forward, and saw 
that another room stretched be- 
yond the one he had entered, in 
which there was a sort of little 
stage, covered with a red cloth, 
and an immense collection of 
chairs, arranged in rows. He be- 
came aware that people looked at 
him, as well as at each other, 
rather more, indeed, than at each 
other, and he wondered whether 
it were very: visible in his appear- 
ance that his being there was a 
kind of exception. He didn’t know 
how much his head looked over 
the heads of others, or that his 
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brown complexion, fuliginous eye, 
and straight black hair, the leonine 
fall of which I mentioned in the 
first pages of this narrative, gave 
him that relief which, in the best 
society, has the great advantage of 
suggesting a topic. But there were 
other topics besides, as was proved 
by a fragment of conversation, be- 
tween two ladies, which reached 
his ear while he stood rather wist- 
fully wondering where Verena 
Tarrant might be. 

“Are you a member?” one of the 
ladies said to the other. “I didn’t 
know you had joined.” 

“Oh, I haven’t; nothing would 
induce me.” 

“That’s not fair; you have all 
the fun and none of the responsi- 
bility.” 

“Oh, the fun—the fun!” ex- 
claimed the second lady. 

“You needn’t abuse us, or I 
will never invite you,” said the 
first. 

“Well, I thought it was meant 
to be improving; that’s all I mean; 
very good for the mind. Now, this 
woman to-night; isn’t she from 
Boston?” 

“Yes, I believe they have 
brought her on, just for this.” 

“Well, you must be pretty des- 
perate, when you have got to 
go to Boston for your entertain- 
ment.” 

“Well, there’s a similar society 
there, and I never heard of their 
sending to New York.” 

“Of course not, they think they 
have got everything. But doesn’t 
it make your life a burden, think- 
ing what you can possibly have?” 


“Oh dear, no. I am. going to 
have Professor Gougenheim — all 
about the Talmud. You must 
come.” 

“Well, I'll come,” said the sec- 
ond lady; “but nothing would in- 
duce me to be a regular member.” 

Whatever the mystic circle 
might be, Ransom agreed with the 
second lady that regular mem- 
bership must have terrors, and he 
admired her independence in such 
an artificial world. A considerable 
part of the company had now di- 
rected itself to the further apart- 
ment — people had begun to oc- 
cupy the chairs, to confront the 
empty platform. He reached the 
wide doors, and saw that the place 
was a spacious music-room, deco- 
rated in white and gold, with a 
polished floor and marble busts of 
composers, on brackets attached 
to the delicate panels. He fore- 
bore to enter, however, being shy 
about taking a seat, and seeing 
that the ladies were arranging 
themselves first. He turned back 
into the first room, to wait till the 
audience had massed itself, con- 
scious that even if he were be- 
hind every one he should be able 
to make a long neck; and here, 
suddenly, in a corner, his eyes 
rested upon Olive Chancellor. She 
was seated a little apart, in an 
angle of the room, and she was 
looking straight at him; but as 
soon as she perceived that he saw 
her she dropped her eyes, giving 
no sign of recognition. Ransom 
hesitated a moment, but the next 
he went straight over to her. It 
had been in his mind that if \e- 
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rena Tarrant was there, she would 
be there; an instinct told him that 
Miss Chancellor would not allow 
her dear friend to come to New 
York without her. It was very pos- 
sible she meant to “cut” him — es- 
pecially if she knew of his having 
cut her, the other week, in Bos- 
ton; but it was his duty to take 
for granted she would speak to 
him, until the contrary should be 
definitely proved. Though he had 
seen her only twice he remem- 
bered well how acutely shy she 
was capable of being, and he 
thought it possible one of these 
spasms had seized her at the pres- 
ent time. 

When he stood before her he 
found his conjecture perfectly just; 
she was white with the intensity 
of her self-consciousness; she was 
altogether in a very uncomfortable 
state. She made no response to his 
offer to shake hands with her, and 
he saw that she would never go 
through that ceremony again. She 
looked up at him when he spoke 
to her, and her lips moved; but 
her face was intensely grave and 
her eye had almost a feverish 
light. She had evidently got into 
her corner to be out of the way; 
he recognised in her the air of an 
interloper, as he had felt it in 
himself. The small sofa on which 
she had placed herself had the 
form to which the French give the 
name of causeuse; there was room 
on it for just another person, and 
Ransom asked her, with a cheer- 
ful accent, if he might sit down 
beside her. She turned towards 
him when he had done so, turned 


everything but her eyes, and 
opened and shut her fan while 
she waited for her fit of diffidence 
to pass away. Ransom himself did 
not wait; he took a jocular tone 
about their encounter, asking her if 
she had come to New York to 
rouse the people. She glanced 
round the room; the backs of Mrs. 
Burrage’s guests, mainly, were 
presented to them, and their po- 
sition was partly masked by a 
pyramid of flowers which rose from 
a pedestal close to Olive’s end of 
the sofa and diffused a fragrance 
in the air. 

“Do you call these the ‘peo- 
ple’?” she asked. 

“JT haven’t the least idea. I don’t 
know who any of them are, not 
even who Mrs. Henry Burrage is. 
I simply received an invitation.” 

Miss Chancellor gave him no 
information on the point he had 
mentioned; she only said, in a mo- 
ment: “Do you go wherever you 
are invited?” 

“Why, I go if I think I may find 
you there,” the young man replied, 
gallantly. “My card mentioned that 
Miss Tarrant would give an ad- 
dress, and I knew that wherever 
she is you are not far off. I have 
heard you are inseparable, from 
Mrs. Luna.” 

“Yes, we are inseparable. That 
is exactly why I am here.” 

“It’s the fashionable world, then, 
you are going to stir up.” 

Olive remained for some time 
with her eyes fastened to the floor; 
then she flashed them up at her 
interlocutor. “It’s a part of our life 
to go anywhere—to carry our 
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work where it seems most needed. 
We have taught ourselves to stifle 
repulsion, distaste.” 

“Oh, I think this is very amus- 
ing,” said Ransom. “It’s a beauti- 
ful house, and there are some very 
pretty faces. We haven’t anything 
so brilliant in Mississippi.” 

To everything he said Olive of- 
fered at first a momentary silence, 
but the worst of her shyness was 
apparently leaving her. 

“Are you successful in New 
York? do you like it?” she pres- 
ently asked, uttering the inquiry 
in a tone of infinite melancholy, as 
if the eternal sense of duty forced 
it from her lips. 

“Oh, successful! I am not suc- 
cessful as you and Miss Tarrant 
are; for (to my barbaric eyes) it 
is a great sign of prosperity to be 
the heroines of an occasion like 
this.” 

“Do I look like the heroine of 
an occasion?” asked Olive Chan- 
cellor, without an intention of hu- 
mour, but with an effect that was 
almost comical. 

“You would if you didn’t hide 
yourself away. Are you not going 
into the other room to hear the 
speech? Everything is prepared.” 

“I am going when I am notified 
—when I am invited.” 

There was considerable majesty 
in her tone, and Ransom saw that 
something was wrong, that she 
felt neglected. To see that she was 
as ticklish with others as she had 
been with him made him feel for- 
giving, and there was in his man- 
ner a perfect disposition to forget 
their differences as he said, “Oh, 


there is plenty of time; the place 
isn’t half full yet.” 

She made no direct rejoinder to 
this, but she asked him about his 
mother and sisters, what news he 
received from the South. “Have 
they any happiness?” she inquired, 
rather as if she warned him to 
take care not to pretend they had. 
He neglected her warning to the 
point of saying that there was one 
happiness they always had — that 
of having learned not to think 
about it too much, and to make 
the best of their circumstances. 
She listened to this with an air of 
great reserve, and apparently 
thought he had wished to give her 
a lesson; for she suddenly broke 
out, “You mean that you have 
traced a certain line for them, and 
that that’s all you know about 
itl? 

Ransom stared at her, surprised; 
he felt, now, that she would al- 
ways surprise him. “Ah, don’t be 
rough with me,” he said, in his 
soft Southern voice; “don’t you re- 
member how you knocked me 
about when I called on you in 
Boston?” 

“You hold us in chains, and 
then, when we writhe in our ag- 
ony, you say we don’t behave 
prettily!” These words, which did 
not lessen Ransom’s wonderment, 
were the young lady’s answer to 
his deprecatory speech. She saw 
that he was honestly bewildered 
and that in a moment more he 
would laugh at her, as he had done 
a year and a half before (she re- 
membered it as if it had been yes- 
terday); and to stop that off, at 
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any cost, she went on hurriedly — 
“If you listen to Miss Tarrant, you 
will know what I mean.” =~ 

“Oh, Miss Tarrant — Miss Tar- 
rant!” And Basil Ransom’s laugh- 
ter came. 

She had not escaped that mock- 
ery, after all, and she looked at 
him sharply now, her embarrass- 
ment having quite cleared up. 
“What do you know about her? 
What observation have you had?” 

Ransom met her eye, and for a 
moment they scrutinised each oth- 
er. Did she know of his interview 
with Verena a month before, and 
was her reserve simply the wish 
to place on him the burden of de- 
claring that he had been to Bos- 
ton since they last met, and yet 
had not called in Charles Street? 
He thought there was suspicion in 
her face; but in regard to Verena 
she would always be suspicious. If 
he had done at that moment just 
what would gratify him he would 
have said to her that he knew a 
great deal about Miss Tarrant, 
having lately had a long walk and 
talk with her; but he checked him- 
self, with the reflection that if Ve- 
rena had not betrayed him it would 
be very wrong in him to betray 
her. The sweetness of the idea that 
she should have thought the epi- 
sode of his visit to Monadnoc Place 
worth placing under the rose, was 
quenched for the moment in his 
regret at not being able to let his 
disagreeable cousin know that he 
had passed her over. “Don't you 
remember my hearing her speak 
that night at Miss Birdseye’s?” he 
said, presently. “And I met her 


the next day at your house, you 
know.” 

“She has developed greatly since 
then,” Olive remarked drily; and 
Ransom felt sure that Verena had 
held her tongue. 

At this moment a gentleman 
made his way through the clusters 
of Mrs. Burrage’s guests and pre- _ 
sented himself to Olive. “If you 
will do me the honour to take my 
arm I will find a good seat for you 
in the other room. It’s getting to 
be time for Miss Tarrant to reveal 
herself. I have been taking her 
into the picture-room; there were 
some things she wanted to see. She 
is with my mother now,” he add- 
ed, as if Miss Chancellor’s grave 
face constituted a sort of demand 
for an explanation of her friend’s 
absence. “She said she was a lit- 
tle nervous; so I thought we would 
just move about.” 

“It’s the first time I have ever 
heard of that!” said Miss Chancel- 
lor, preparing to surrender herself 
to the young man’s guidance. He 
told her that he had reserved the 
best seat for her; it was evidently 
his desire to conciliate her, to treat 
her as a person of importance. Be- 
fore leading her away, he shook 
hands with Ransom and remarked 
that he was very glad to see him; 
and Ransom saw that he must be 
the master of the house, though he 
could scarcely be the son of the 
stout lady in the doorway. He was 
a fresh, pleasant, handsome young 
man, with a bright friendly man- 
ner; he recommended Ransom to 
take a seat in the other room, 
without delay; if he had never 
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heard Miss Tarrant he would have 
one of the greatest pleasures of his 
life. 

“Oh, Mr. Ransom only comes to 
ventilate his prejudices,” Miss 
Chancellor said, as she turned her 
back to her kinsman. He shrank 
from pushing into the front of the 
company, which was now rapidly 
filling the music-room, and con- 
tented himself with lingering in 
the doorway, where several gen- 
tlemen were stationed. The seats 
were all occupied; all, that is, save 
one, towards which he saw Miss 
Chancellor and her companion di- 
rect themselves, squeezing and 
edging past the people who were 
standing up against the walls. This 
was quite in front, close to the lit- 
tle platform; every one noticed 
Olive as she went, and Ransom 
heard a gentleman near him say 
to another — “I guess she’s one of 
the same kind.” He looked for Ve- 
rena, but she was apparently keep- 
ing out of sight. Suddenly he felt 
himself smartly tapped on the 
back, and, turning around, per- 
ceived Mrs. Luna, who had been 
prodding him with her fan. 
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“You won’t speak to me in my 
own house —that I have almost 
grown used to; but if you are go- 
ing to pass me over in public I 
think you might give me warning 
first.” This was only her archness, 
and he knew what to make of that 


now; she was dressed in yellow 
and looked very plump and gay. 
He wondered at the unerring in- 
stinct by which she had discov- 
ered his exposed quarter. The out- 
er room was completely empty; 
she had come in at the further 
door and found the field free for 
her operations. He offered to find 
her a place where she could see 
and hear Miss Tarrant, to get her 
a chair to stand on, even, if she 
wished to look over the heads of 
the gentlemen in the doorway; a 
proposal which she greeted with 
the inquiry—“Do you suppose I 
came here for the sake of that 
chatterbox? haven’t I told you 
what I think of her?” 

“Well, you certainly did not 
come here for my sake,” said Ran- 
som, anticipating this insinuation; 
“for you couldn’t possibly have 
known I was coming.” 

“IT guessed it—a presentiment 
told me!” Mrs. Luna declared; and 
she looked up at him with search- 
ing, accusing eyes. “I know what 
you have come for,” she cried in 
a moment. “You never mentioned 
to me that you knew Mrs. Bur- 
rage!” 

“I don’t —I never had heard of 
her till she asked me.” 

“Then why in the world did 
she ask you?” 

Ransom had spoken a _ trifle 
rashly; it came over him, quickly, 
that there were reasons why he 
had better not have said that. But 
almost as quickly he covered up 
his mistake. “I suppose your sis- 
ter was so good as to ask for a 
card for me.” 
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“My sister? My grandmother! I 
know how Olive loves you. Mr. 
Ransom, you are very deep.” She 
had drawn him well into the room, 
out of earshot of the group in the 
doorway, and he felt that if she 
should be able to compass her 
wish she would organise a little 
entertainment for herself, in the 
outer drawing-room, in opposition 
to Miss Tarrant’s address. “Please 
come and sit down here a mo- 
ment; we shall be quite undis- 
turbed. I have something very par- 
ticular to say to you.” She led the 
way to the little sofa in the cor- 
ner, where he had been talking 
with Olive a few minutes before, 
and he accompanied her, with ex- 
treme reluctance, grudging the mo- 
ments that he should be obliged to 
give to her. He had quite forgot- 
ten that he once had a vision of 
spending his life in her society, 
and he looked at his watch as he 
made the observation: 

“I haven’t the least idea of los- 
ing any of the sport in there, you 
know.” 

He felt, the next instant, that he 
oughtn’t to have said that either; 
but he was irritated, disconcerted, 
and he couldn’t help it. It was in 
the nature of a gallant Mississip- 
pian to do everything a lady asked 
him, and he had never, remark- 
able as it may appear, been in the 
position of finding such a request 
so incompatible with his own de- 
sires as now. It was a new predic- 
ament, for Mrs. Luna evidently 
meant to keep him if she could. 
She looked round the room, more 
and more pleased at their having 


it to themselves, and for the mo- 
ment said nothing more about the 
singularity of his being there. On 
the contrary, she became freshly 
jocular, remarked that now they 
had got hold of him they wouldn’t 
easily let him go, they would make 
him entertain them, induce him to 
give a lecture—on the “Lights 
and Shadows of Southern Life,” or 
the “Social Peculiarities of Mis- 
sissippi” — before the Wednesday 
Club. 

“And what in the world is the 
Wednesday Club? I suppose it’s 
what those ladies were talking 
about,” Ransom said. 

“T don’t know your ladies, but 
the Wednesday Club is this thing. 
I don’t mean you and me here to- 
gether, but all those deluded be- 
ings in the other room. It is New 
York trying to be like Boston. It 
is the culture, the good form, of 
the metropolis. You might not 
think it, but it is. It’s the ‘quiet 
set’; they are quiet enough; you 
might hear a pin drop, in there. 
Is some one going to offer up a 
prayer? How happy Olive must 
be, to. be taken so seriously! They 
form an association for meeting at 
each other’s houses, every week, 
and having some performance, or 
some paper read, or some subject 
explained. The more dreary it is 
and the more fearful the subject, 
the more they think it is what it 
ought to be. They have an idea 
this is the way to make New York 
society intellectual. There’s a 
sumptuary law—isn’t that what 
you call it?—about suppers, and 
they restrict themselves to a kind 
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of Spartan broth. When it’s made 
by their French cooks it isn’t bad. 
Mrs. Burrage is one of the princi- 
pal members—one of the found- 
ers, I believe; and when her turn 
has come round, formerly —it 
comes only once in the winter for 
each—I am told she has usually 
had very good music. But that is 
thought rather a base evasion, a 
begging of the question; the vul- 
gar set can easily keep up with 
them on music. So Mrs. Burrage 
conceived the extraordinary idea” 
—and it was wonderful to hear 
how Mrs. Luna pronounced that 
adjective — “of sending on to Bos- 
ton for that girl. It was her son, of 
course, who put it into her head; 
he has been at Cambridge for 
some years—that’s where Verena 
lived, you know—and he was as 
thick with her as you please out 
there. Now that he is no longer 
there it suits him very well to 
have her here. She is coming on 
a visit to his mother when Olive 
goes. I asked them to stay with 
me, but Olive declined, majesti- 
cally; she said they wished to be 
in some place where they would 
be free to receive “sympathising 
friends.’ So they are staying at 
some extraordinary kind of New Je- 
rusalem boarding-house, in Tenth 
Street; Olive thinks it’s her duty 
to go to such places. I was greatly 
surprised that she should let Ve- 
rena be drawn into such a worldly 
crowd as this; but she told me 
they had made up their minds not 
to let any occasion slip, that they 
could sow the seed of truth in 


drawing-rooms as well as in work- 
shops, and that if a single person 
was brought round to their ideas 
they should have been justified in 
coming on. That’s what they are 
doing in there — sowing the seed; 
but you shall not be the one that’s 
brought round, I shall take care of 
that. Have you seen my delightful 
sister yet? The way she does ar- 
range herself when she wants to 
protest against frills! She looks as 
if she thought it pretty barren 
ground round here, now she has 
come to see it. I don’t think she 
thinks you can be saved in a 
French dress, anyhow. I must say 
I call it a very base evasion of 
Mrs. Burrage’s producing Verena 
Tarrant; it’s worse than the mere- 
tricious music. Why didn’t she 
honestly send for a ballerina from 
Niblo’s —if she wanted a young 
woman capering about on a plat- 
form? They don’t care a fig about 
poor Olive’s ideas; it’s only because 
Verena has strange hair, and shiny 
eyes, and gets herself up like a 
prestidigitator’s assistant. I have 
never understood how Olive can 
reconcile herself to Verena’s re- 
ally low style of dress. I suppose 
it’s only because her clothes are so 
fearfully made. You look as if you 
didn’t believe me—but I assure 
you that the cut is revolutionary; 
and that’s a salve to Olive’s con- 
science.” 

Ransom was surprised to hear 
that he looked as if he didn’t be- 
lieve her, for he had found him- 
self, after his first uneasiness, lis- 
tening with considerable interest 


608 


The Bostonians 


to her account of the circumstances 
under which Miss Tarrant was vis- 
iting New York. After a moment, 
as the result of some private re- 
flection, he propounded this ques- 
tion: “Is the son of the lady of the 
house a handsome young man, 
very polite, in a white vest?” 

“I don’t know the colour of his 
vest — but he has a kind of fawn- 
ing manner. Verena judges from 
that that he is in love with her.” 

“Perhaps he is,” said Ransom. 
“You say it was his idea to get 
her to come on.” 

“Oh, he likes to flirt; that is 
highly probable.” 

“Perhaps she has brought him 
round.” 

“Not to where she wants, I 
think. The property is very large; 
he will have it all one of these 
days.” 

“Do you mean she wishes to 

_impose on him the yoke of matri- 
mony?” Ransom asked, with South- 
ern languor. 

“I believe she thinks matrimony 
an exploded superstition; but there 
is here and there a case in which 
it is still the best thing; when the 
gentleman’s name happens to be 
Burrage and the young lady’s Tar- 
rant. I don’t admire ‘Burrage’ so 
much myself. But I think she 
would have captured this present 
scion if it hadn’t been for Olive. 
Olive stands between them — she 
wants to keep her in the single 
sisterhood; to keep her, above all, 
for herself. Of course she won’t 
listen to her marrying, and she has 
put a spoke in the wheel. She has 


brought her to New York; that 
may seem against what I say; but 
the girl pulls hard, she has to hu- 
mour her, to give her her head 
sometimes, to throw something 
overboard, in short, to save the 
rest. You may say, as regards Mr. 
Burrage, that it’s a queer taste in 
a gentleman; but there is no ar- 
guing about that. It’s queer taste in 
a lady, too; for she is a lady, poor 
Olive. You can see that to-night. 
She is dressed like a book-agent, 
but she is more distinguished than 
any one here. Verena, beside her, 
looks like a walking advertise- 
ment.” 

When Mrs. Luna paused, Basil 
Ransom became aware that, in the 
other room, Verena’s address had 
begun; the sound of her clear, 
bright, ringing voice, an admira- 
ble voice for public uses, came to 
them from the distance. His ea- 
gerness to stand where he could 
hear her better, and see her into 
the bargain, made him start in his 
place, and this movement pro- 
duced an outgush of mocking 
laughter on the part of his com- 
panion. But she didn’t say — “Go, 
go, deluded man, I take pity on 
you!” she only remarked, with 
light impertinence, that he surely 
wouldn’t be so wanting in gal- 
lantry as to leave a lady absolutely 
alone in a public place — it was so 
Mrs. Luna was pleased to qualify 
Mrs. Burrage’s drawing-room — in 
the face of her entreaty that he 
would remain with her. She had 
the better of poor Ransom, thanks 
to the superstitions of Mississippi. 
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It was in his simple code a gross 
rudeness to withdraw from con- 
versation with a lady at a party 
before another gentleman should 
have come to take one’s place; it 
was to inflict on the lady a kind 
of outrage. The other gentlemen, 
at Mrs. Burrage’s, were all too 
well occupied; there was not the 
smallest chance of one of them 
coming to his rescue. He couldn’t 
leave Mrs. Luna, and yet he 
couldn’t stay with her and lose 
the only thing he had come so 
much out of his way for. “Let me 
at least find you a place over 
there, in the doorway. You can 
stand upon a chair — you can lean 
on me.” 

“Thank you very much; I would 
much rather lean on this sofa. And 
I am much too tired to stand on 
chairs. Besides, I wouldn’t for the 
world that either Verena or Olive 
should see me craning over the 
heads of the crowd—as if I at- 
tached the smallest importance to 
their perorations!” 

“It isn’t time for the peroration 
yet,” Ransom said, with savage 
dryness; and he sat forward, with 
his elbow on his knees, his eyes on 
the ground, a flush in his sallow 
cheek. 

“It's never time to say such 
things as those,” Mrs. Luna re- 
marked, arranging her laces. 

“How do you know what she is 
saying?” 

“T can tell by the way her voice 
goes up and down. It sounds so 
silly.” 

Ransom sat there five minutes 
longer — minutes which, he felt, 


the recording angel ought to write 
down to his credit—and asked 
himself how Mrs. Luna could be 
such a goose as not to see that she 
was making him hate her. But she 
was goose enough for anything. He 
tried to appear indifferent, and it 
occurred to him to doubt whether 
the Mississippi system could be 
right, after all. It certainly hadn’t 
foreseen such a case as this. “It’s 
as plain as day that Mr. Burrage 
intends to marry her —if he can,” 
he said in a minute; that remark 
being better calculated than any 
other he could thing of to dissimu- 
late his real state of mind. 

It drew no rejoinder from his 
companion, and after an instant 
he turned his head a little and 
glanced at her. The result of some- 
thing that silently passed between 
them was to make her say, 
abruptly: “Mr. Ransom, my sister 
never sent you an invitation to this 
place. Didn’t it come from Verena 
Tarrant?” 

“T haven’t the least idea.” 

“As you hadn’t the least ac- 
quaintance with Mrs. Burrage, 
who else could it have come 
fromP” 

“Tf it came from Miss Tarrant, 
I ought at least to recognise her 
courtesy by listening to her.” 

“If you rise from this sofa I will 
tell Olive what I suspect. She will 
be perfectly capable of carrying 
Verena off to China — or anywhere 
out of your reach.” 

“And pray what is it you sus- 
pect?” 

“That you two have been in 
correspondence.” 
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“Tell her whatever you like, 
Mrs. Luna,” said the young man, 
with the grimness of resignatiori. 

“You are quite unable to deny 
it, I see.” 

“I never contradict a lady.” 

“We shall see if I can’t make 
you tell a fib. Haven’t you been 
seeing Miss Tarrant, too?” 

“Where should I have seen her? 
I can’t see all the way to Boston, 
as you said the other day.” 

“Haven't you been there —on 
secret visits?” 

Ransom started just perceptibly; 
but to conceal it, the next instant, 
he stood up. 

“They wouldn't be secret if I 
were to tell you.” 

Looking down at her ie saw 
that her words were a happy hit, 
not the result of definite knowl- 
edge. But she appeared to him 
vain, egotistical, grasping, odious. 

“Well, I shall give the alarm,” 
she went on; “that is, I will if you 
leave me. Is that the way a South- 
ern gentleman treats a _ lady? 
Do as I wish, and I will let you 
off!” 

“You won't let me off from stay- 
ing with you.” 

“It is such a corvéeP I never 
heard of such rudeness!” Mrs. Luna 
cried. “All the same, I am deter- 
mined to keep you if I can!” 

Ransom felt that she must be 
in the wrong, and yet superficially 
she seemed (and it was quite in- 
tolerable), to have right on her 
side. All this while Verena’s gold- 
en voice, with her words indistinct, 
solicited, tantalised his ear. The 
question had evidently got on Mrs. 


Luna’s nerves; she had reached 
that point of feminine embroil- 
ment when a woman is perverse 
for the sake of perversity, and 
even with a clear vision of bad 
consequences. 

“You have lost your head,” he 
relieved himself by saying, as he 
looked down at her. 

“I wish you would go and get 
me some tea.” 

“You say that only to embarrass 
me.” He had hardly spoken when a 
great sound of applause, the clap- 
ping of many hands, and the cry 
from fifty throats of “Brava, brava!” 
floated in and died away. All Ran- 
som’s pulses throbbed, he flung his 
scruples to the winds, and after re- 
marking to Mrs. Luna — still with 
all due ceremony — that he feared 
he must resign himself to forfeit- 
ing her good opinion, turned his 
back upon her and strode away to 
the open door of the music-room. 
“Well, I have never been so in- 
sulted!” he heard her exclaim, with 
exceeding sharpness, as he left 
her; and, glancing back at her, as 
he took up his position, he saw 
her still seated on her sofa— 
alone in the lamp-lit desert — with 
her eyes making, across the empty 
space, little vindictive points. 
Well, she could come where he 
was, if she wanted him so much; 
he would support her on an ot- 
toman, and make it easy for her 
to see. But Mrs. Luna was uncom- 
promising; he became aware, after 
a minute, that she had withdrawn, 
majestically, from the place, and 
he did not see her again that eve- 
ning. 
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He could command the music- 
room very well from where he 
stood, behind a thick outer fringe 
of intently listening men. Verena 
Tarrant was erect on her little 


platform, dressed in white, with’ 


flowers in her bosom. The red 
cloth beneath her feet looked rich 
in the light of lamps placed on 
high pedestals on either side of 
the stage; it gave her figure a set- 
ting of colour which made it more 
pure and salient. She moved freely 
in her exposed isolation, yet with 
great sobriety of gesture; there 
was no table in front of her, and 
she had no notes in her hand, but 
stood there like an actress before 
the footlights, or a singer spinning 
vocal sounds to a silver thread. 
There was such a risk that a slim 
provincial girl, pretending to fas- 
cinate a couple of hundred blasé 
New Yorkers by simply giving 
them her ideas, would fail of her 
effect, that at the end of a few 
moments Basil Ransom became 
aware that he was watching her 
in very much the same excited 
way as if she had been perform- 
ing, high above his head, on the 
trapeze. Yet, as one listened, it 
was impossible not to perceive that 
she was in perfect possession of 
her faculties, her subject, her au- 
dience; and he remembered the 
other time at Miss Birdseye’s well 
enough to be able to measure the 


ground she had travelled since 
then. This exhibition was much 
more complete, her manner much 
more assured; she seemed _ to 
speak and survey the whole place 


-from a much greater height. Her 


voice, too, had developed; he had 
forgotten how beautiful it could 
be when she raised it to its full ca- 
pacity. Such a tone as that, so pure 
and rich, and yet so young, so nat- 
ural, constituted in itself a talent; 
he didn’t wonder that they had 
made a fuss about her at the Fe- 
male Convention, if she filled their 
hideous hall with such a music. He 
had read, of old, of the improvisa- 
trice of Italy, and this was a chas- 
tened, modern, American version 
of the type, a New England Cor- 
inna, with a mission instead of a 
lyre. The most graceful part of 
her was her earnestness, the way 
her delightful eyes, wandering 
over the “fashionable audience” 
(before which she was so perfectly 
unabashed), as if she wished to 
resolve it into a single sentient 
personality, seemed to say that the 
only thing in life she cared for was 
to put the truth into a form that 
would render conviction irresisti- 
ble. She was as simple as she was 
charming, and there was not a 
glance or motion that did not seem 
part of the pure,  still-burning 
passion that animated her. She 
had indeed — it was manifest — re- 
duced the company to unanimity; 
their attention was anything but 
languid; they smiled back at her 
when she smiled; they were noise- 
less, motionless when she was sol- 
emn; and it was evident that the 
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entertainment which Mrs. Burrage 
had had the happy thought of of- 
fering to her friends would be 
memorable in the annals of the 
Wednesday Club. It was agreeable 
to Basil Ransom to think that Ve- 
rena noticed him in his corner; 
her eyes played over her listeners 
so freely that you couldn’t say they 
rested in one place more than an- 
other; nevertheless, a single rapid 
ray, which, however, didn’t in the 
least strike him as a deviation 
from her ridiculous, fantastic, de- 
lightful argument, let him know 
that he had been missed and now 
was particularly spoken to. This 
glance was a sufficient assurance 
that his invitation had come to 
him by the girl’s request. He took 
for granted the matter of her 
speech was ridiculous; how could 
it help being, and what did it sig- 
nify if it was? She was none the 
less charming for that, and the 
moonshine she had been plied 
with was none the less moonshine 
for her being charming. After he 
had stood there a quarter of an 
hour he became conscious that he 
should not be able to repeat a 
word she had said; he had not 
definitely heeded it, and yet he 
had not lost a vibration of her 
voice. He had discovered Olive 
Chancellor by this time; she was 
in the front row of chairs, at the 
end, on the left; her back was 
turned to him, but he could see 
half her sharp profile, bent down 
a little and absolutely motionless. 
Even across the wide interval her 
attitude expressed to him a kind 
of rapturous stillness, the concen- 


tration of triumph. There were 
several irrepressible effusions of 
applause, instantly  self-checked, 
but Olive never looked up, at the 
loudest, and such a calmness as 
that could only be the result of 
passionate volition. Success was in 
the air, and she was tasting it; 
she tasted it, as she did every- 
thing, in a way of her own. Suc- 
cess for Verena was success for 
her, and Ransom was sure that 
the only thing wanting to her tri- 
umph was that he should have 
been placed in the line of her vi- 
sion, so that she might enjoy his 
embarrassment and _ confusion, 
might say to him, in one of her 
dumb, cold flashes — “Now do you 
think our movement is not a force 
—now do you think that women 
are meant to be slaves?” Honestly, 
he was not conscious of any con- 
fusion; it subverted none of his 
heresies to perceive that Verena 
Tarrant had even more power to 
fix his attention than he had hith- 
erto supposed. It was fixed in a 
way it had not been yet, however, 
by his at last understanding her 
speech, feeling it reach his inner 
sense through the impediment of 
mere dazzled vision. Certain 
phrases took on a meaning for him 
—an appeal she was making to 
those who still resisted the benefi- 
cent influence of the truth. They 
appeared to be mocking, cynical 
men, mainly; many of whom were 
such triflers and idlers, so heartless 
and brainless that it didn’t matter 
much what they thought on any 
subject; if the old tyranny needed 
to be propped up by them it 
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showed it was in a pretty bad way. 
But there were others whose prej- 
udice was stronger and more cul- 
tivated, pretended to rest upon 
study and argument. To those she 
wished particularly to address her- 
self; she wanted to waylay them, 
to say, “Look here, youre all 
wrong; you'll be so much happier 
when I have convinced you. Just 
give me five minutes,” she should 
like to say; “just sit down here 
and let me ask a simple question. 
Do you think any state of society 
can come to good that is based 
upon an organised wrong?” That 
was the simple question that Ve- 
rena desired to propound, and 
Basil smiled across the room at her 
with an amused tenderness as he 
gathered that she conceived it to 
be a poser. He didn’t think it 
would frighten him much if she 
were to ask him that, and he 
would sit down with her for as 
many minutes as she liked. 

He, of course, was one of the 
systematic scoffers, one of those to 
whom she said—“Do you know 
how you strike me? You strike me 
as men who are starving to death 
while they have a cupboard at 
home, all full of bread and meat 
and wine; or as blind, demented 
beings who let themselves be cast 
into a debtor’s prison, while in 
their pocket they have the key of 
vaults and treasure-chests heaped 
up with gold and silver. The meat 
and wine, the gold and silver,” 
Verena went on, “are simply the 
suppressed and wasted force, the 
precious sovereign remedy, of 
which society insanely deprives it- 


self —the genius, the intelligence, 
the inspiration of women. It is - 
dying, inch by inch, in the midst 
of old superstitions which it in- 
vokes in vain, and yet it has the 
elixir of life in its hands. Let it 
drink but a draught, and it will 
bloom once more; it will be re- 
freshed, radiant; it will find its 
youth again. The heart, the heart 
is cold, and nothing but the touch 
of woman can warm it, make it 


act. We are the Heart of humanity, 


and let us have the courage to in- 
sist on it! The public life of the 
world will move in the same bar- 
ren, mechanical vicious circle — 
the circle of egotism, cruelty, fe- 
rocity, jealousy, greed, of blind 
striving to do things only for some, 
at the cost of others, instead of 
trying to do everything for all. All, 
allP Who dares to say “all” when 
we are not there? We are an 
equal, a splendid, an inestimable 
part. Try us and you'll see—you 
will wonder how, without us, so- 
ciety has ever dragged itself even 
this distance — so wretchedly small 
compared with what it might have 
been—on its painful earthly pil- 
grimage. That is what I should 
like above all to pour into the ears 
of those who still hold out, who 
stiffen their necks and repeat hard, 
empty formulas, which are as dry 
as a broken gourd that has been 
flung away in the desert. I would 
take them by their selfishness, 
their indolence, their interest. I 
am not here to recriminate, nor to 
deepen the gulf that already yawns 


‘between the sexes, and I don’t ac- 


cept the doctrine that they are 
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natural enemies, since my plea is 
for a union far more intimate — 
provided it be equal—than any 
that the sages and philosophers of 
former times have ever dreamed 
of. Therefore I shall not touch 
upon the subject of men’s being 
most easily influenced by consid- 
erations of what is most agreeable 
and profitable for them; I shall 
simply assume that they are so 
influenced, and I shall say to them 
that our cause would long ago 
have been gained if their vision 
were not so dim, so veiled, even 
in matters in which their own in- 
terests are concerned. If they had 
the same quick sight as women, if 
they had the intelligence of the 
heart, the world would be very 
different now; and I assure you 
that half the bitterness of our lot 
is to see so clearly and not to be 
able to do! Good gentlemen all, if 
I could make you believe how 
much brighter and fairer and 
sweeter the garden of life would 
be for you, if you would only let 
us help you to keep it in order! 
You would like so much better to 
walk there, and you would find 
grass and trees and flowers that 
would make you think you were 
in Eden. That is what I should 
like to press home to each of you, 
personally, individually—to give 
him the vision of the world as it 
hangs perpetually before me, re- 
deemed, transfigured, by a new 
moral tone. There would be gen- 
erosity, tenderness, sympathy, 
where there is now only brute 
force and sordid rivalry. But you 
really do strike me as stupid even 


about your own welfare! Some of 
you say that we have already all 
the influence we can possibly re- 
quire, and talk as if we ought to 
be grateful that we are allowed 
even to breathe. Pray, who shall 
judge what we require if not we 
ourselves? We require simply free- 
dom; we require the lid to be 
taken off the box in which we 
have been kept for centuries. You 
say it’s a very comfortable, cozy, 
convenient box, with nice glass 
sides, so that we can see out, and 
that all that’s wanted is to give 
another quiet turn to the key. That 
is very easily answered. Good gen- 
tlemen, you have never been in 
the box, and you haven’t the least 
idea how it feels!” 

The historian who has gathered 
these documents together does not 
deem it necessary to give a larger 
specimen of Verena’s eloquence, 
especially as Basil Ransom, through 
whose ears we are listening to it, 
arrived, at this point, at a definite 
conclusion. He had taken her 
measure as a _ public speaker, 
judged her importance in the field 
of discussion, the cause of reform. 
Her speech, in itself, had about 
the value of a pretty essay, com- 
mitted to memory and delivered 
by a bright girl at ans“academy;” 
it was vague, thin, rambling, a 
tissue of generalities that glittered 
agreeably enough in Mrs. Bur- 
rage’s veiled lamplight. From any 
serious point of view it was neither 
worth answering nor worth con- 
sidering, and Basil Ransom made 
his reflections on the crazy char- 
acter of the age in which such a 
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performance as that was treated 
as an intellectual effort, a contri- 
bution to a question. He asked 
himself what either he or any one 
else would think of it if Miss Chan- 
cellor—or even Mrs. Luna —had 
been on the platform instead of 
the actual declaimer. Neverthe- 
less, its importance was high, and 
consisted precisely, in part, of the 
fact that the voice was not the 
voice of Olive or of Adeline. Its 
importance was that Verena was 
unspeakably attractive, and_ this 
was all the greater for him in the 
light of the fact, which quietly 
dawned. upon him as he stood 
there, that he was falling in love 
‘with her. It had tapped at his 
heart for recognition, and before 
he could hesitate or challenge, the 
door had sprung open and the 
mansion was illuminated. He gave 
no outward sign; he stood gazing 
as at a picture; but the room wav- 
ered before his eyes, even Ve- 
rena’s figure danced a little. This 
did not make the sequel of her 
discourse more clear to him; her 
meaning faded again into the 
agreeable vague, and he simply 
felt her presence, tasted her voice. 
Yet the act of reflection was not 
suspended; he found himself re- 
joicing that she was so weak in ar- 
gument, so inevitably verbose. The 
idea that she was brilliant, that 
she counted as a factor only be- 
cause the public mind was in a 
muddle, was not an humiliation 
but a delight to him; it was a 
proof that her apostleship was all 
nonsense, the most passing of fash- 
ions, the veriest of delusions, and 


that she was meant for something 
divinely different — for privacy, for 
him, for love. He took no meas- 
ure of the duration of her talk; 
he only knew, when it was over 
and succeeded by a clapping of 
hands, an immense buzz of voices 
and shuffling of chairs, that it had 
been capitally bad, and that her 
personal success, wrapping it 
about with a glamour like the sil- 
ver mist that surrounds a foun- 
tain, was such as to prevent its 
badness from being a cause of 
mortification to her lover. The 
company — such of it as did not 
immediately close together around 
Verena — filed away into the other 
rooms, bore him in its current into 
the neighbourhood of a_ table 
spread for supper, where he looked 
for signs of the sumptuary law 
mentioned to him by Mrs. Luna. 
It appeared to be embodied mainly 
in the glitter of crystal and silver, 
and the fresh tints of mysterious 
viands and jellies, which looked 
desirable in the soft circle pro- 
jected by lace-fringed lamps. He 
heard the popping of corks, he felt 
a pressure of elbows, a thickening 
of the crowd, perceived that he 
was glowered at, squeezed against 
the table, by contending gentle- 
men who observed that he usurped 
space, was neither feeding himself 
nor helping others to feed. He had 
lost sight of Verena; she had been 
borne away in clouds of compli- 
ment; but he found himself think- 
ing — almost paternally — that she 
must be hungry after so much 
chatter, and he hoped some one 
was getting her something to eat. 
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After a moment, just as he was 
edging away, for his own oppor- 
tunity to sup much better than 
usual was not what was uppermost 
in his mind, this little vision was 
suddenly embodied — embodied by 
the appearance of Miss Tarrant, 
who faced him, in the press, at- 
tached to the arm of a young man 
now recognisable to him as the 
son of the house — the smiling, fra- 


grant youth who an hour before , 


had interrupted his colloquy with 
Olive. He was leading her to the 
table, while people made way for 
them, covering Verena with gratu- 
lations of word and look. Ransom 
could see that, according to a 
phrase which came back to him 
just then, oddly, out of some nov- 
el or poem he had read of old, 
she was the cynosure of every eye. 
She looked beautiful, and they 
were a beautiful couple. As soon 
as she saw him, she put out her 
left hand to him —the other was 
in Mr. Burrage’s arm—and said: 
“Well, don’t you think it’s all 
true?” 

“No, not a word of it!” Ran- 
som answered, with a kind of joy- 
ous sincerity. “But it doesn’t make 
any difference.” 

“Oh, it makes a great deal of 
difference to me!” Verena cried. 

“I mean to me. I don’t care in 
the least whether I agree with 
you,” Ransom said, looking askance 
at young Mr. Burrage, who had 
detached himself and was getting 
something for Verena to eat. 

“Ah, well, if you are so indif- 
ferent!” 

“It’s not because I’m indiffer- 


ent!” His eyes came back to her 
own, the expression of which had 
changed before they quitted them. 
She began to complain to her 
companion, who brought her 
something very dainty on a plate, 
that Mr. Ransom was “standing 
out,” that he was about the hard- 
est subject she had encountered 
yet. Henry Burrage smiled upon 
Ransom in a way that was meant 
to show he remembered having al- 
ready spoken to him, while the 
Mississippian said to himself that 
there was nothing on the face of 
it to make it strange there should 
be between these fair, successful 
young persons some such question 
of love or marriage as Mrs. Luna 
had tattled about. Mr. Burrage 
was successful, he could see that 
in the turn of an eye; not perhaps 
as having a commanding intellect 
or a very strong character, but as 
being rich, polite, handsome, hap- 
py, amiable, and as wearing a 
splendid camellia in his button- 
hole. And that he, at any rate, 
thought Verena had _ succeeded 
was proved by the casual, civil 
tone, and the contented distrac- 
tion of eye, with which he ex- 
claimed, “You don’t mean to say 
you were not moved by that! It’s 
my opinion that Miss Tarrant will 
carry everything before her.” He 
was so pleased himself, and so 
safe in his conviction, that it didn’t 
matter to him what any one else 
thought; which was, after all, just 
Basil Ransom’s own state of mind. 


“Oh! I didn’t say I wasn’t 
moved,” the Mississippian  re- 
marked. 
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“Moved the wrong way!” said 
Verena. “Never mind; youll be 
left behind.” 

“Tf I am, you will come back to 
console me.” 

“Back? I shall never come back 
the girl replied, gaily. 

“You'll be the very first!” Ran- 
som went on, feeling himself now, 
and as if by a sudden clearing up 
of his spiritual atmosphere, no 


fr? 


longer in the vein for making the . 


concessions of chivalry, and yet 
conscious that his words were an 
expression of homage. 

“Oh, I call that presumptuous!” 
Mr. Burrage exclaimed, turning 
away to get a glass of water for 
Verena, who had refused to ac- 
cept champagne, mentioning that 
she had never drunk any in her 
life and that she associated a kind 
of iniquity with it. Olive had no 
wine in her house (not that Ve- 
rena gave this explanation), but 
her father’s old madeira and a lit- 
tle claret; of the former of which 
liquors Basil Ransom had highly 
approved the day he dined with 
her. 

“Does he believe in all those 
lunacies?” he inquired, knowing 
perfectly what to think about the 
charge of presumption brought by 
Mr. Burrage. 

“Why, he’s 
movement,” 


crazy about our 
Verena responded. 
“He’s one of my most gratifying 
converts.” 

“And don’t you despise him for 
itr” 

“Despise him? Why, you seem 
to think I swing round pretty of- 
ten!” 


“Well, I have an idea that I 
shall see you swing round yet,” 
Ransom remarked, in a tone in 
which it would have appeared to 
Henry Burrage, had he heard these 
words, that presumption was 
pushed to fatuity. 

On Verena, however, they pro- 
duced no impression that prevent- 
ed her from saying simply, with- 
out the least rancour, “Well, if 
you expect to draw me back five 
hundred years, I hope you won't 
tell Miss Birdseye.” And as Ran- 
som did not seize immediately the 
reason of her allusion, she went 
on, “You know she is convinced it 
will be just the other way. I went 
to see her after you had been at 
Cambridge — almost immediately.” 

“Darling old lady —I hope she’s 
well,” the young man said. 

“Well, she’s tremendously inter- 
ested.” 

“She’s always interested in 
something, isn’t she?” 

“Well, this time it’s in our re- 
lations, yours and mine,” Verena 
replied, in a tone in which only 
Verena could say a thing like that. 
“You ought to see how she throws 
herself into them. She is sure 
it will all work round for your 
good.” 

“All what, Miss Tarrant?” Ran- 
som asked. 

“Well, what I told her. She is 
sure you are going to become one 
of our leaders, that you are very 
gifted for treating great questions 
and acting on masses of people, 
that you will become quite enthu- 
siastic about our uprising, and that 
when you go up to the top as one 
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of our champions it will all have 
been through me.” 

Ransom stood there, smiling at 
her; the dusky glow in his eyes 
expressed a softness representing 
no prevision of such laurels, but 
which testified none the less to 
Verena’s influence. “And what you 
want is that I shouldn’t undeceive 
her?” 

“Well, I don’t want you to be 
hypocritical — if you shouldn’t take 
our side; but I do think that it 
would be sweet if the dear old 
thing could just cling to her illu- 
sion. She won’t live so very long, 
probably; she told me the other 
day she was ready for her final 
rest; so it wouldn’t interfere much 
with your freedom. She feels quite 
romantic about it— your being a 
Southerner and all, and not natu- 
rally in sympathy with Boston 
ideas, and your meeting her that 
way in the street and making your- 
self known to her. She won’t be- 
lieve but what I shall move you.” 

“Don’t fear, Miss Tarrant, she 
shall be satisfied,” Ransom said, 
with a laugh which he could see 
she but partially understood. He 
was prevented from making his 
meaning more clear by the return 
of Mr. Burrage, bringing not only 
Verena’s glass of water but a 
smooth-faced, rosy, smiling old 
gentleman, who had a_ velvet 
waistcoat, and thin white hair, 
brushed effectively, and whom he 
introduced to Verena under a 
name which Ransom recognised as 
that of a rich and venerable citi- 
zen, conspicuous for his public 
spirit and his large almsgiving. 


Ransom had lived long enough in 
New York to know that a request 
from this ancient worthy to “be 
made known to Miss Tarrant 
would mark her for the approval 
of the respectable, stamp her as a 
success of no vulgar sort; and as 
he turned away, a faint, inaudible 
sigh passed his lips, dictated by 
the sense that he himself belonged 
to a terribly small and obscure mi- 
nority. He turned away because, 
as we know, he had been taught 
that a gentleman talking to a lady 
must always do that when a new 
gentleman is presented; though he 
observed, looking back, after a- 
minute, that young Mr. Burrage 
evidently had no intention of ab- 
dicating in favour of the eminent 
philanthropist. He thought he had 
better go home; he didn’t know 
what might happen at such a 
party as that, nor when the pro- 
ceedings might be supposed to 
terminate; but after considering it 
a minute he dismissed the idea 
that there was a chance of Vex 
rena’s speaking again. If he was a 
little vague about this, however, 
there was no doubt in his mind as 
to the obligation he was under to 
take leave first of Mrs. Burrage. 
He wished he knew where Ve- 
rena was staying; he wanted to 
see her alone, not in a supper- 
room crowded with millionaires. 
As he looked about for the hostess 
it occurred to him that she would 
know, and that if he were able 
to quench a certain shyness suf- 
ficiently to ask her, she would tell 
him. Having satisfied himself pres- 
ently that she was not in the sup- 
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per-room, he made his way back 
to the parlours, where the com- 
pany now was much diminished. 
He looked again into the music- 
room, tenanted only by _ half-a- 
dozen couples, who were cultivat- 
ing privacy among the empty 
chairs, and here he perceived Mrs. 
Burrage sitting in conversation 
with Olive Chancellor (the latter, 
apparently, had not moved from 
her place), before the deserted 
scene of Verena’s triumph. His 
search had been so little for Olive 
that at the sight of her he faltered 
a moment; then he pulled himself 
together, advancing with a con- 
sciousness of the Mississippi man- 
ner. He felt Olive’s eyes receiving 
him; she looked at him as if it 
was just the hope that she 
shouldn’t meet him again that had 
made her remain where she was. 
Mrs. Burrage got up, as he bade 
her good-night, and Olive followed 
her example. 

“So glad you were able to come. 
Wonderful creature, isn’t she? She 
can do anything she wants.” 

These words from the elder lady 
Ransom received at first with a 
reserve which, as he trusted, sug- 
gested extreme respect; and it was 
a fact that his silence had a kind 
of Southern solemnity in it. Then 
he said, in a tone equally expres- 
sive of great deliberation: 

“Yes, madam, I think I never 
was present at an exhibition, an 
entertainment of any kind, which 
held me more completely under 
the charm.” 

“Delighted you liked it. I didn’t 
know what in the world to have, 


and this has proved an inspira- 
tion —for me as well as for Miss 
Tarrant. Miss Chancellor has been 
telling me how they have worked 
together; it’s really quite beautiful. 
Miss Chancellor is Miss Tarrant’s 
great friend and colleague. Miss 
Tarrant assures me that she 
couldn’t do anything without her.” 
After which explanation, turning 
to Olive, Mrs. Burrage murmured: 
“Let me introduce Mr.—— intro- 
duce Mr. ——” 

But she had forgotten poor Ran- 
som’s name, forgotten who had 
asked her for a card for him; and, 
perceiving it, he came to her res- 
cue with the observation that he 
was a kind of cousin of Miss Ol- 
ive’s, if she didn’t repudiate him, 
and that he knew what a tremen- 
dous partnership existed between 
the two young ladies. “When I 
applauded I was applauding the 
firm —that is, you too,” he said, 
smiling, to his kinswoman. 

“Your applause? I confess I 
don’t understand it,’ Olive re- 
plied, with much promptitude. 

“Well, to tell the truth, I didn’t 
myself!” 

“Oh yes, of course I know; that’s 
why — that’s why——” And this 
further speech of Mrs. Burrage’s, 
in reference to the relationship be- 
tween the young man and her 
companion, faded also into vague- 
ness. She had been on the point 
of saying it was the reason why 
he was in her house; but she had 
bethought herself in time that this 
ought to pass as a matter of course. 
Basil Ransom could see she was 
a woman who could carry off an 
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awkwardness like that, and he 
considered her with a sense of her 
importance. She had a brisk, fa- 
miliar, slightly impatient way, “and 
if she had not spoken so fast, and 
had more of the softness of the 
Southern matron, she would have 
reminded him of a certain type of 
woman he had seen of old, before 
the changes in his own part of the 
world —the clever, capable, hos- 
pitable proprietress, widowed or 
unmarried, of a big plantation car- 
ried on by herself. “If you are her 
cousin, do take Miss Chancellor to 
have some supper — instead of go- 
ing away,” she went on, with her 
infelicitous readiness. 

At this Olive instantly seated 
herself again. 


“I am much obliged to you; I ' 


never touch supper. I shall not 
leave this room — I like it.” 

“Then let me send you some- 
thing —or let Mr. , your cou- 
sin, remain with you.” 

Olive looked at Mrs. Burrage 
with a strange beseechingness, “I 
am very tired, I must rest. These 
occasions leave me exhausted.” 

“Ah yes, I can imagine that. 
Well, then, you shall be quite 
quiet —I shall come back to you.” 
And with a smile of farewell for 
Basil Ransom, Mrs. Burrage moved 
away. 

Basil lingered a moment, though 
he saw that Olive wished to get 
rid of him. “I won’t disturb you 
further than to ask you a single 
question,” he said. “Where are you 
staying? I want to come and see 
Miss Tarrant. I don’t say I want 
to come and see you, because I 





have an idea that it would give 
you no pleasure.” It had occurrred 
to him that he might obtain their 
address from Mrs. Luna —he only 
knew vaguely it was Tenth Street; 
much as he had displeased her she 
couldn’t refuse him that; but sud- 
denly the greater simplicity and 
frankness of applying directly to 
Olive, even at the risk of appear- 
ing to brave her, recommended 
itself. He couldn’t, of course, call 
upon Verena without her knowing 
it, and she might as well make her 
protest (since he proposed to pay 
no heed to it), sooner as later. He 
had seen nothing, personally, of 
their life together, but it had come. 
over him that what Miss Chancel- 
lor most disliked in him (had she 
not, on the very threshold of their 
acquaintance, had a sort of mysti- 
cal foreboding of it?) was the pos- 
sibility that he would interfere. It 
was quite on the cards that he 
might; yet it was decent, all the 
same, to ask her rather than any 
one else. It was better that his in- 
terference should be accompanied 
with all the forms of chivalry. 

Olive took no notice of his re- 
mark as to how she herself might 
be affected by his visit; but she 
asked in a moment why he should 
think it necessary to call on Miss 
Tarrant. “You know you are not 
in sympathy,” she added, in a 
tone which contained a really 
touching element of entreaty that 
he would not even pretend to 
prove he was. 

I know not whether Basil was 
touched, but he said, with every 
appearance of a conciliatory pur- 
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pose — “I wish to thank her for all 
the interesting information she has 
given me this evening.” 

“If you think it generous to 
come and scoff at her, of course 
she has no defence; you will be 
glad to know that.” 

“Dear Miss Chancellor, if you 
are not a defence—a battery of 
many guns!” Ransom exclaimed. 

“Well, she at least is not mine 
Olive returned, springing to her 
feet. She looked round her as if 
she were really pressed too hard, 
panting like a hunted creature. 

“Your defence is your certain 
immunity from attack. Perhaps if 
you won't tell me where you are 
staying, you will kindly ask Miss 
Tarrant herself to do so. Would 
she send me a word on a card?” 

“We are in West Tenth Street,” 
Olive said; and she gave the num- 
ber. “Of course you are free to 
come.” 

“Of course I am! Why shouldn’t 
I be? But I am greatly obliged to 
you for the information. I will ask 
her to come out, so that you won’t 
see us.” And he turned away, with 
the sense that it was really insuf- 
ferable, her attempt always to give 
him the air of being in the wrong. 
If that was the kind of spirit in 
which women were going to act 
when they had more power! 
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Mrs. Luna was early in the field 
the next day and her sister won- 





dered to what she owed the hon- 
our of a visit from her at eleven 
o’clock in the morning. She very 
soon saw, when Adeline asked her 
whether it had been she who pro- 
cured for Basil Ransom an invita- 
tion to Mrs. Burrage’s. 

“Me — why in the world should 
it have been me?” Olive asked, 
feeling something of a pang at 
the implication that it had not 
been Adeline, as she supposed. 

“I didn’t know — but you took 
him up so.” 


“Why, Adeline Luna, when did 


I ever ——P?” Miss Chancellor ex- 
claimed, staring and_ intensely 
grave, 


“You don’t mean to say you 
have forgotten how you brought 
him on to see you, a year and a 
half ago!” 

“T didn’t bring him on—TI said 
if he happened to be there.” 

“Yes, I remember how it was: 
he did happen, and then you hap- 
pened to hate him, and tried to 
get out of it.” 

Miss Chancellor saw, I say, why 
Adeline had come to her at the 
hour she knew she was always 
writing letters, after having given 
her all the attention that was nec- 
essary the day before; she had 
come simply to make herself dis- 
agreeable, as Olive knew, of old, 
the spirit sometimes moved her ir- 
resistibly to do. It. seemed to her 
that Adeline had been disagree- 
able enough in-not having be- 
guiled Basil Ransom into a mar- 
riage, according to that memora- 
ble calculation of probabilities in 


which she indulged (with a li- 
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cence that she scarcely liked defi- 
nitely to recall), when the pair 
made acquaintance under her eyes 
in Charles Street, and Mrs. Luna 
seemed to take to him as much as 
she herself did little. She would 
gladly have accepted him as a 
brother-in-law, for the harm such 
a relation could do one was lim- 
ited and definite; whereas in his 
general capacity of being at large 
in her life the ability of the young 


Mississippian to injure her seemed. 


somehow immense. “I wrote to 
him — that time—for a perfectly 
definite reason,” she said. “I 
thought mother would have liked 
us to know him. But it was a mis- 
take.” 

“How do you know it was a 
mistake? Mother would have liked 
him, I dare say.” 

“I mean my acting as I did; it 
was a theory of duty which I al- 
lowed to press me too much. I al- 
ways do. Duty should be obvious; 
one shouldn’t hunt round for it.” 

“Was it very obvious when it 
brought you on here?” asked Mrs. 
Luna, who was distinctly out of 
humour. 

Olive looked for a moment at 
the toe of her shoe. “I had an idea 
that you would have married him 
by this time,” she presently re- 
marked. 

“Marry him yourself, my dear! 
What put such an idea into your 
head?” 

“You wrote to me at first so 
much about him. You told me he 
was tremendously attentive, and 
that you liked him.” 

“His state of mind is one thing 


and mine is another. How can I 
marry every man that hangs about 
me—that dogs my footsteps? I 
might as well become a Mormon 
at once!” Mrs. Luna delivered her- 
self of this argument with a cer- 
tain charitable air, as if her sister 
could not be expected to under- 
stand such a situation by her own 
light. 

Olive waived the discussion, 
and simply said: “I took for grant- 
ed you had got him the invita- 
tion.” 

“TI, my dear? That would be 
quite at variance with my attitude 
of discouragement.” 

“Then she simply sent it her- 
self.” 

“Whom do you mean by ‘she’?” 

“Mrs. Burrage, of course.” 

“T thought that you might mean 
Verena,” said Mrs. Luna, casually. 

“Verena—to him? Why in the 
world ——?” And Olive gave the 
cold glare with which her sister 
was familiar. 

“Why in the world not — since 
she knows him?” 

“She had seen him twice in her 
life before last night, when she 
met him for the third time and 
spoke to him.” 

“Did she tell you that?” 

“She tells me everything.” 

“Are you very sure?” 

“Adeline Luna, what do you 
mean?” Miss Chancellor mur- 
mured. 

“Are you very sure that last 
night was only the third time?” 
Mrs. Luna went on. 

Olive threw back her head and 
swept her sister from her bonnet 
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to her lowest flounce. “You have 
no right to hint at such a thing as 
that unless you know!” 

“Oh, I know—I know, at any 
rate, more than you do!” And then 
Mrs. Luna, sitting with her sister, 
much withdrawn, in one of the 
windows of the big, hot, faded 
parlour of the boarding-house in 
Tenth Street, where there was a 
rug before the chimney represent- 
ing a Newfoundland dog saving a 
child from drowning, and a row 
of chromo-lithographs on the walls, 
imparted to her the impression 
she had received the evening be- 
fore — the impression of Basil Ran- 
som’s keen curiosity about Ve- 
rena Tarrant. Verena must have 
asked Mrs. Burrage to send him a 
card, and asked it without men- 
tioning the fact to Olive —for 
wouldn’t Olive certainly have re- 
membered it? It was no use her 
saying that Mrs. Burrage might 
have sent it of her own movement, 
because she wasn’t aware of his 
existence, and why should she be? 
Basil Ransom himself had told her 
he didn’t know Mrs. Burrage. Mrs. 
Luna knew whom he knew and 
whom he didn’t, or at least the 
sort of people, and they were not 
the sort that belonged to the Wed- 
nesday Club. That was one reason 
why she didn’t care about him for 
any intimate relation—that he 
didn’t seem to have any taste for 
making nice friends. Olive would 
know what her taste was in this 
respect, though it wasn’t that 
young woman’s own any more 
than his. It was positive that the 


suggestion about the card could 
only have come from Verena. At 
any rate Olive could easily ask, or 
if she was afraid of her telling a 
fib she could ask Mrs. Burrage. It 
was true Mrs. Burrage might have 
been put on her guard by Verena, 
and would perhaps invent some 
other account of the matter; there- 
fore Olive had better just believe 
what she believed, that Verena 
had secured his presence at the 
party and had had private reasons 
for doing so. It is to be feared 
that Ransom’s remark to Mrs. Luna 
the night before about her having 
lost her head was near to the 
mark; for if she had not been 
blinded by her rancour she would 
have guessed the horror with 
which she inspired her sister when 
she spoke in that off-hand way of 
Verena’s lying and Mrs. Burrage’s 
lying. Did people lie like that in 
Mrs. Luna’s set? It was Olive’s 
plan of life not to lie, and attrib- 
uting a similar disposition to peo- 
ple she liked, it was impossible for 
her to believe that Verena had 
had the intention of deceiving her. 
Mrs. Luna, in a calmer hour, 
might also have divined that Ol- 
ive would make her private com- 
ments on the strange story of Basil 
Ransom’s having made up to Ve- 
rena out of pique at Adeline’s re- 
buff; for this was the account of 
the matter that she now offered to 
Miss Chancellor. Olive did two 
things: she listened intently and 
eagerly, judging there was distinct 
danger in the air (which, how- 
ever, she had not wanted Mrs. 
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Luna to tell her, having perceived 
it for herself the night before); 
and she saw that poor Adeline was 
fabricating fearfully, that the “re- 
buff” was altogether an invention. 
Mr. Ransom was evidently preoc- 
cupied with Verena, but he had 
not needed Mrs. Luna’s cruelty to 
make him so. So Olive maintained 
an attitude of great reserve; she 
did not take upon herself to an- 
nounce that her own version was 
that Adeline, for reasons absolutely 
imperceptible to others, had tried 
to catch Basil Ransom, had failed 
in her attempt, and, furious at see- 
ing Verena preferred to a person 
of her importance (Olive remem- 
bered the spretz injuria formz), 
now wished to do both him and 
the girl an ill turn. This would be 
accomplished if she could induce 
Olive to interfere. Miss Chancel- 
lor was conscious of an abundant 
readiness to interfere, but it was 
not because she cared for Adeline’s 
mortification. I am not sure, even, 
that she did not think her fiasco 
but another illustration of her sis- 
ter’s general uselessness, and rath- 
er despise her for it; being perfectly 
able at once to hold that nothing 
is baser than the effort to entrap 
a man, and to think it very ignoble 
to have to renounce it because you 
can’t. Olive kept these reflections 
to herself, but she went so far as 
to say to her sister that she didn’t 
see where the “pique” came in. 
How could it hurt Adeline that he 
should turn his attention to Ve- 
renaP What was Verena to her? 
“Why, Olive Chancellor, how 


can you ask?” Mrs. Luna boldly 
responded. “Isn’t Verena every- 
thing to you, and aren’t you ev- 
erything to me, and wouldn’t an 
attempt—a successful one —to 
take Verena away from you knock 
you up fearfully, and shouldn't I 
suffer, as you know I suffer, by 
sympathy?” 

I have said that it was Miss 
Chancellor’s plan of life not to lie, 
but such a plan was compatible 
with a kind of consideration for 
the truth which led her to shrink 
from producing it on poor occa- 
sions. So she didn’t say, “Dear me, 
Adeline, what humbug! you know 
you hate Verena and would be 
very glad if she were drowned!” 
She only said, “Well, I see; but 
it’s very roundabout.” What she 
did see was that Mrs. Luna was 
eager to help her to stop off Basil 
Ransom from “making head,” as 
the phrase was; and the fact that 
her motive was spite, and not ten- 
derness for the Bostonians, would 
not make her assistance less wel- 
come if the danger were real. She 
herself had a nervous dread, but 
she had that about everything; 
still, Adeline had perhaps seen 
something, and what in the world 
did she mean by her reference to 
Verena’s having had secret meet- 
ingsP When pressed on this point, 
Mrs. Luna could only say that she 
didn’t pretend to give definite in- 
formation, and she wasn’t a spy 
anyway, but that the night before 
he had positively flaunted in her 
face his admiration for the girl, 
his enthusiasm for her way of 
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standing up there. Of course he 
hated her ideas, but he was quite 
conceited enough to think she 
would give them up. Perhaps it 
was all directed at her—as if she 
cared! It would depend a good 
deal on the girl herself; certainly, 
if there was any likelihood of Ve- 
rena’s being affected, she should 
advise Olive to look out. She knew 
best what to do; it was only Ade- 
line’s duty to give her the benefit 
of her own impression, whether 
she was thanked for it or not. She 
only wished to put her on her 
guard, and it was just like Olive to 
receive such information so coldly; 
she was the most disappointing 
woman she knew. 

Miss Chancellor’s coldness was 
not diminished by this rebuke; for 
it had come over her that, after 
all, she had never opened herself 
at that rate to Adeline, had never 
let her see the real intensity of 
her desire to keep the sort of dan- 
ger there was now a question of 
away from Verena, had given her 
no warrant for regarding her as 
her friend’s keeper; so that she 
was taken aback by the flatness of 
Mrs. Luna’s assumption that she 
was ready to enter into a conspir- 
acy to circumvent and frustrate 
the girl. Olive put on all her maj- 
esty to dispel this impression, and 
if she could not help being aware 
that she made Mrs. Luna still an- 
grier, on the whole, than at first, 
she felt that she would much rath- 
er disappoint her than give herself 
away to her—especially as she 
was intensely eager to profit by 
her warning! 
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Mrs. Luna would have been still 
less satisfied with the manner in 
which Olive received her prof- 
fered assistance had she known 
how many confidences that reti- 
cent young woman might have 
made her in return. Olive’s whole 
life now was a matter for whis- 
pered communications; she felt 
this herself, as she sought the pri- 
vacy of her own apartment after 
her interview with her sister. She 
had for the moment time to think; 
Verena having gone out with Mr. 
Burrage, who had made an ap- 
pointment the night before to call 
for her to drive at that early hour. 
They had other engagements in 
the afternoon—the principal of 
which was to meet a group of 
earnest people at the house of 
one of the great local promoters. 
Olive would whisk Verena off to 
these appointments directly after 
lunch; she flattered herself that 
she could arrange matters so that 
there would not be half an hour 
in the day during which Basil Ran- 
som, complacently calling, would 
find the Bostonians in the house. 
She had had this well in mind 
when, at Mrs. Burrage’s, she was 
driven to give him their address; 
and she had had it also in mind 
that she would ask Verena, as a 
special favour, to accompany her 
back to Boston on the next day but 
one, which was the morning of the 
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morrow. There had been consid- 
erable talk of her staying a few 
days with Mrs. Burrage — staying 
on after her own departure; but 
Verena backed out of it sponta- 
neously, seeing how the idea wor- 
ried her friend. Olive had accept- 
ed the sacrifice, and their visit to 
New York was now cut down, in 
intention, to four days, one of 
which, the moment she perceived 
whither Basil Ransom was tend- 
ing, Miss Chancellor promised her- 
self also to suppress. She had not 
mentioned that to Verena yet; she 
hesitated a little, having a slightly 
bad conscience about the conces- 
sions she had already obtained from 
her friend. Verena made such con- 
cessions with a generosity which 
caused one’s heart to ache for ad- 
miration, even while one asked 
for them; and never once had Ol- 
ive known her to demand the 
smallest credit for any virtue she 
showed in this way, or to bargain 
for an instant about any effort she 
made to oblige. She had been de- 
lighted with the idea of spending 
a week under Mrs. Burrage’s roof; 
she had said, too, that she be- 
lieved her mother would die 
happy (not that there was the 
least prospect of Mrs. Tarrant’s 
dying), if she could hear of her 
having such an experience as that; 
and yet, perceiving how solemn 
Olive looked about it, how she 
blanched and brooded at the pros- 
pect, she had offered to give it 
up, with a smile sweeter, if pos- 
sible, than any that had ever sat 
in her eyes. Olive knew what that 
meant for her, knew what a pow- 


er of enjoyment she still had, in 
spite of the tension of their com- 
mon purpose, their vital work, 
which had now, as they equally 
felt, passed into the stage of re- 
alisation, of fruition; and that is 
why her conscience rather pricked 
her for consenting to this further 
act of renunciation, especially as 
their position seemed really so se- 
cure, on the part of one who had 
already given herself away so sub- 
limely. 

Secure as their position might 
be, Olive called herself a blind 
idiot for having, in spite of all her 
first shrinkings, agreed to bring 
Verena to New York. Verena had 
jumped at the invitation, the very 
unexpectedness of which on Mrs. 
Burrage’s part—it was such an 
odd idea to have come to a mere 
worldling — carried a kind of per- 
suasion with it. Olive’s immediate 
sentiment had been an instinctive 
general fear; but, later, she had 
dismissed that as unworthy; she 
had decided (and such a decision 
was nothing new), that where 
their mission was concerned they 
ought to face everything. Such an 
opportunity would contribute too 
much to Verena’s reputation and 
authority to justify a refusal at the 
bidding of apprehensions which 
were after all only vague. Olive’s 
specific terrors and dangers had by 
this time very much blown over; 
Basil Ransom had given no sign of 
life for ages, and Henry Burrage 
had certainly got his quietus be- 
fore they went to Europe. If it 
had occurred to his mother that 
she might convert Verena into the 
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animating principle of a big soirée, 
she was at least acting in good 
faith, for it could be no more her 
wish to-day that he should marry 
Selah Tarrant’s daughter than it 
was her wish a year before. And 
then they should do some good to 
the benighted, the most benighted, 
the fashionable benighted; they 
should perhaps make them furi- 
ous — there was always some good 
in that. Lastly, Olive was conscious 
of a personal temptation in the 
matter; she was not insensible to 
the pleasure of appearing in a dis- 
tinguished New York circle as a 
representative woman, an impor- 
tant Bostonian, the prompter, col- 
league, associate of one of the 
most original girls of the time. 
Basil Ransom was the person she 
had least expected to meet at Mrs. 
Burrage’s; it had been her belief 
that they might easily spend four 
days in a city of more than a 
million of inhabitants without that 
disagreeable accident. But it had 
occurred; nothing was wanting to 
make it seem serious; and, setting 
her teeth, she shook herself, mor- 
ally, hard, for having fallen into 
the trap of fate. Well, she would 
scramble out, with only a scare, 
probably. Henry Burrage was very 
attentive, but somehow she didn’t 
fear him now; and it was only 
natural he should feel that he 
couldn’t be polite enough, after 
they had consented to be exploit- 
ed in that worldly way by his 
mother. The other danger was the 
worst; the palpitation of her 
strange dread, the night of Miss 
Birdseye’s party, came back to her. 


Mr. Burrage seemed, indeed, a 
protection; she reflected, with re- 
lief, that it had been arranged that 
after taking Verena to drive in the 
Park and see the Museum of Art 
in the morning, they should in the 
evening dine with him at Delmon- 
ico’s (he was to invite another 
gentleman), and go afterwards to 
the German opera. Olive had kept 
all this to herself, as I have said; 
revealing to her sister neither the 
vividness of her prevision that 
Basil Ransom would look blank 
when he came down to Tenth 
Street and learned they had flitted, 
nor the eagerness of her desire just 
to find herself once more in the 
Boston train. It had been only this 
prevision that sustained her when 
she gave Mr. Ransom their num- 
ber. 

Verena came to her room shortly 
before luncheon, to let her know 
she had returned; and while they 
sat there, waiting to stop their 
ears when the gong announcing 
the repast was beaten, at the foot 
of the stairs, by a negro in a white 
jacket, she narrated to her friend 
her adventures with Mr. Burrage 
—expatiated on the beauty of the 
Park, the splendour and _ interest 
of the Museum, the wonder of the 
young man’s acquaintance with 
everything it contained, the swift- 
ness of his horses, the softness of 
his English cart, the pleasure of 
rolling at that pace over roads as 
firm as marble, the entertainment 
he promised them for the evening. 
Olive listened in serious silence; 
she saw Verena was quite carried 
away; of course she hadn’t gone 
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so far with her without knowing 
that phase. 

“Did Mr. Burrage try to make 
love to you?” Miss Chancellor in- 
quired at last, without a smile. 

Verena had taken off her hat to 
arrange her feather, and as she 
placed it on her head again, her 
uplifted arms making a frame for 
her face, she said: “Yes, I suppose 
it was meant for love.” 

Olive waited for her to tell 
more, to tell how she had treated 
him, kept him in his place, made 
him feel that that question was 
over long ago; but as Verena gave 
her no farther information she did 
not insist, conscious as she always 
was that'in such a relation as theirs 
there should be a great respect on 
either side for the liberty of each. 
She had never yet infringed on Ve- 
rena’s, and of course she wouldn’t 
begin now. Moreover, with the re- 
quest that she meant presently to 
make of her she felt that she must 
be discreet. She wondered wheth- 
er Henry Burrage were really go- 
ing to begin again; whether his 
mother had only been acting in 
his interest in getting them to 
come on. Certainly, the bright spot 
in such a prospect was that if 
she listened to him she couldn’t 
listen to Basil Ransom; and he 
had told Olive herself last night, 
when he put them into their car- 
riage, that he hoped to prove to 
her yet that he had come round 
to her gospel. But the old sickness 
stole upon her again, the faintness 
of discouragement, as she asked 
herself why in the name of pity 
Verena should listen to any one at 


all but Olive Chancellor. Again it 
came over her, when she saw the 
brightness, the happy look, the 
girl brought back, as it had done 
in the earlier months, that the 
great trouble was that weak spot 
of Verena’s, that sole infirmity and 
subtle flaw, which she had ex- 
pressed to her very soon after they 
began to live together, in saying 
(she remembered it through the 
ineffaceable impression made by 
her friend’s avowal), “Ill tell you 
what is the matter with you — you 
don’t dislike men as a class!” Ve- 
rena had replied on this occasion, 
“Well, no, I don’t dislike them 
when they are pleasant!” As if or- 
ganised atrociousness could ever 
be pleasant! Olive disliked them 
most when they were least un- 
pleasant. After a little, at present, 
she remarked, referring to Henry 
Burrage: “It is not right of him, 
not decent, after your making him 
feel how, while he was at Cam- 
bridge, he wearied you, tormented 
you.” 

“Oh, I didn’t show anything,” 
said Verena, gaily. “I am learning 
to dissimulate,” she added in a 
moment. “I suppose you have to as 
you go along. I pretend not to 
notice.” . 

At this moment the gong sound- 
ed for luncheon, and the two 
young women covered up their 
ears, face to face, Verena with her 
quick smile, Olive with her pale 
patience. When they could hear 
themselves speak, the latter said 
abruptly: 

“How did Mrs. Burrage come to 
invite Mr. Ransom to her party? 
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He told Adeline he had never seen 
her before.” 

“Oh, I asked her to send him an 
invitation — after she had written 
to me, to thank me, when it was 
definitely settled we should come 
on. She asked me in her letter if 
there were any friends of mine in 
the city to whom I should like her 
to send cards, and I mentioned 
Mr. Ransom.” 

Verena spoke without a single 
instant’s hesitation, and the only 
sign of embarrassment she gave 
was that she got up from her 
chair, passing in this manner a 
little out of Olive’s scrutiny. It 
was easy for her not to falter, be- 
cause’ she was glad of the chance. 
She wanted to be very simple in 
all her relations with her friend, 
and of course it was not simple 
so soon as she began to keep things 
back. She could at any rate keep 
back as little as possible, and she 
felt as if she were making up for 
a dereliction when she answered 
Olive’s inquiry so promptly. 

“You never told me of that,” 
Miss Chancellor remarked, in a 
low tone. 

“I didn’t want to. I know you 
don’t like him, and I thought it 
would give you pain. Yet I wanted 
him to be there—I wanted him 
to hear.” 

“What does it matter — why 
should you care about him?” 

“Well, because he is so aw- 
fully opposed!” 

“How do you know that, Ve- 
rena?” . 

At this point Verena began to 
hesitate. It was not, after all, so 


easy to keep back only a little; it 
appeared rather as if one must ei- 
ther tell everything or hide every- 
thing. The former course had al- 
ready presented itself to her as 
unduly harsh; it was because it 
seemed so that she had ended by 
keeping the incident of Basil Ran- 
som’s visit to Monadnoc Place bur- 
ied in unspoken, in unspeakable, 
considerations, the only secret she 
had in the world —the only thing 
that was all her own. She was so 
glad to say what she could with- 
out betraying herself that it was 
only after she had spoken that 
she perceived there was a danger 
of Olive’s pushing the inquiry to 
the point where, to defend herself 
as it were, she should be obliged 
to practise a positive deception; 
and she was conscious at the same 
time that the moment her secret 
was threatened it became dearer 
to her. She began to pray silently 
that Olive might not push; for it 
would be odious, it would be im- 
possible, to defend herself by a lie. 
Meanwhile, however, she had to 
answer, and the way she answered 
was by exclaiming, much more 
quickly than the reflections I note 
might have appeared to permit, 
“Well, if you can’t tell from his 
appearance! He’s the type of the 
reactionary.” 

Verena went to the toilet-glass 
to see that she had put on her hat 
properly, and Olive slowly got up, 
in the manner of a person not in 
the least eager for food. “Let him 
react as he likes—for heaven’s 
sake don’t mind him!” That was 
Miss Chancellor’s rejoinder, and 
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Verena felt that it didn’t say all 
that was in her mind. She wished 
she would come down to lunch- 
eon, for she, at least, was hon- 
estly hungry. She even suspected 
Olive had an idea she was afraid 
to express, such distress it would 
bring with it. “Well, you know, 
Verena, this isn’t our real life — it 
isn’t our work,” Olive went on. 

“Well, no, it isn’t, certainly,” 
said Verena, not pretending at 
first that she did not know what 
Olive meant. In a moment, how- 
ever, she added, “Do you refer to 
this social intercourse with Mr. 
Burrage?” 

“Not to that only.” Then Olive 
asked abruptly, looking at her, 
“How did you know his address?” 

“His address?” 

“Mr. Ransom’s— to enable Mrs. 
Burrage to invite him?” 

They stood for a moment inter- 
changing a gaze. “It was in a let- 
ter I got from him.” 

At these words there came into 
Olive’s face an expression which 
made her companion cross over to 
her directly and take her by the 
hand. But the tone was different 
from what Verena expected when 
she said, with cold surprise: “Oh, 
you are in correspondence!” It 
showed an immense effort of self- 
control. 

“He wrote to me once —I never 
told you,” Verena rejoined, smil- 
ing. She felt that her friend’s 
strange, uneasy eyes searched very 
far; a little more and they would 
go to the: very bottom. Well, they 
might go if they would; she didn’t, 
after all, care so much about her 


secret as that. For the moment, 
however, Verena did not learn 
what Olive had discovered, inas- 
much as she only remarked pres- 
ently that it was really time to go 
down. As they descended the stair- 
case she put her arm into Miss 
Chancellor’s and perceived that 
she was trembling. 

Of course there were plenty of 
people in New York interested in 
the uprising, and Olive had made 
appointments, in advance, which 
filled the whole afternoon. Every- 
body wanted to meet them, and 
wanted everybody else to do so, 
and Verena saw they could easily 
have quite a vogue, if they only 
chose to stay and work that vein. 
Very likely, as Olive said, it wasn’t 
their real life, and people didn’t 
seem to have such a grip of the 
movement as they had in Boston; 
but there was something in the 
air that carried one along, and a 
sense of vastness and variety, of 
the infinite possibilities of a great 
city, which — Verena hardly knew 
whether she ought to confess it to 
herself — might in the end make 
up for the want of the Boston 
earnestness. Certainly, the people 
seemed very much alive, and there 
was no other place where so many 
cheering reports could flow in, ow- 
ing to the number of electric feel- 
ers that stretched away every- 
where. The principal centre ap- 
peared to be Mrs. Croucher’s, on 
Fifty-sixth Street, where there was 
an informal gathering of sympa- 
thisers who didn’t seem as if they 
could forgive her when they 
learned that she had been speak- 
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ing the night before in a circle in 
which none of them were ac- 
quainted. Certainly, they were 
very different from the group she 
had addressed at Mrs. Burrage’s, 
and Verena heaved a thin, private 
sigh, expressive of some helpless- 
ness, as she thought what a big, 
complicated world it was, and how 
it evidently contained a little of 
everything. There was a general 
demand that she should repeat her 
address in a more congenial at- 
mosphere; to which she replied 
that Olive made her engagements 
for her, and that as the address 
had been intended just to lead 
people on, perhaps she would 
think Mrs. Croucher’s friends had 
reached a higher point. She was 
as cautious as this because she 
saw that Olive was now just strain- 
ing to get out of the city; she 
didn’t want to say anything that 
would tie them. When she felt her 
trembling that way before lunch- 
eon it made her quite sick to re- 
alise how much her friend was 


wrapped up in her — how terribly. 


she would suffer from the least 
deviation. After they had started 
for their round of engagements the 
very first thing Verena spoke of in 
the carriage (Olive had taken one, 
in her liberal way, for the whole 
time), was the fact that her cor- 
respondence with Mr. Ransom, as 
her friend had called it, had con- 
sisted on his part of only one let- 
ter. It was a very short one, too; 
it had come to her a little more 
than a month before. Olive knew 
she got letters from gentlemen; 
she didn’t see why she should at- 


tach such importance to this one. 
Miss Chancellor was leaning back 
in the carriage, very still, very 
grave, with her head against the 
cushioned surface, only turning 
her eyes towards the girl. 

“You attach importance your- 
self; otherwise you would have 
told me.” 

“I knew you wouldn’t like it— 
because you don’t like him.” 

“I don’t think of him,” said Ol- 
ive; “he’s nothing to me.” Then she 
added, suddenly, “Have you no- 
ticed that I am afraid to face what 
I don’t like?” 

Verena could not say that she 
had, and yet it was not just on 
Olive’s part to speak as if she were 
an easy person to tell such a thing 
to: the way she lay there, white 
and weak, like a wounded crea- 
ture, sufficiently proved the con- 
trary. “You have such a fearful 
power of suffering,” she replied in 
a moment. 

To this at first Miss Chancellor 
made no rejoinder; but after a lit- 
tle she said, in the same attitude, 
“Yes, you could make me.” 

Verena took her hand and held 
it awhile. “I never will, till I have 
been through everything myself.” 

“You were not made to suffer — 
you were made to enjoy,” Olive 
said, in very much the same tone 
in which she had told her that 
what was the matter with her was 
that she didn’t dislike men as a 
class—a tone which implied that 
the contrary would have been 
much more natural and perhaps 
rather higher. Perhaps it would; 
but Verena was unable to rebut 
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the charge; she felt this, as she 
looked out of the window of the 
carriage at the bright, amusing 
city, where the elements seemed 
so numerous, the animation so im- 
mense, the shops so brilliant, the 
women so strikingly dressed, and 


knew that these things quickened 


her curiosity, all her pulses. 

“Well, I suppose I mustn’t pre- 
sume on it,” she remarked, glanc- 
ing back at Olive with her natu- 
ral sweetness, her uncontradicting 
grace. 

That young lady lifted her hand 
to her lips—held it there a mo- 
ment; the movement seemed to 
say, “When you are so divinely 
docile, how can I help the dread 
of losing you?” This idea, how- 
ever, was unspoken, and Olive 
Chancellor’s uttered words, as the 
carriage rolled on, were different. 

“Verena, I don’t understand 
why he wrote to you.” 

“He wrote to me because he 
likes me. Perhaps you'll say you 
don’t understand why he likes me,” 
the girl continued, laughing. “He 
liked me the first time he saw 
me.” 

“Oh, 
mured. 

“And still more the second.” 

“Did he tell you that in his let- 
ter?” Miss Chancellor inquired. 

“Yes, my dear, he told me that. 
Only he expressed it more grace- 
fully.” Verena was very happy to 
say that; a written phrase of Basil 
Ransom’s sufficiently justified her. 

“It was my intuition—it was 
my foreboding!” Olive exclaimed, 
closing her eyes. 


that time!” Olive mur- 


“T thought you said you didn’t 
dislike him.” 


“It isn’t dislike—it’s simple 
dread. Is that all there is between 
you?” 


“Why, Olive Chancellor, what 
do you think?” Verena asked, feel- 
ing now distinctly like a coward. 
Five minutes afterwards she said 
to Olive that if it would give her 
pleasure they would leave New 
York on the morrow, without tak- 
ing a fourth day; and as soon as 
she had done so she felt better, 
especially when she saw how 
gratefully Olive looked at her for 
the concession, how eagerly she 
rose to the offering in saying, 
“Well, if you do feel that it isn’t 
our own life—our very own!” It 
was with these words, and others 
besides, and with an unusually 
weak, indefinite kiss, as if she 
wished to protest that, after all, a 
single day didn’t matter, and yet 
accepted the sacrifice and was a 
little ashamed of it — it was in this 
manner that the agreement as to 
an immediate retreat was sealed. 
Verena could not shut her eyes to 
the fact that for a month she had 
been less frank, and if she wished 
to do penance this abbreviation of 
their pleasure in New York, even 
if it made her almost completely 
miss Basil Ransom, was easier than 
to tell Olive just now that the let- 
ter was not all, that there had 
been a long visit, a talk, and a 
walk besides, which she had been 
covering up for ever so many 
weeks. And of what consequence, 
anyway, was the missing? Was it 
such a pleasure to converse with 
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a gentleman who only wanted to 
let you know — and why he should 
want it so much Verena couldn't 
guess — that he thought you quite 
preposterous? Olive took her from 
place to place, and she ended by 
forgetting everything but the pres- 
ent hour, and the bigness and va- 
riety of New York, and the enter- 
tainment of rolling about in a car- 
riage with silk cushions, and meet- 
ing new faces, new expressions of 
curiosity and sympathy, assurances 
that one was watched and _ fol- 
lowed. Mingled with this was a 
bright consciousness, sufficient for 
the moment, that one was more- 
over to dine at Delmonico’s and 
go to the German opera. There 
was enough of the epicurean in 
Verena’s composition to make it 
easy for her in certain conditions 
to live only for the hour. 
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WHEN she returned with her com- 
panion to the establishment in 
Tenth Street she saw two notes 
lying on the table in the hall; one 
of which she perceived to be ad- 
dressed to Miss Chancellor, the 
other to herself. The hand was 
different, but she recognised both. 
Olive was behind her on the steps, 
talking to the coachman about 
sending another carriage for them 
in half an hour (they had left 
themselves but just time to dress); 
so that she simply possessed her- 


self of her own note and ascended 
to her room. As she did so she felt 
that all the while she had known 
it would be there, and was con- 
scious of a kind of treachery, an 
unfriendly wilfulness, in not being 
more prepared for it. If she could 
roll about New York the whole 
afternoon and forget that there 
might be difficulties ahead, that 
didn’t alter the fact that there 
were difficulties, and that they 
might even become considerable — 
might not be settled by her sim- 
ply going back to Boston. Half an 


‘hour later, as she drove up the 


Fifth Avenue with Olive (there 
seemed to be so much crowded 
into that one day), smoothing her 
light gloves, wishing her fan were 
a little nicer, and proving by the 
answering, familiar brightness with 
which she looked out on the lamp- 
lighted streets that, whatever the- 
ory might be entertained as to the 
genesis of her talent and her per- 
sonal nature, the blood of the lec- 
ture-going, night-walking Tarrants 
did distinctly flow in her veins; as 
the pair proceeded, I say, to ‘the 
celebrated restaurant, at the door 
of which Mr. Burrage had prom- 
ised to be in vigilant expectancy 
of their carriage. Verena found a 
sufficiently gay and natural tone 
of voice for remarking to her friend 
that Mr. Ransom had called upon 
her while they were out, and had 
left a note in which there were 
many compliments for Miss Chan- 
cellor. 

“That’s wholly your own affair, 
my dear,” Olive replied, with a 
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melancholy sigh, gazing down the 
vista of Fourteenth Street (which 
they happened just then to be 
traversing, with much agitation), 
toward the queer barrier of the 
elevated railway. 

It was nothing new to Verena 
that if the great striving of Olive’s 
life was for justice she yet some- 
times failed to arrive at it in par- 
ticular cases; and she reflected that 
it was rather late for her to say, 
like that, that Basil Ransom’s let- 
ters were only his correspondent’s 
business. Had not his kinswoman 
quite made the subject her own 
during their drive that afternoon? 
Verena determined now. that her 
companion should hear all there 
was to be heard about the letter; 
asking herself whether, if she told 
her at present more than she cared 
to know, it wouldn’t make up for 
her hitherto having told her less. 
“He brought it with him, written, 
in case I should be out. He wants 
to see me to-morrow — he says he 
has ever so much to say to me. He 
proposes an hour — says he hopes 
it won’t be inconvenient for me to 
see him about eleven in the morn- 
ing; thinks I may have no other 
engagements so early as that. Of 
course our return to Boston set- 
tles it,” Verena added, with se- 
renity. 

Miss Chancellor said nothing for 
a moment; then she replied, “Yes, 
unless you invite him to come on 
with you in the train.” 

“Why, Olive, how bitter you 
are!” Verena exclaimed, in gen- 
uine surprise. 


Olive could not justify her bit- 
terness by saying that her com- 
panion had spoken as if she were 
disappointed, because Verena had 
not. So she simply remarked, “I 
don’t see what he can have to say 
to you — that would be worth your 
hearing.” 

“Well, of course, it’s the other 
side. He has got it on the brain!” 
said Verena, with a laugh which 
seemed to relegate the whole mat- 
ter to the category of the unim- 
portant. 

“If we should stay, would you 
see him—at eleven o'clock?” Ol- 
ive inquired. 

“Why do you ask that — when 
I have given it up?” 

“Do you consider it such a tre- 
mendous sacrifice?” 

“No,” said Verena good-na- 
turedly; “but I confess I am curi- 
ous.” 

“Curious — how do you mean?” 

“Well, to hear the other side.” 

“Oh heaven!” Olive Chancellor 
murmured, turning her face upon 
her. 

“You must remember I have 
never heard it.” And Verena smiled 
into her friend’s wan gaze. 

“Do you want to hear all the in- 
famy that is in the world?” 

“No, it isn’t that; but the more 
he should talk the better chance 
he would give me. I guess I can 
meet him.” 

“Life is too short. Leave him as 
he is.” 

“Well,” Verena went on, “there 
are many I haven’t cared to move 
at all, whom I might have been 


635 


The Bostonians 


more interested in than in him. 
But to make him give in just at 
two or three points — that I should 
like better than anything I have 
done.” 

“You have no business to enter 
upon a contest that isn’t equal; 
and it wouldn’t be, with Mr. Ran- 
som.” 

“The inequality would be that 
I have right on my side.” 

“What is that— for a man? For 
what was their brutality given 
them, but to make that up?” 

“I don’t think he’s brutal; I 
should like to see,” said Verena 
gaily. 

Olive’s eyes lingered a little on 
her own; then they turned away, 
vaguely, blindly, out of the car- 
riage-window, and Verena made 
the reflection that she looked 
strangely little like a person who 
was going to dine at Delmonico’s. 
How terribly she worried about 
everything, and how tragical was 
her nature; how anxious, suspi- 
cious, exposed to subtle influences! 
In their long intimacy Verena had 
come to revere most of her friend’s 
peculiarities; they were a proof of 
her depth and devotion, and were 
so bound up with what was noble 
in her that she was rarely pro- 
voked to criticise them separately. 
But at present, suddenly, Olive’s 
earnestness began to appear as in- 
harmonious with the scheme of 
the universe as if it had been a 
broken saw; and she was posi- 
tively glad she had not told her 
about Basil Ransom’s appearance 
in Monadnoc Place. If she wor- 
ried so about what she knew, how 


much would she not have worried 
about the rest! Verena had by this 
time made up her mind that her 
acquaintance with Mr. Ransom 
was the most episodical, most su- 
perficial, most unimportant of all 
possible relations. 

Olive Chancellor watched Hen- 
ry Burrage very closely that eve- 
ning; she had a special reason for 
doing so, and her entertainment, 
during the successive hours, was 
derived much less from the deli- 
cate little feast over which this in- 
sinuating proselyte presided, in 
the brilliant public room of the 
establishment, where French wait- 
ers flitted about on deep carpets 
and parties at neighbouring ta- 
bles excited curiosity and conjec- 
ture, or even from the magnificent 
music of “Lohengrin,” than from a 
secret process of comparison and 
verification, which shall presently 
be explained to the reader. As 
some discredit has possibly been 
thrown upon her impartiality it is 
a pleasure to be able to say that 
on her return from the opera she 
took a step dictated by an earnest 
consideration of justice—of the 
promptness with which Verena 
had told her of the note left by 
Basil Ransom in the afternoon. She 
drew Verena into her room with 
her. The girl, on the way back to 
Tenth Street, had spoken only of 
Wagner's music, of the singers, the 
orchestra, the immensity of the 
house, her tremendous pleasure. 
Olive could see how fond she 
might become of New York, where 
that kind of pleasure was so much 
more in the air, 
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“Well, Mr. Burrage was cer- 
tainly very kind to us—no one 
could have been more thoughtful,” 
Olive said; and she coloured a lit- 
tle at the look with which Verena 
greeted this tribute of apprecia- 
tion from Miss Chancellor to a 
single gentleman. 

“I am so glad you were struck 
with that, because I do think we 
have been a little rough to him.” 
Verena’s we was angelic. “He was 
particularly attentive to you, my 
dear; he has got over me. He 
looked at you so sweetly. Dearest 
Olive, if you marry him ——!” And 
Miss Tarrant, who was in high 
spirits, embraced her companion, 
to check her own silliness. 

“He wants you to stay there, all 
the same. They haven’t given that 
up,” Olive remarked, turning to a 
drawer, out of which she took a 
letter. 

“Did he tell you that, pray? He 
said nothing more about it to me.” 

“When we came in this after- 
noon I found this note from Mrs. 
Burrage. You had better read it.” 
And she presented the document, 
open, to Verena. 


The purpose of it was to say that 


Mrs. Burrage could really not rec- 
oncile herself to the loss of Vere- 
na’s visit, on which both she and 
her son had counted so much. She 
was sure they would be able to 
make it as interesting to Miss Tar- 
rant as it would be to themselves. 
She, Mrs. Burrage, moreover, felt 
as if she hadn't heard half she 
wanted about Miss Tarrant’s views, 
and there were so many more who 
were present at the address, who 


had come to her that afternoon 
(losing not a minute, as Miss 
Chancellor could see), to ask how 
in the world they too could learn 
more — how they could get at the 
fair speaker and question her 
about certain details. She hoped so 
much, therefore, that even if the 
young ladies should be unable to 
alter their decision about the visit 
they might at least see their way 
to staying over long enough to al- 
low her to arrange an informal 
meeting for some of these poor 
thirsty souls. Might she not at least 
talk over the question with Miss 
Chancellor? She gave her notice 
that she would attack her on the 
subject of the visit too. Might she 
not see her on the morrow, and 
might she ask of her the very great 
favour that the interview should 
be at Mrs. Burrage’s own house? 
She had something very particular 
to say to her, as regards which per- 
fect privacy was a great consider- 
ation, and Miss Chancellor would 
doubtless recognize that this would 
be best secured under Mrs. Bur- 
rage’s roof. She would therefore 
send her carriage for Miss Chan- 
cellor at any hour that would be 
convenient to the latter. She really 
thought much good might come 
from their having a satisfactory 
talk. 

Verena read this epistle with 
much deliberation; it seemed to 
her mysterious, and confirmed the 
idea she had received the night 
before — the idea that she had not 
got quite a correct impression of 
this clever, worldly, curious wom- 
an on the occasion of her visit to 
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Cambridge, when they met her at 
her son’s rooms. As she gave the 
letter back to Olive she said, 
“That’s why he didn’t seem to be- 
lieve we are really leaving to- 
morrow. He knows she had writ- 
ten that, and he thinks it will keep 
us.” 

“Well, if I were to say it may — 
should you think me too miserably 
changeful?” 

Verena stared, with all her can- 
dour, and it was so very queer that 
Olive should now wish to linger 
that the sense of it, for the mo- 
ment, almost covered the sense of 
its being pleasant. But that came 
out after an instant, and she said, 
with great honesty, “You needn’t 
drag me away for consistency’s 
sake. It would be absurd for me to 
pretend that I don’t like being 
here.” 

“I think perhaps I ought to see 
her.” Olive was very thoughtful. 

“How lovely it must be to have 
a secret with Mrs. Burrage!” Ve- 
rena exclaimed. 

“It won’t be a secret from you.” 

“Dearest, you needn’t tell me 
unless you want,” Verena went 
on, thinking of her own unimpart- 
ed knowledge. 

“T thought it was our plan to di- 
vide everything. It was certainly 
mine.” 

“Ah, don’t talk about plans!” 
Verena exclaimed, rather ruefully. 
“You see, if we are going to stay 
to-morrow, how foolish it was to 
have any. There is more in her 
letter than is expressed,” she add- 
ed, as Olive appeared to be study- 
ing in her face the reasons for and 


against making this concession to 
Mrs. Burrage, and that was rather 
embarrassing. 

“J thought it over all the eve- 
ning — so that if now you will con- 
sent we will stay.” 

“Darling — what a spirit you 
have got! All through all those 
dear little dishes—all through 
‘Lohengrin!’ As I haven’t thought 
it over at all, you must settle it. 
You know I am not difficult.” 

“And would you go and stay 
with Mrs. Burrage, after all, if she 
should say anything to me that 
seems to make it desirable?” 

Verena broke into a laugh. “You 
know it’s not our real life!” 

Olive said nothing for a mo- 
ment; then she replied: “Don’t 
think I can forget that. If I sug- 
gest a deviation, it’s only because 
it sometimes seems to me that per- 
haps, after all, almost anything is 
better than the form reality may 
take with us.” This was slightly 
obscure, as well as very melan- 
choly, and Verena was relieved 
when her companion remarked, in 
a moment, “You must think me 
strangely inconsequent;” for this 
gave her a chance to reply, sooth- 
ingly: 

“Why, you don’t suppose I ex- 
pect you to keep always screwed 
up! I will stay a week with Mrs. 
Burrage, or a fortnight, or a month, 
or anything you like,” she pursued; 
“anything it may seem to you best 
to tell her after you have seen her.” 

“Do you leave it all to me? You 
don’t give me much help,” Olive 
said. 

“Help to what?” 
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“Help to help you.” 

“J don’t want any help; I am 
quite strong enough!” Verena 
cried, gaily. The next moment she 
inquired, in an appeal half comi- 
cal, half touching, “My dear col- 
league, why do you make me say 
such conceited things?” 

“And if you do stay — just even 
to-morrow — shall you be—very 
much of the time — with Mr. Ran- 
som?” 

As Verena for the moment 
appeared ironically-minded, she 
might have found a fresh subject 
for hilarity in the tremulous, tenta- 
tive tone in which Olive made this 
inquiry. But it had not that effect; 
it produced the first manifestation 
of impatience —the first, literally, 
and the first note of reproach — 
that had occurred in the course of 
their remarkable intimacy. The 
colour rose to Verena’s cheek, and 
her eye for an instant looked moist. 

“J don’t know what you always 
think, Olive, nor why you don’t 
seem able to trust me. You didn’t, 
from the first, with gentlemen. 
Perhaps you were right then—I 
don’t say; but surely it is very dif- 
ferent now. I don’t think I ought 
to be suspected so much. Why 
have you a manner as if I had to 
be watched, as if I wanted to run 
away with every man that speaks 
to me? I should think I had proved 
how little I care. I thought you 
had discovered by this time that I 
am serious; that I have dedicated 
my life; that there is something un- 
speakably dear to me. But you be- 
gin again, every time—you don't 
do me justice. I must take every- 


thing that comes. I mustn’t be 
afraid. I thought we had agreed 
that we were to do our work in 
the midst of the world, facing ev- 
erything, keeping straight on, al- 
ways taking hold. And now that it 
all opens out so magnificently, and 
victory is really sitting on our ban- 
ners, it is strange of you to doubt 
of me, to suppose I am not more 
wedded to all our old dreams than 
ever. I told you the first time I 
saw you that I could renounce, 
and knowing better to-day, per- 
haps, what that means, I am ready 
to say it again. That I can, that I 
will! Why, Olive Chancellor,” Ve- 
rena cried, panting, a moment, 
with her eloquence, and with the 
rush of a culminating idea, “haven't 
you discovered by this time that I 
have renounced?” 

The habit of public speaking, 
the training, the practice, in which 
she had been immersed, enabled 
Verena to unroll a coil of proposi- 
tions dedicated even to a private 
interest with the most touching, 
most cumulative effect. Olive was 
completely aware of this, and she 
stilled herself, while the girl ut- 
tered one soft, pleading sentence 
after another, into the same rapt 
attention she was in the habit of 
sending up from the benches of an 
auditorium. She looked at Verena 
fixedly, felt that she was stirred to 
her depths, that she was exqui- 


-sitely passionate and sincere, that 


she was a quivering, spotless, con- 
secrated maiden, that she really 
had renounced, that they were 
both safe, and that her own injus- 
tice and indelicacy had been great. 
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She came to her slowly, took her 
in her arms and held her long— 
giving her a silent kiss. From which 
Verena knew that she believed her. 
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THE HOUR that Olive proposed to 
Mrs. Burrage, in a note sent early 
the next morning, for the interview 
to which she consented to lend 
herself, was the stroke of noon; 
this period of the day being chosen 
in consequence of a prevision of 
many subsequent calls upon her 
time. She remarked in her note 
that she did not wish any carriage 
to be sent for her, and she surged 
and swayed up the Fifth Avenue 
on one of the convulsive, clatter- 
ing omnibuses which circulate in 
that thoroughfare. One of her rea- 
sons for mentioning twelve o’clock 
had been that she knew Basil Ran- 
som was to call at Tenth Street at 
eleven, and (as she supposed he 
didn’t intend to stay all day) this 
would give her time to see him 
come and go. It had been tacitly 
agreed between them, the night 
before, that Verena was quite firm 
enough in her faith to submit to 
his visit, and that such a course 
would be much more dignified 
than dodging it. This understand- 
ing passed from one to the other 
during that dumb embrace which 
I have described as taking place 
before they separated for the night. 
Shortly before noon, Olive, pass- 
ing out of the house, looked into 


the big, sunny double parlour, 
where, in the morning, with all 
the husbands absent for the day 
and all the wives and spinsters 
launched upon the town, a young 
man desiring to hold a debate with 
a young lady might enjoy every 
advantage in the way of a clear 
field. Basil Ransom was still there; 
he and Verena, with the place to 
themselves, were standing in the 
recess of a window, their backs 
presented to the door. If he had 
got up, perhaps he was going, and 
Olive, softly closing the door again, 
waited a little in the hall, ready to 
pass into the back part of the 
house if she should hear him 
coming out. No sound, however, 
reached her ear; apparently he did 
mean to stay all day, and she 
should find him there on her re- 
turn. She left the house, knowing 
they were looking at her from the 
window as she descended the 
steps, but feeling she could not 
bear to see Basil Ransom’s face. As 
she walked, averting her own, to- 
wards the Fifth Avenue, on the 
sunny side, she was barely con- 
scious of the loveliness of the day, 
the perfect weather, all suffused 
and tinted with spring, which 
sometimes descends upon New 
York when the winds of March 
have been stilled; she was given 
up only to the remembrance of 
that moment when she herself had 
stood at a window (the second 
time he came to see her in Bos- 
ton), and watched Basil Ransom 
pass out with Adeline — with Ade- 
line who had seemed capable then 
of getting such a hold on him but 
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had proved as ineffectual in this 
respect as she was in every other. 
She recalled the vision she had al- 
lowed to dance before her as she 
saw the pair cross the street to- 
gether, laughing and talking, and 
how it seemed to interpose itself 
against the fears which already 
then — so strangely — haunted her. 
Now that she saw it so fruitless — 
and that Verena, moreover, had 
turned out really so great — she 
was rather ashamed of it; she felt 
associated, however remotely, in 
the reasons which had made Mrs. 
Luna tell her so many fibs the day 
before, and there could be noth- 
ing elevating in that. As for the 
other reasons why her fidgety sis- 
ter had failed and Mr. Ransom 
had held his own course, naturally 
Miss Chancellor didn’t like to think 
of them. 

If she had wondered what Mrs. 
Burrage wished so particularly to 
talk about, she waited some time 
for the clearing-up of the mystery. 
During this interval she sat in a 
remarkably pretty boudoir, where 
there were flowers and faiences 
and little French pictures, and 
watched her hostess revolve round 
the subject in circles the vagueness 
of which she tried to dissimulate. 
Olive believed she was a person 
who never could enjoy asking a 
favour, especially of a votary of the 
new ideas; and that was evidently 
what was coming. She had asked 
one already, but that had been 
handsomely paid for; the note from 
Mrs. Burrage which Verena found 
awaiting her in Tenth Street, on 
her arrival, contained the largest 


cheque this young woman had ever 
received for an address. The re- 
quest that hung fire had reference 
to Verena too, of course; and Ol-. 
ive needed no prompting to feel 
that her friend’s being a young 
person who took money could not 
make Mrs. Burrage’s present effort 
more agreeable. To this taking of 
money (for when it came to Ve- 
rena it was as if it came to her as 
well), she herself was now com- 
pletely inured; money was a tre- 
mendous force, and when one 
wanted to assault the wrong with 
every engine one was happy not 
to lack the sinews of war. She liked 
her hostess better this morning 
than she had liked her before; she 
had more than ever the air of tak- 
ing all sorts of sentiments and 
views for granted between them; 
which could only be flattering to 
Olive so long as it was really Mrs. 
Burrage who made each advance, 
while her visitor sat watchful and 
motionless. She had a light, clever, 
familiar way of traversing an im- 
mense distance with a very few 
words, as when she remarked, 
“Well then, it is settled that she 
will come, and will stay till she is 
tired.” 

Nothing of the kind had been 
settled, but Olive helped Mrs. 
Burrage (this time) more than 
she knew by saying, “Why do you 
want her to visit you, Mrs. Bur- 
rage? why do you want her so- 
cially? Are you not aware that your 
son, a year ago, desired to marry 
her?” 

“My dear Miss Chancellor, that 
is just what I wish to talk to you 
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about. I am aware of everything; 
I don’t believe you ever met any 
one who is aware of more things 
than I.” And Olive had to believe 
this, as Mrs. Burrage held up, smil- 
ing, her intelligent, proud, good- 
natured, successful head. “I knew 
a year ago that my son was in love 
with your friend, I know that he 
has been so ever since, and that 
in consequence he would like to 
marry her to-day. I daresay you 
don’t like the idea of her marrying 
at all; it would break up a friend- 
ship which is so full of interest” 
(Olive wondered for a moment 
whether she had been going to say 
“so full of profit”), “for you. This 
is why I hesitated; but since you 
are willing to talk about it, that is 
just what I want.” 

“J don’t see what good it will 
do,” Olive said. 

“How can we tell till we try? I 
never give a thing up till I have 
turned it over in every sense.” 

It was Mrs. Burrage, however, 
who did most of the talking; Olive 
only inserted from time to time an 
inquiry, a protest, a correction, an 
ejaculation tinged with irony. None 
of these things checked or di- 
verted her hostess; Olive saw more 
and more that she wished to please 
her, to win her over, to smooth 
matters down, to place them in a 
new and original light. She was 
very clever and (little by little Ol- 
ive said to herself), absolutely un- 
scrupulous, but she didn’t think 
she was clever enough for what 
she had undertaken. This was nei- 
ther more nor less, in the first 
place, than to persuade Miss Chan- 


cellor that she and her son were 
consumed with sympathy for the 
movement to which Miss Chancel- 
lor had dedicated her life. But how 
could Olive believe that, when she 
saw the type to which Mrs. Bur- 
rage belonged — a type into which 
nature herself had inserted a face 
turned in the very opposite way 
from all ‘earnest and improving 
things? People like Mrs. Burrage 
lived and fattened on abuses, prej- 
udices, privileges, on the petrified, 
cruel fashions of the past. It must 
be added, however, that if her 
hostess was a humbug, Olive had 
mever met one who provoked her 
less; she was such a brilliant, gen- 
ial, artistic one, with such a reck- 
lessness of perfidy, such a willing- 
ness to bribe you if she couldn’t 
deceive you. She seemed to be of- 
fering Olive all the kingdoms of 
the earth if she would only exert 
herself to bring about a state of 
feeling on Verena Tarrant’s part . 
which would lead the girl to ac- 
cept Henry Burrage. 

“We know it’s you—the whole 
business; that you can do what you 
please. You could decide it to- 
morrow with a word.” 

She had hesitated at first, and 
spoken of her hesitation, and it 
might have appeared that she 
would need all her courage to say 
to Olive, that way, face to face, 
that Verena was in such subjection 
to her. But she didn’t look afraid; 
she only looked as if it were an in- 
finite pity Miss Chancellor couldn’t 
understand what immense advan- 
tages and rewards there would be 
for her in striking an alliance with 
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the house of Burrage. Olive was so 
impressed with this, so occupied, 
even, in wondering what these 
mystic benefits might be, and 
whether after all there might not 
be a protection in them (from 
something worse), a fund of some 
sort that she and Verena might 
convert to a large use, setting aside 
the mother and son when once 
they had got what they had to 
give — she was so arrested with the 
vague daze of this vision, the sense 
of Mrs. Burrage’s full hands, her 
eagerness, her thinking it worth 
while to flatter and _ conciliate, 
whatever her pretexts and preten- 
sions might be, that she was al- 
most insensible, for the time, to 
the strangeness of such a woman’s 
coming round to a positive desire 
for a connection with the Tarrants. 
Mrs. Burrage had indeed explained 
this partly by saying that her son’s 
condition was wearing her out, and 
that she would enter into anything 
that would make him happier, 
make him better. She was fonder 
of him than of the whole world 
beside, and it was an anguish to 
her to see him yearning for Miss 
Tarrant only to lose her. She made 
that charge about Olive’s power in 
the matter in such a way that it 
seemed at the same time a tribute 
to her force of character. 

“I don’t know on what terms 
you suppose me to be with my 
friend,” Olive returned, with con- 
siderable majesty. “She will do ex- 
actly as she likes, in such a case as 
the one you allude to. She is ab- 
solutely free; you speak as if I 
were her keeper!” 


Then Mrs. Burrage explained 
that of course she didn’t mean that 
Miss Chancellor exercised a con- 
scious tyranny; but only that Ve- 
rena had a boundless admiration 
for her, saw through her eyes, took 
the impress of all her opinions, 
preferences. She was sure that if 
Olive would only take a favour- 
able view of her son Miss Tarrant 
would instantly throw herself into 
it. “It’s very true that you may 
ask me,” added Mrs. Burrage, 
smiling, “how you can take a fa- 
vourable view of a young man who 
wants to marry the very person in 
the world you want most to keep 
unmarried!” 

This description of Verena was 
of course perfectly correct; but it 
was not agreeable to Olive to have 
the fact in question so clearly per- 
ceived, even by a person who ex- 
pressed it with an air intimating 
that there was nothing in the world 
she couldn’t understand. 

“Did your son know that you 
were going to speak to me about 
this?” Olive asked, rather coldly, 
waiving the question of her influ- 
ence on Verena and the state in 
which she wished her to remain. 

“Oh, yes, poor dear boy; we had 
a long talk yesterday, and I told 
him I would do what I could for 
him. Do you remember the little 
visit I paid to Cambridge last 
spring, when I saw you at his 
rooms? Then it was I began to per- 
ceive how the wind was setting; 
but yesterday we had a real éclair- 
cissement. I didn’t like it at all, at 
first; I don’t mind telling you that, 
now — now that I am really enthu- 
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siastic about it. When a girl is as 
charming, as original, as Miss Tar- 
rant, it doesn’t in the least matter 
who she is; she makes herself the 
standard by which you measure 
her; she makes her own position. 
And then Miss Tarrant has such 
a future!” Mrs. Burrage added, 
quickly, as if that were the last 
thing to be overlooked. “The whole 
question has come up again — the 
feeling that Henry tried to think 
dead, or at least dying, has re- 
vived, through the — I hardly know 
what to call it, but I really may 
say the unexpectedly great effect 
of her appearance here. She was 
really wonderful on Wednesday 
evening; prejudice, conventional- 
ity, every presumption there might 
be against her, had to fall to the 
ground. I expected a success, but 
I didn’t expect what you gave us,” 
Mrs. Burrage went on, smiling, 
while Olive noted her “you.” “In 
short, my poor boy flamed up 
again; and now I see that he will 
never again care for any girl as he 
cares for that one. My dear Miss 
Chancellor, jen ai pris mon parti, 
and perhaps you know my way of 
doing that sort of thing. I am not 
at all good at resigning myself, but 
I am excellent at taking up a craze. 
I haven’t renounced, I have only 
changed sides. For or against, I 
must be a partisan. Don’t you know 
that kind of nature? Henry has 
put the affair into my hands, and 
you see IJ put it into yours. Do help 
me; let us work together.” 

This was a long, explicit speech 
for Mrs. Burrage, who dealt, usu- 
ally, in the cursory and allusive; 


and she may very well have ex- 
pected that Miss Chancellor would 
recognise its importance. What 
Olive did, in fact, was simply to 
inquire, by way of rejoinder: “Why 
did you ask us to come on?” 

If Mrs. Burrage hesitated now, 
it was only for twenty seconds. 
“Simply because we are so inter- 
ested in your work.” 

“That surprises me,” said Olive, 
thoughtfully. 

“I daresay you don’t believe it; 
but such a judgment is superficial. 
I am sure we give proof in the 
offer we make,” Mrs. Burrage re- 
marked, with a good deal of point. 
“There are plenty of girls — with- 
out any views at all—who would 
be delighted to marry my son. He 
is very clever, and he has a large 
fortune. Add to that that he’s an 
angel!” 

That was very true, and Olive 
felt all the more that the attitude 
of these fortunate people, for whom 
the world was so well arranged 
just as it was, was very curious. 
But as she sat there it came over 
her that the human spirit has many 
variations, that the influence of the 
truth is great, and that there are 
such things in life as happy sur- 
prises, quite as well as disagreeable 
ones. Nothing, certainly, forced 
such people to fix their affections 
on the daughter of a “healer”; it 
would be very clumsy to pick her 
out of her generation only for the 
purpose of frustrating her. More- 
over, her observation of their 
young host at Delmonico’s and in 
the spacious box at the Academy 
of Music, where they had privacy 
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and ease, and murmured words 
could pass without making neigh- 
bours more given up to the stage 
turn their heads—her considera- 
tion of Henry Burrage’s manner, 
suggested to her that she had 
measured him rather scantily the 
year before, that he was as much 
in love as the feebler passions of 
the age permitted (for though 
Miss Chancellor believed in the 
amelioration of humanity, she 
thought there was too much water 
in the blood of all of us), that he 
prized Verena for her rarity, which 
was her genius, her gift, and 
would therefore have an interest 
in promoting it, and that he was of 
so soft and fine a paste that his 
wife might do what.she liked with 
him. Of course there would be the 


mother-in-law to count with; but. 


unless she was perjuring herself 
shamelessly Mrs. Burrage really 
had the wish to project herself into 
the new atmosphere, or at least to 
be generous personally; so that, 
oddly enough, the fear that most 
glanced before Olive was not that 
this high, free matron, slightly ir- 
ritable with cleverness and at the 
same time good-natured with pros- 
perity, would bully her son’s bride, 
but rather that she might take too 
fond a possession of her. It was a 
fear which may be described as a 
presentiment of jealousy. It oc- 
curred, accordingly, to Miss Chan- 
cellor’s quick conscience that, pos- 
sibly, the proposal which presented 
itself in circumstances so compli- 
cated and anomalous was simply a 
magnificent chance, an improve- 
ment on the very best, even, that 


she had dreamed of for Verena. 
It meant a large command of mon- 
ey—much larger than her own; 
the association of a couple of 
clever people who simulated con- 
viction very well, whether they 
felt it or not, and who had a hun- 
dred useful worldly ramifications, 
and a kind of social pedestal from 
which she might really shine afar. 
The conscience I have spoken of 
grew positively sick as it thought 
of having such a problem as that 
to consider, such an ordeal to tra- 
verse. In the presence of such a 
contingency the poor girl felt grim 
and helpless; she could only 
vaguely wonder whether she were 
called upon in the name of duty to 
lend a hand to the torture of her 
own spirit. 

“And if she should marry him, 
how could I be sure that — after- 
wards — you would care so much 
about the question which has all 
our thoughts, hers and mine?” This 
inquiry evolved itself from Olive’s 
rapid meditation; but even to her- 
self it seemed a little rough. 

Mrs. Burrage took it admirably. 
“You think we are feigning an in- 
terest, only to get hold of her? 
That’s not very nice of you, Miss 
Chancellor; but of course you have 
to be tremendously careful. I as- 
sure you my son tells me he firmly 
believes your movement is the 
great question of the immediate 
future, that it has entered into a 
new phase; into what does he call 
itP the domain of practical politics. 
As for me, you don’t suppose I 
don’t want everything we poor 
women can get, or that I would 
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refuse any privilege or advantage 
that’s offered me? I don’t rant or 
rave about anything, but I have 
—as I told you just now — my own 
quiet way of being zealous. If you 
had no worse partisan than I, you 
would do very well. My son has 
talked to me immensely about your 
ideas; and even if I should enter 
into them only because he does, I 
should do so quite enough. You 
may say you don’t see Henry dan- 
gling about after a wife who gives 
public addresses; but I am con- 
vinced that a great many things are 
coming to pass—very soon, too — 
that we don’t see in advance. Hen- 
ry is a gentleman to his finger-tips, 
and there is not a situation in 
which he will not conduct himself 
with tact.” 

Olive could see that they really 
wanted Verena immensely, and it 
was impossible for her to believe 
that if they were to get her they 
would not treat her well. It came 
to her that they would even over- 
indulge her, flatter her, spoil her; 
she was perfectly capable, for the 
moment, of assuming that Verena 
was susceptible of deterioration 
and that her own treatment of her 
had been discriminatingly severe. 
She had a hundred protests, ob- 
jections, replies; her only embar- 
rassment could be as to which she 
should use first. 

“I think you have never seen 
Doctor Tarrant and his wife,” she 
remarked, with a calmness which 
she felt to be very pregnant. 

“You mean they are absolutely 
fearfulP My son has told me they 
are quite impossible, and I am 


quite prepared for that. Do you 
ask how we should get on with 
them? My dear young lady, we 
should get on as you do!” 

If Olive had answers, so had 
Mrs. Burrage; she had still an an- 
swer when her visitor, taking up 
the supposition that it was in her 
power to dispose in any manner 
whatsoever of Verena, declared 
that she didn’t know why Mrs. 
Burrage addressed herself to her, 
that Miss Tarrant was free as air, 
that her future was in her own 
hands, that such a matter as this 
was a kind of thing with which it 
could never occur to one to inter- 
fere. “Dear Miss Chancellor, we 
don’t ask you to interfere. The 
only thing we ask of you is simply 
not to interfere.” 

“And have you sent for me only 
for that?” 

“For that, and for what I hinted 
at in my note; that you would re- 
ally exercise your influence with 
Miss Tarrant to induce her to - 
come to us now for a week or two. 
That is really, after all, the main 
thing I ask. Lend her to us, here, 
for a little while, and we will take 
care of the rest. That sounds con- 
ceited — but she would have a good 
time.” 

“She doesn’t live for that,” said 
Olive. 

“What I mean is that she should 
deliver an address every night!” 
Mrs. Burrage returned, smiling. 

“I think you try to prove too 
much. You do_ believe — though 
you pretend you don’t — that I con- 
trol her actions, and as far as pos- 
sible her desires, and that I am 
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jealous of any other relations she 
may possibly form. I can imagine 
that we may perhaps have that-air, 
though it only proves how little 
such an association as ours is un- 
derstood, and how superficial is 
still” — Olive felt that her “still” 
was really historical —“the inter- 
pretation of many of the elements 
in the activity of women, how 
much the public conscience with 
regard to them needs to be edu- 
cated. Your conviction with respect 
to my attitude being what I be- 
lieve it to be,’ Miss Chancellor 
went on, “I am surprised at your 
not perceiving how little it is in 
my interest to deliver my—my 
victim up to you.” 

If we were at this moment to 
take, in a single glance, an inside 
view of Mrs. Burrage (a liberty 
we have not yet ventured on), I 
suspect we should find that she 
was considerably exasperated at 
her visitor’s superior tone, at see- 
ing herself regarded by this dry, 
shy, obstinate, provincial young 
woman as superficial. If she liked 
Verena very nearly as much as she 
tried to convince Miss Chancellor, 
she was conscious of disliking Miss 
Chancellor more than she should 
probably ever be able to reveal to 
Verena. It was doubtless partly 
her irritation that found a voice as 
she said, after a self-administered 
pinch of caution not to say too 
much, “Of course it would be ab- 
surd in us to assume that Miss Tar- 
rant would find my son irresistible, 
especially as she has already re- 
fused him. But even if she should 
remain obdurate, should you con- 


sider yourself quite safe as regards 
others?” 

The manner in which Miss 
Chancellor rose from her chair on 
hearing these words showed her 
hostess that if she had wished to 
take a little revenge by frighten- 
ing her, the experiment was suc- 
cessful. “What others do you 
mean?” Olive asked, standing very 
straight, and turning down her 
eyes as from a great height. 

Mrs. Burrage—since we have 
begun to look into her mind we 
may continue the process —had 
not meant any one in particular; 
but a train of association was sud- 
denly kindled in her thought by 
the flash of the girl’s resentment. 
She remembered the gentleman 
who had come up to her in the 
music-room, after Miss Tarrant’s 
address, while she was talking 
with Olive, and to whom. that 
young lady had given so cold a 
welcome. “I don’t mean any one 
in particular; but, for instance, 
there is the young man to whom 
she asked me to send an invita- 
tion to my party, and who looked 
to me like a possible admirer.” 
Mrs. Burrage also got up; then she 
stood a moment, closer to her vis- 
itor. “Don’t you think it’s a good 
deal to expect that, young, pretty, 
attractive, clever, charming as she 
is, you should be able to keep her 
always, to exclude other affections, 
to cut off a whole side of life, to 
defend her against dangers — if 
you call them dangers —to which 
every young woman who is not 
positively repulsive is exposed? 
My dear young lady, I wonder if 
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I might give you three words of 
advice?” Mrs. Burrage did not wait 
till Olive had answered this in- 
quiry; she went on quickly, with 
her air of knowing exactly what 
she wanted to say and feeling at 
the same time that, good as it 
might be, the manner of saying it, 
like the manner of saying most 
other things, was not worth trou- 
bling much about. “Don’t attempt 
the impossible. You have got hold 
of a good thing; don’t spoil it by 
trying to stretch it too far. If you 
don’t take the better, perhaps you 
will have to take the worse; if it’s 
safety you want I should think she 
was much safer with my son — for 
with us you know the worst — than 
as a possible prey to adventurers, 
to exploiters, or to people who, 
once they had got hold of her, 
would shut her up altogether.” 
Olive dropped her eyes; she 
couldn’t endure Mrs. Burrage’s 
horrible expression of being near 
the mark, her look of worldly clev- 
erness, of a confidence born of 
much experience. She felt that 
nothing would be spared her, that 
she should have to go to the end, 
that this ordeal also must be faced, 
and that, in particular, there was 
a detestable wisdom in her host- 
ess’s advice. She was conscious, 
however, of no obligation to rec- 
ognise it then and there; she want- 
ed to get off, and even to carry 
Mrs. Burrage’s sapient words along 
with her —to hurry to some place 
where she might be alone and 
think. “I don’t know why you have 
thought it right to send for me 
only to say this. I take no interest 


whatever in your son — in his set- 
tling in life.” And she gathered 
her mantle more closely about her, 
turning away. 

“Tt is exceedingly kind of you to 
have come,” said Mrs. Burrage, 
imperturbably. “Think of what I 
have said; I am sure you won't feel 
that you have wasted your hour.” 

“I have a great many things to 
think of!” Olive exclaimed, insin- 
cerely; for she knew that Mrs. 
Burrage’s ideas would haunt her. 

“And tell her that if she will 
make us the little visit, all New 
York shall sit at her feet!” 

That was what Olive wanted, 
and yet it seemed a mockery to 
hear Mrs. Burrage say it. Miss 
Chancellor retreated, making no 
response even when her hostess 
declared again that she was under 
great obligations to her for com- 
ing. When she reached the street 
she found she was deeply agitated, 
but not with a sense of weakness; 
she hurried along, excited and dis- 
mayed, feeling that her insuffer- 
able conscience was bristling like 
some irritated animal, that a mag- 
nificent offer had really been made 
to Verena, and that there was no 
way for her to persuade herself 
she might be silent about it. Of 
course, if Verena should be tempt- 
ed by the idea of being made so 
much of by the Burrages, the dan- 
ger of Basil Ransom getting any 
kind of hold on her would cease to 
be pressing. That was what was 
present to Olive as she walked 
along, and that was what made 
her nervous, conscious only of this 
problem that had suddenly turned 
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the bright day to grayness, heed- 
less of the sophisticated-looking 
people who passed her on the wide 
Fifth Avenue pavement. It had 
risen in her mind the day before, 
planted first by Mrs. Burrage’s 
note; and then, as we know, she 
had vaguely entertained the con- 
ception, asking Verena whether 
she would make the visit if it were 
again to be pressed upon them. It 
had been pressed, certainly, and 
the terms of the problem were now 
so much sharper that they seemed 
cruel. What had been in her own 
mind was that if Verena should 
appear to lend herself to the Bur- 
rages Basil Ransom might be dis- 
couraged — might think that, shab- 
by and poor, there was no chance 
for him as against people with ev- 
ery advantage of fortune and po- 
sition. She didn’t see him relax his 
purpose so easily; she knew she 
didn’t believe he was of that pu- 
sillanimous fibre. Still, it was a 
chance, and any chance that might 
help her had been worth consider- 
ing. At present she saw it was a 
question not of Verena’s lending 
herself, but of a positive gift, or at 
least of a bargain in which the 
terms would be immensely liberal. 
It would be impossible to use the 
Burrages as a shelter on the as- 
sumption that they were not dan- 
gerous, for they became dangerous 
from the moment they set up as 
sympathisers, took the ground that 
what they offered the girl was sim- 
ply a boundless opportunity. It 
came back to Olive, again and 
again, that this was, and could 
only be, fantastic and false; but it 


was always possible that Verena 
might not think it so, might trust 
them all the way. When Miss 
Chancellor had a pair of alterna- 
tives to consider, a question of 
duty to study, she put a kind of 
passion into it—felt, above all, 
that the matter must be settled 
that very hour, before anything in 
life could go on. It seemed to her 
at present that she couldn’t re- 
enter the house in Tenth Street 
without having decided first wheth- 
er she might trust the Burrages or 
not. By “trust” them, she meant 
trust them to fail in winning Ve- 
rena over, while at the same time 
they put Basil Ransom on a false 
scent. Olive was able to say to her- 
self that he probably wouldn’t have 
the hardihood to push after her into 
those gilded saloons, which, in any 
event, would be closed to him as 
soon as the mother and son should 
discover what he wanted. She even 
asked herself whether Verena 
would not be still better defended 
from the young Southerner in New 
York, amid complicated hospitali- 
ties, than in Boston with a cousin 
of the enemy. She continued to 
walk down the Fifth Avenue, with- 
out noticing the cross-streets, and 
after a while became conscious 
that she was approaching Wash- 
ington Square. By this time she 
had also definitely reasoned it out 
that Basil Ransom and Henry Bur- 
rage could not both capture Miss 
Tarrant, that therefore there could 
not be two dangers, but only one; 
that this was a good deal gained, 
and that it behooved her to deter- 
mine which peril had most reality, 
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in order that she might deal with 
that one only. She held her way to 
the Square, which, as all the world 
knows, is of great extent and open 
to the encircling street. The trees 
and grass-plats had begun to bud 
and sprout, the fountains plashed 
in the sunshine, the children of the 
quarter, both the dingier types 
from the south side, who played 
games that required much chalk- 
ing of the paved walks, and much 
sprawling and crouching there, un- 
der the feet of passers, and the 
little curled and feathered people 
who drove their hoops under the 
eyes of French nursemaids — all 
the infant population filled the ver- 
nal air with small sounds which 
had a crude, tender quality, like 
the leaves and the thin herbage. 
Olive wandered through the place, 
and ended by sitting down on one 
of the continuous benches. It was 
a long time since she had done 
anything so vague, so wasteful. 
There were a dozen things which, 
as she was staying over in New 
York, she ought to do; but she for- 
got them, or, if she thought of 
them, felt that they were now of 
no moment. She remained in her 
place an hour, brooding, tremu- 
lous, turning over and over certain 
thoughts. It seemed to her that 
she was face to face with a crisis 
of her destiny, and that she must 
not shrink from seeing it exactly as 
it was. Before she rose to return 
to Tenth Street she had made up 
her mind that there was no men- 
ace so great as the menace of Basil 
Ransom; she had accepted in 
thought any arrangement which 


¢ 


would deliver her from that. If the 
Burrages were to take Verena they 
would take her from Olive immeas- 
urably less than he would do; it 
was from him, from him they 
would take her most. She walked 
back to her boarding house, and 
the servant who admitted her said, 
in answer to her inquiry as to 
whether Verena were at home, 
that Miss Tarrant had gone out 
with the gentleman who called in 
the morning, and had not yet come 
in. Olive stood staring; the clock 
in the hall marked three. 
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“CoME out with me, Miss Tarrant; 
come out with me. Do come out 
with me.” That was what Basil 
Ransom had been saying to Ve- 
rena when they stood where Olive 
perceived them, in the embrasure 
of the window. It had of course 
taken considerable talk to lead up 
to this; for the tone, even more 
than the words, indicated a large 
increase of intimacy. Verena was 
mindful of this when he spoke; 
and it frightened her a little, made 
her uneasy, which was one of the 
reasons why she got up from her 
chair and went to the window — 
an inconsequent movement, inas- 
much as her wish was to impress 
upon him that it was impossible 
she should comply with his re- 
quest. It would have served this 
end much better for her to sit, 
very firmly, in her place. He made 
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her nervous and restless; she was 
beginning to perceive that he pro- 
duced a peculiar effect upon her. 
Certainly, she had been out With 
him at home the very first time he 
called upon her; but it seemed to 
her to make an important differ- 
ence that she herself should then 
have proposed the walk— simply 
because it was the easiest thing to 
do when a person came to see you 
in Monadnoc Place. 

They had gone out that time be- 
cause she wanted to, not because 
he did. And then it was one thing 
for her to stroll with him round 
Cambridge, where she knew every 
step and had the confidence and 
freedom which came from being 
on her own ground, and the pre- 
text, which was perfectly natural, 
of wanting to show him the col- 
leges, and quite another thing to 
go wandering with him through 
the streets of this great strange 
city, which, attractive, delightful 
as it was, had not the suitableness 
even of being his home, not his 
real one. He wanted to show her 
something, he wanted to show her 
everything; but she was not sure 
now — after an hour’s talk—that 
she particularly wanted to see any- 
thing more that he could show 
her. He had shown her a great 
deal while he sat there, especially 
what balderdash he thought it — 
the whole idea of women’s being 
equal to men. He seemed to have 
come only for that, for he was all 
the while revolving round it; she 
couldn’t speak of anything but 
what he brought it back to the 
question of some new truth like 


that. He didn’t say so in so many 
words; on the contrary, he was tre- 
mendously insinuating and satiri- 
cal, and pretended to think she 
had proved all and a great deal 
more than she wanted to prove; 
but his exaggeration, and the way 
he rung all the changes on two or 
three of the points she had made at 
Mrs. Burrage’s, were just the sign 
that he was a scoffer of scoffers. He 
wouldn’t do anything but laugh; 
he seemed to think that he might 
laugh at her all day without her 
taking offence. Well, he might if it 
amused him; but she didn’t see 
why she should ramble round New 
York with him to give him his op- 
portunity. 

She had told him, and she had 
told Olive, that she was deter- 
mined to produce some effect on 
him; but now, suddenly, she felt 
differently about that — she ceased 
to care whether she produced any 
effect or not. She didn’t see why 
she should take him so seriously, 
when he wouldn’t take her so; that 
is, wouldn’t take her ideas. She 
had guessed before that he didn’t 
want to discuss them; this had been 
in her mind when she said to him 
at Cambridge that his interest in 
her was personal, not controversial. 
Then she had simply meant that, 
as an inquiring young Southerner, 
he had wanted to see what a bright 
New England girl was like; but 
since then it had become a little 
more clear to her —her short talk 
with Ransom at Mrs. Burrage’s 
threw some light upon the ques- 
tion — what the personal interest 
of a young Southerner (however 
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inquiring merely) might amount 
to. Did he too want to make love 
to her? This idea made Verena 
rather impatient, weary in ad- 
vance. The thing she desired least 
in the world was to be put into the 
wrong with Olive; for she had cer- 
tainly given her ground to believe 
(not only in their scene the night 
before, which was a simple repeti- 
tion, but all along, from the very 
first), that she really had an in- 
terest which would transcend any 
attraction coming from such a 
source as that. If yesterday it 
seemed to her that she should like 
to struggle with Mr. Ransom, to 
refute and convince him, she had 
this morning gone into the parlour 
to receive him with the idea that, 
now they were alone together in a 
quiet, favourable place, he would 
perhaps take up the different 
points of her address one by one, 
as several gentlemen had done 
after hearing her on other occa- 
sions. There was nothing she liked 
so well as that, and Olive never 
had anything to say against it. But 
he hadn’t taken up anything; he 
had simply laughed and chaffed, 
and unrolled a string of queer fan- 
cies about the delightful way wom- 
en would fix things when, as she 
said in her address, they should 
get out of their box. He kept talk- 
ing about the box; he seemed as if 
he wouldn’t let go that simile. He 
said that he had come to look at 
her through the glass sides, and if 
he wasn’t afraid of hurting her he 
would smash them in. He was de- 
termined to find the key that would 
open it, if he had to look for it all 


over the world; it was tantalising 
only to be able to talk to her 
through the keyhole. If he didn’t 
want to take up the subject, he at 
least wanted to take her up—to 
keep his hand upon her as long as 
he could. Verena had had no such 
sensation since the first day she 
went in to see Olive Chancellor, 
when she felt herself plucked from 
the earth and borne aloft. 

“It’s the most lovely day, and I 
should like so much to show you 
New York, as you showed me your 
beautiful Harvard,” Basil Ransom 
went on, pressing her to accede to 
his proposal. “You said that was 
the only thing you could do for 
me then, and so this is the only 
thing I can do for you here. It 
would be odious to see you go 
away, giving me nothing but this 
stiff little talk in a boarding-house 
parlour.” 

“Mercy, if you call this stiff!” 
Verena exclaimed, laughing, while 
at that moment Olive passed out of 
the house and descended the steps 
before her eyes. 

“My poor cousin’s stiff; she 
wont turn her head a_hair’s 
breadth to look at us,” said the 
young man. Olive’s figure, as she 
went by, was, for Verena, full of 
a queer, touching, tragic expres- 
sion, saying ever so many things, 
both familiar and strange; and 
Basil Ransom’s companion pri- 
vately remarked how little men 
knew about women, or indeed 
about what was really delicate, 
that he, without any cruel inten- 
tion, should attach an idea of rid- 
icule to such an incarnation of the 
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pathetic, should speak rough, de- 
risive words about it. Ransom, in 
truth, to-day, was not disposed to 
be very scrupulous, and he only 
wanted to get rid of Olive Chan- 
cellor, whose image, at last, decid- 
edly bothered and bored him. He 
was glad to see her go out; but 
that was not sufficient, she would 
come back quick enough; the place 
itself contained her, expressed her. 
For to-day he wanted to take pos- 
session of Verena, to carry her to 
a distance, to reproduce a little 
the happy conditions they had en- 
joyed the day of his visit to Cam- 
bridge. And the fact that in the 
nature of things it could only be 
for to-day made his desire more 
keen, more full of purpose. He had 
thought over the whole question in 
the last forty-eight hours, and it 
was his belief that he saw things 
in their absolute reality. He took a 
greater interest in her than he had 
taken in any one yet, but he pro- 
posed, after to-day, not to let that 
accident make any difference. This 
was precisely what gave its high 
value to the present limited occa- 
sion. He was too shamefully poor, 
too shabbily and meagrely 
equipped, to have the right to talk 
of marriage to a girl in Verena’s 
very peculiar position. He under- 
stood now how good that position 
was, from a worldly point of view; 
her address at Mrs. Burrage’s gave 
him something definite to go upon, 
showed him what she could do, 
that people would flock in thou- 
sands to an exhibition so charm- 
ing (and small blame to them); 
that she might easily have a big 


career, like that of a distinguished 
actress or singer, and that she 
would make money in quantities 
only slightly smaller than per- 
formers of that kind. Who wouldn’t 
pay half a dollar for such an hour 
as he had passed at Mrs. Bur- 
rages? The sort of thing she was 
able to do, to say, was an article 
for which there was more and more 
demand — fluent, pretty, third-rate 
palaver, conscious or unconscious, 
perfected humbug; the stupid, gre- 
garious, gullible public, the en- 
lightened democracy of his native 
land, could swallow unlimited 
draughts of it. He was sure she 
could go, like that, for several 
years, with her portrait in the 
druggists’ windows and her posters 
on the fences, and during that 
time would make a fortune suffi- 
cient to keep her in affluence for 
evermore. I shall perhaps expose 
our young man to the contempt of 
superior minds if I say that all this 
seemed to him an insuperable im- 
pediment to his making up to Ve- 
rena. His scruples were doubtless 
begotten of a false pride, a senti- 
ment in which there was a thread 
of moral tinsel, as there was in the 
Southern idea of chivalry; but he 
felt ashamed of his own poverty, 
the positive flatness of his situa- 
tion, when he thought of the gild- 
ed nimbus that surrounded the 
protégée of Mrs. Burrage. This 
shame was possible to him even 
while he was conscious of what a 
mean business it was to practise 
upon human imbecility, how much 
better it was even to be seedy and 
obscure, discouraged about one’s 
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self. He had been born to the pros- 
pect of a fortune, and in spite of 
the years of misery that followed 
the war had never rid himself of 
the belief that a gentleman who 
desired to unite himself to a charm- 
ing girl couldn’t yet ask her to 
come and live with him in sordid 
conditions. On the other hand it 
was no possible basis of matrimony 
that Verena should continue for his 
advantage the exercise of her re- 
munerative profession; if he should 
become her husband he should 
know a way to strike her dumb. In 
the midst of this an irrepressible 
desire urged him on to taste, for 
once, deeply, all that he was con- 
demned to lose, or at any rate for- 
bidden to attempt to gain. To 
spend a day with her and not to 
-see her again —that presented it- 
self to him at once as the least and 
the most that was possible. He did 
not need even to remind himself 
that young Mr. Burrage was able 
to offer her everything he lacked, 
including the most amiable adhe- 
sion to her views. 

“Tt will be charming in the Park 
to-day. Why not take a stroll with 
me there as I did with you in the 
little park at Harvard?” he asked, 
when Olive had disappeared. 

“Oh, I’ve seen it, very well, in 
every corner. A friend of mine 
kindly took me to drive there yes- 
terday,” Verena said. 

“A friend? —do you mean Mr. 
Burrage?” And Ransom stood look- 
ing at her with his extraordinary 
eyes. “Of course, I haven’t a ve- 
hicle to drive you in; but we can 
sit on a bench and talk.” She didn’t 


say it was Mr. Burrage, but she 
was unable to say it was not, and 
something in her face showed him 
that he had guessed. So he went 
on: “Is it only with him you can 
go out? Won't he like it, and may 
you only do what he likes? Mrs. 
Luna told me he wants to marry 
you, and I saw at his mother’s how 
he stuck to you. If you are going 
to marry him, you can drive with 
him every day in the year, and 
that’s just a reason for your giving 
me an hour or two now, before it 
becomes impossible.” He didn’t 
mind much what he said — it had 
been his plan not to mind much 
to-day — and so long as he made 
her do what he wanted he didn’t 
care much how he did it. But he 
saw that his words brought the col- 
our to her face; she stared, sur- 
prised at his freedom and familiar- 
ity. He went on, dropping the 
hardness, the irony of which he 
was conscious, out of his tone. “I 
know it’s no business of mine 
whom you marry, or even whom 
you drive with, and I beg your par- 
don if I seem indiscreet and ob- 
trusive; but I would give anything 
just to detach you a little from 
your ties, your belongings, and 
feel for an hour or two, as if —as 
if ” And he paused. 

“As if what?” she asked, very 
seriously. 





“As if there were no such per- 
son as Mr. Burrage—as Miss 
Chancellor —in the whole place.” 
This had not been what he was 
going to say; he used different 
words. 

“IT don’t know what you mean, 
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why you speak of other persons. I 
can do as I like, perfectly. But I 
don’t know why you should take 
so for granted that that would be 
it!” Verena spoke these words not 
out of coquetry, or to make him 
beg her more for a favour, but be- 
cause she was thinking, and she 
wanted to gain a moment. His allu- 
sion to Henry Burrage touched 
her, his belief that she had been 
in the Park under circumstances 
more agreeable than those he pro- 
posed. They were not; somehow, 
she wanted him to know that. To 
wander there with a companion, 
slowly stopping, lounging, looking 
at the animals as she had seen the 
people do the day before; to sit 
down in some out-of-the-way part 
where there were distant views, 
which she had noticed from her 
high perch beside Henry Burrage 
—she had to look down so, it made 
her feel unduly fine: that was 
much more to her taste, much 
more her idea of true enjoyment. 
It came over her that Mr. Ransom 
had given up his work to come to 
her at such an hour; people of his 
kind, in the morning, were always 
getting their living, and it was only 
for Mr. Burrage that it didn’t mat- 
ter, inasmuch as he had no profes- 
sion. Mr. Ransom simply wanted 
to give up his whole day. That 
pressed upon her; she was, as the 
most good-natured girl in the 
world, too entirely tender not to 
feel any sacrifice that was made 
for her; she had always done ev- 
erything that people asked. Then, 
if Olive should make that strange 
arrangement for her to go to Mrs. 


Burrage’s he would take it as a 
proof that there was something se- 
rious between her and the gentle- 
man of the house, in spite of any- 
thing she might say to the con- 
trary; moreover, if she should go 
she wouldn’t be able to receive 
Mr. Ransom there. Olive would 
trust her not to, and she must cer- 
tainly, in future, not disappoint 
Olive nor keep anything back from 
her, whatever she might have done 
in the past. Besides, she didn’t 
want to do that; she thought it 
much better not. It was this idea 
of the episode which was possibly 
in store for her in New York, and 
from which her present companion 
would be so completely excluded, 
that worked upon her now with a 
rapid transition, urging her to 
grant him what he asked, so that 
in advance she should have made 
up for what she might not do for 
him later. But most of all she dis- 
liked his thinking she was engaged 
to some one. She didn’t know, it is 
true, why she should mind it; and 
indeed, at this moment, our young 
lady’s feelings were not in any way 
clear to her. She did not see what 
was the use of letting her acquaint- 
ance with Mr. Ransom become 
much closer (since his interest did 
really seem personal); and yet she 
presently asked him why he wanted 
her to go out with him, and wheth- 
er there was anything particular 
he wanted to say to her (there 
was no one like Verena for mak- 
ing speeches apparently flirtatious, 
with the best faith and the most 
innocent intention in the world); 
as if that would not be precisely 
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a reason to make it well she should 
get rid of him altogether. 

“Of course I have something 
particular to say to you—I have a 
tremendous lot to say to you!” the 
‘young man exclaimed. “Far more 
than I can say in this stuck-up, 
confined room, which is public, 
too, so that any one may come in 
from one moment to another. Be- 
sides,” he added, sophistically, “it 
isn’t proper for me to pay a visit 
of three hours.” 

Verena did not take up the soph- 
‘istry, nor ask him whether it 
‘would be more proper for her to 
‘ramble about the city with him 
‘for an equal period; she only said, 
“Is it something that I shall care 
to hear, or that will do me any 
good?” 

“Well, I hope it will do you 
wood; but I don’t suppose you will 
«care much to hear it.” Basil Ran- 
‘som hesitated a moment, smiling 
at her; then he went on: “It’s to 
tell you, once for all, how much I 
really do differ from you!” He said 
this at a venture, but it was a hap- 
py inspiration. 

If it was only that, Verena 
thought she might go, for that was 
not personal. “Well, I’m glad you 
care so much,” she answered, mus- 
ingly. But she had another scruple 
still, and she expressed it in say- 
ing that she should like Olive very 
much to find her when she came 
in. 

“That’s all very well,” Ransom 
returned; “but does she think that 
she only has a right to go out? 
Does she expect you to keep the 
house because she’s abroad? If she 


stays out long enough, she will find 
you when she comes in.” 

“Her going out that way —it 
proves that she trusts me,” Ve- 
rena said, with a candour which 
alarmed her as soon as she had 
spoken. 

Her alarm was just, for Basil 
Ransom instantly caught up her 
words, with a _ great mocking 
amazement. “Trusts youP and why 
shouldn’t she trust you? Are you a 
little girl of ten and she your gov- 
erness? Haven’t you any liberty at 
all, and is she always watching you 
and holding you to an account? 
Have you such vagabond instincts 
that you are only thought safe 
when you are between four walls?” 
Ransom was going on to speak, in 
the same tone, of her having felt 
it necessary to keep Olive in ig- 
norance of his visit to Cambridge 
—a fact they had touched on, by 
implication, in their short talk at 
Mrs. Burrage’s; but in a moment 
he saw that he had said enough. 
As for Verena, she had said more 
than she meant, and the simplest _ 
way to unsay it was to go and get 
her bonnet and jacket and let him 
take her where he liked. Five min- 
utes later he was walking up and 
down the parlour, waiting while 
she prepared herself to go out. 

They went up to the Central 


‘Park by the elevated railway, and 


Verena reflected, as they proceed- 
ed, that anyway Olive was prob- 
ably disposing of her somehow at 
Mrs. Burrage’s, and that therefore 
there wasn’t much harm in her 
just taking this little run on her 
own responsibility, especially as 
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she should only be out an hour — 
which would be just the duration 
of Olive’s absence. The beauty of 
the “elevated” was that it took you 
up to the Park and brought you 
back in a few minutes, and you 
had all the rest of the hour to walk 
about and see the place. It was so 
pleasant now that one was glad to 
see it twice over. The long, narrow 
inclosure, across which the houses 
in the streets that border it look at 
each other with their glittering 
windows, bristled with the raw 
delicacy of April, and, in spite of 
its rockwork grottoes and tunnels, 
its pavilions and statues, its too 
numerous paths and pavements, 
lakes too big for the landscape and 
bridges too big for the lakes, ex- 
pressed all the fragrance and fresh- 
ness of the most charming moment 
of the year. Once Verena was fairly 
launched the spirit of the day took 
possession of her; she was glad to 
have come, she forgot about Olive, 
enjoyed the sense of wandering in 
the great city with a remarkable 
young man who would take beau- 
tiful care of her, while no one else 
in the world knew where she was. 
It was very different from her drive 
yesterday with Mr. Burrage, but 
it was more free, more intense, 
more full of amusing incident and 
opportunity. She could stop and 
look at everything now, and in- 
dulge all her curiosities, even the 
most childish; she could feel as if 
she were out for the day, though 
she was not really — as she had not 
done since she was a little girl, 
when in the country, once or twice, 
when her father and mother had 


drifted into summer quarters, gone 
out of town like people of fash- 
ion, she had, with a chance com- 
panion, strayed far from home, 
spent hours in the woods and 
fields, looking for raspberries and 
playing she was a gipsy. Basil Ran- 
som had begun with proposing, 
strenuously, that she should come 
somewhere and have luncheon; he 
had brought her out half an hour 
before that meal was served in 
West Tenth Street, and he main- 
tained that he owed her the com- 
pensation of seeing that she was 
properly fed; he knew a very quiet, 
luxurious French restaurant, near 
the top of the Fifth Avenue: he 
didn’t tell her that he knew it 
through having once lunched there 
in company with Mrs. Luna. Ve- 
rena for the present declined his 
hospitality — said she was going to 
be out so short a time that it wasn’t 
worth the trouble; she should not 
be hungry, luncheon to her was 
nothing, she would eat when she 
went home. When he pressed her 
she said she would see later, per- 
haps, if she should find she wanted 
something. She would have liked 
immensely to go with him to an 
eating-house, and yet, with this, 
she was afraid, just as she was 
rather afraid, at bottom, and in the 
intervals of her quick pulsations of 
amusement, of the whole expedi- 
tion, not knowing why she had 
come, though it made her happy, 
and reflecting that there was really 
nothing Mr. Ransom could have to 
say to her that would concern her 
closely enough. He knew what he 
intended about her sharing the 
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noonday repast with him somehow; 
it had been part of his plan that 
she should sit opposite him at a 
little table, taking her napkin out 
of its curious folds — sit there smil- 
ing back at him while he said to 
her certain things that hummed, 
like memories of tunes, in his 
fancy, and they waited till some- 
thing extremely good, and a little 
vague, chosen out of a French 
carte, was brought them. That was 
not at all compatible with her go- 
ing home at the end of half an 
hour, as she seemed to expect to. 
They visited the animals in the lit- 
tle zoological garden which forms 
one of the attractions of the Cen- 
tral Park; they observed the swans 
in the ornamental water, and they 
even considered the question of 
taking a boat for half an hour, 
Ransom saying that they needed 
this to make their visit complete. 
Verena replied that she didn’t see 
why it should be complete, and 
after having threaded the devious 
ways of the Ramble, lost them- 
selves in the Maze, and admired 
all the statues and busts of great 
men with which the grounds are 
decorated, they contented them- 
selves with resting on a seques- 
tered bench, where, however, there 
was a pretty glimpse of the dis- 
tance and an occasional stroller 
creaked by on the asphalt walk. 
They had had by this time a 
great deal of talk, none of which, 
nevertheless, had been serious to 
Verena’s view. Mr. Ransom contin- 
ued to joke about everything, in- 
cluding the emancipation of wom- 
en; Verena, who had always lived 


with people who took the world 
very earnestly, had never encoun- 
tered such a power of disparage- 
ment or heard so much sarcasm 
levelled at the institutions of her 
country and the tendencies of the 
age. At first she replied to him, 
contradicted, showed a high spirit 
of retort, turning his irreverence 
against himself; she was too quick 
and ingenious not to be able to 
think of something to oppose — 
talking in a fanciful strain —to al- 
most everything he said. But little 
by little she grew weary and rath- 
er sad; brought up, as she had 
been, to admire new ideas, to crit- 
icise the social arrangements that 
one met almost everywhere, and 
to disapprove of a great many 
things, she had yet never dreamed 
of such a wholesale arraignment as 
Mr. Ransom’s, so much bitterness 
as she saw lurking beneath his ex- 
aggerations, his misrepresentations. 
She knew he was an intense con- 
servative, but she didn’t know that 
being a conservative could make 
a person so aggressive and unmer- 
ciful. She thought conservatives 
were only smug and stubborn and 
self-complacent, satisfied with 
what actually existed; but Mr. Ran- 
som didn’t seem any more satis- 
fied with what existed than with 
what she wanted to exist, and he 
was ready to say worse things 
about some of those whom she 
would have supposed to be on his 
own side than she thought it right 
to say about almost any one. She 
ceased after a while to care to ar- 
gue with him, and wondered what 
could have happened to him to 
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make him so perverse. Probably 
something had gone wrong in his 
life —he had had some misfortune 
that coloured his whole view of 
the world. He was a cynic; she had 
often heard about that state of 
mind, though she had never en- 
countered it, for all the people she 
had seen only cared, if possible, 
too much. Of Basil Ransom’s per- 
sonal history she knew only what 
Olive had told her, and that was 
but a general outline, which left 
plenty of room for private dramas, 
secret disappointments and suffer- 
ings. As she sat there beside him 
she thought of some of these 
things, asked herself whether they 
were what he was thinking of 
when he said, for instance, that he 
was sick of all the modern cant 
about freedom and had no sym- 
pathy with those who wanted an 
extension of it. What was needed 
for the good of the world was that 
people should make a better use 
of the liberty they possessed. Such 
declarations as this took Verena’s 
breath away; she didn’t suppose 
you could hear any one say such 
a thing as that in the nineteenth 
century, even the least advanced. 
It was of a piece with his de- 
nouncing the spread of education; 
he thought the spread of education 
a gigantic farce — people stuffing 
their heads with a lot of empty 
catchwords that prevented them 
from doing their work quietly and 
honestly. You had a right to an ed- 
ucation only if you had an intelli- 
gence, and if you looked at the 
matter with any desire to see 
things as they are you soon per- 


ceived that an intelligence was a 
very rare luxury, the attribute of 
one person in a hundred. He 
seemed to take a pretty low view 
of humanity, anyway. Verena 
hoped that something really bad 
had happened to him—not by 
way of gratifying any resentment 
he aroused in her nature, but to 
help herself to forgive him for so 
much contempt and brutality. She 
wanted to forgive him, for after 
they had sat on their bench half 
an hour and his jesting mood had 
abated a little, so that he talked 
with more consideration (as_ it 
seemed), and more sincerity, a 
strange feeling came over her, a 
perfect willingness not to keep in- 
sisting on her own side and a de- 
sire not to part from him with a 
mere accentuation of their differ- 
ences. Strange I call the nature of 
her reflections, for they softly bat- 
tled with each other as she lis- 
tened, in the warm, still air, 
touched with the far-away hum of 
the immense city, to his deep, 
sweet, distinct voice, expressing 
monstrous opinions with exotic ca- 
dences and mild, familiar laughs, 
which, as he leaned towards her, 
almost tickled her cheek and ear. 
It seemed to her strangely harsh, 
almost cruel, to have brought her 
out only to say to her things which, 
after all, free as she was to contra- 
dict them and tolerant as she al- 
ways tried to be, could only give 
her pain; yet there was a spell 
upon her as she listened; it was in 
her nature to be easily submissive, 
to like being overborne. She could 
be silent when people insisted, and 
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silent without acrimony. Her whole 
relation to Olive was a kind of 
tacit, tender assent to passionate 
insistence, and if this had ended 
by being easy and agreeable to her 
(and indeed had never been any- 
thing else), it may be supposed 
that the struggle of yielding to a 
will which she felt to be stronger 
even than Olive’s was not of long 
duration. Ransom’s will had the ef- 
fect of making her linger even 
while she knew the afternoon was 
going on, that Olive would have 
come back and found her still ab- 
sent, and would have been sub- 
merged again in the bitter waves 
of anxiety. She saw her, in fact, as 
she must be at that moment, post- 
ed at the window of her room in 
_ Tenth Street, watching for some 
sign of her return, listening for her 
step on the staircase, her voice in 
the hall. Verena looked at this im- 
age as at a painted picture, per- 
ceived all it represented, every de- 
tail. If it didn’t move her more, 
make her start to her feet, dart 
away from Basil Ransom and hur- 
ry back to her friend, this was be- 
cause the very torment to which 
she was conscious of subjecting 
that friend made her say to herself 
that it must be the very last. This 
was the last time she could ever 
sit by Mr. Ransom and hear him 
express himself in a manner that 
interfered so with her life; the or- 
deal had been so personal and so 
complete that she forgot, for the 
moment, it was also the first time 
it had occurred. It might have 
been going on for months. She was 
perfectly aware that it could bring 


them to nothing, for one must lead 
one’s own life; it was impossible 
to lead the life of another, espe- 
cially when that other was so dif- 
ferent, so arbitrary and unscrupu- 
lous. 
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“I PRESUME you are the only per- 
son in this country who feels as 
you do,” she observed at last. 

“Not the only person who feels 
so, but very possibly the only per- 
son who thinks so. I have an idea 
that my convictions exist in a 
vague, unformulated state in the 
minds of a great many of my fel- 
low-citizens. If I should succeed 
some day in giving them adequate 
expression I should simply put in- 
to shape the slumbering instincts 
of an important minority.” 

“T am glad you admit it’s a mi- 
nority!” Verena exclaimed. “That’s 
fortunate for us poor creatures. 
And what do you call adequate ex- 
pression? I presume you would like 
to be President of the United 
States?” 

“And breathe forth my views in 
glowing messages to a palpitating 
Senate? That is exactly what I 
should like to be; you read my as- 
pirations wonderfully well.” 

“Well, do you consider that you 
have advanced far in that direc- 
tion, as yet?” Verena asked. 

This question, with the tone in 
which it happened to be uttered, 
seemed to the young man to pro- 
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ject rather an ironical light upon 
his present beggarly condition, so 
that for a moment he said nothing; 
a moment during which if his 
neighbour had glanced round at 
his face she would have seen it or- 
namented by an incipient blush. 
Her words had for him the effect 
of a sudden, though, on the part 
of a young woman who had of 
course every right to defend her- 
self, a perfectly legitimate taunt. 
They appeared only to repeat in 
another form (so at least his ex- 
aggerated Southern pride, his hot 
sensibility, interpreted the matter), 
the idea that a gentleman so dread- 
fully backward in the path of for- 
tune had no right to take up the 
time of a brilliant, successful girl, 
even for the purpose of satisfying 
himself that he renounced her. But 
the reminder only sharpened his 
wish to make her feel that if he 
had renounced, it was simply on 
account of that same ugly, acci- 
dental, outside backwardness; and 
if he had not, he went so far as to 
flatter himself, he might triumph 
over the whole accumulation of 
her prejudices — over all the bribes 
of her notoriety. The deepest feel- 
ing in Ransom’s bosom in relation 
to her was the conviction that she 
was made for love, as he had said 
to himself while he listened to her 
at Mrs. Burrage’s. She was pro- 
foundly unconscious of it, and an- 
other ideal, crude and thin and ar- 
tificial, had interposed itself; but 
in the presence of a man she 
should really care for, this false, 
flimsy structure would rattle to her 
feet, and the emancipation of Ol- 
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ive Chancellor’s sex (what sex was 
it, great heaven? he used profanely 
to ask himself), would be relegated 
to the land of vapours, of dead 
phrases. The reader may imagine 
whether such an impression as this 
made it any more agreeable to 
Basil to have to believe it would 
be indelicate in him to try to woo 
her. He would have resented im- 
mensely the imputation that he 
had done anything of that sort 
yet. “Ah, Miss Tarrant, my suc- 
cess in life is one thing —my am- 
bition is another!” he exclaimed, 
presently, in answer to her inquiry. 
“Nothing is more possible than 
that I may be poor and unheard of 
all my days; and in that case no 
one but myself will know the vi- 
sion of greatness I have stifled and 
buried.” 

“Why do you talk of being poor 
and unheard of? Aren’t you getting 
on quite well in this city?” 

This question of Verena’s left 
him no time, or at least no cool- 
ness, to remember that to Mrs. 
Luna and to Olive he had put a 
fine face on his prospects, and that 
any impression the girl might have 
about them was but the natural 
echo of what these ladies believed. 
It had to his ear such a subtly 
mocking, defiant, unconsciously in- 
jurious quality, that the only an- 
swer he could make to it seemed 
to him for the moment to be an 
outstretched arm, which, passing 
round her waist, should draw her 
so close to him as to enable him 
to give her a concise account of 
his situation in the form of a de- 
liberate kiss. If the moment I speak 
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of had lasted a few seconds longer 
I know not what monstrous pro- 
ceeding of this kind it would have 
been my difficult duty to describe; 
it was fortunately arrested by the 
arrival of a nursery-maid pushing 
a perambulator and accompanied 
by an infant who toddled in her 
wake. Both the nurse and her com- 
panion gazed fixedly, and_ it 
seemed to Ransom even sternly, at 
the striking couple on the bench; 
and meanwhile Verena, looking 
with a quickened eye at the chil- 
dren (she adored children), went 
on — 

“Tt sounds too flat for you to talk 
about your remaining unheard of. 
Of course you are ambitious; any 
one can see that, to look at you. 
And once your ambition is excited 
in any particular direction, people 
had better look out. With your 
will!” she added, with a curious 
mocking candour. 

“What do you know about my 
will?” he asked, laughing a little 
awkwardly, as if he had really at- 
tempted to kiss her — in the course 
of the second independent inter- 
view he had ever had with her — 
and been rebuffed. 

“T know it’s stronger than mine. 
It made me come out, when I 
thought I had much better not, 
and it keeps me sitting here long 
after I should have started for 
home.” 

“Give me the day, dear Miss 
Tarrant, give me the day,” Basil 
Ransom murmured; and as she 
turned her face upon him, moved 
by the expression of his voice, he 
added — “Come and dine with me, 
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since you wouldn’t lunch. Are you 
really not faint and weak?” 

“T am faint and weak at all the 
horrible things you have said; I 
have lunched on abominations. 
And now you want me to dine 
with you? Thank you; I think 
youre cool!” Verena cried, with a 
laugh which her chronicler knows 
to have been expressive of some 
embarrassment, though Basil Ran- 
som did not. 

“You must remember that I 
have, on two different occasions, 
listened to you for an hour, in 
speechless, submissive attention, 
and that I shall probably do it a 
great many times more.” 

“Why should you ever listen to 
me again, when you loathe my 
ideas?” 

“T don’t listen to your ideas; I 
listen to your voice.” 

“Ah, I told Olive!” said Verena, 
quickly, as if his words had con- 
firmed an old fear; which was gen- 
eral, however, and did not relate 
particularly to him. 

Ransom still had an impression 
that he was not making love to 
her, especially when he could ob- 
serve, with all the superiority of a 
man — “I wonder whether you have 
understood ten words I have said 
to you?” 

“I should think you had made it 
clear enough — you had rubbed it 
in!” 

“What have you understood, 
then?” 

“Why, that you want to put us 
back further than we have been at 
any period.” 

“I have been joking; I have been 
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piling it up,” Ransom said, making 
that concession unexpectedly to 
the girl. Every now and then he 
had an air of relaxing himself, be- 
coming absent, ceasing to care to 
discuss. 

She was capable of noticing 
this, and in a moment she asked — 
“Why don’t you write out your 
ideas?” 

This touched again upon the 
matter of his failure; it was curi- 
ous how she couldn't keep off it, 
hit it every time. “Do you mean 
for the public? I have written 
many things, but I can’t get them 
printed.” 

“Then it would seem that there 
are not so many people — so many 
as you said just now—who agree 
with you.” 

“Well,” said Basil Ransom, “ed- 
itors are a mean, timorous lot, al- 
ways saying they want something 
original, but deadly afraid of it 
when it comes.” 

“Ts it for papers, magazines?” As 
it sank into Verena’s mind more 
deeply that the contributions of 
this remarkable young man had 
been rejected—contributions in 
which, apparently, everything she 
held dear was riddled with scorn 
—she felt a strange pity and sad- 
ness, a sense of injustice. “I am 
very sorry you can’t get published,” 
she said, so simply that he looked 
up at her, from the figure he was 
scratching on the asphalt with his 
stick, to see whether such a tone 
as that, in relation to such a fact, 
were not “put on.” But it was evi- 
dently genuine, and Verena added 
that she supposed getting pub- 


lished was very difficult always; 
she remembered, though she didn’t 
mention, how little success her fa- 
ther had when he tried. She hoped 
Mr. Ransom would keep on; he 
would be sure to succeed at last. 
Then she continued, smiling, with 
more irony: “You may denounce 
me by name if you like. Only 
please don’t say anything about 
Olive Chancellor.” 

“How little you understand what 
I want to achieve!” Basil Ransom 
exclaimed. “There you are — you 
women — all over; always meaning 
yourselves, something personal, 
and always thinking it is meant by 
others!” 

“Yes, that’s the charge they 
make,” said Verena, gaily. 

“J don’t want to touch you, or 
Miss Chancellor, or Mrs. Farrin- 
der, or Miss Birdseye, or the shade 
of Eliza P. Moseley, or any other 
gifted and celebrated being on 
earth — or in heaven.” 

“Oh, I suppose you want to de- 
stroy us by neglect, by silence!” 
Verena exclaimed, with the same 
brightness. 

“No, I don’t want to destroy 
you, any more than I want to save 
you. There has been far too much 
talk about you, and I want to 
leave you alone altogether. My in- 
terest is in my Own sex; yours evi- 
dently can look after itself. That’s 
what I want to save.” 

Verena saw that he was more 
serious now than he had been be- 
fore, that he was not piling it up 
satirically, but saying really and a 
trifle wearily, as if suddenly he 
were tired of much talk, what he 
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meant. “To save it from what?” she 
asked. 

“From the most damnable fem- 
inisation! T am so far from think- 
ing, as you set forth the other 
night, that there is not enough 
woman in our general life, that it 
has long been pressed home to me 
~ that there is a great deal too much. 
The whole generation is woman- 
ised; the masculine tone is passing 
out of the world; it’s a feminine, 
a nervous, hysterical, chattering, 
canting age, an age of hollow 
phrases and false delicacy and ex- 
aggerated solicitudes and coddled 
sensibilities, which, if we don’t 
soon look out, will usher in the 
reign of mediocrity, of the feeblest 
and flattest and the most preten- 
tious that has ever been. The mas- 
culine character, the ability to dare 
and endure, to know and yet not 
fear reality, to look the world in 
the face and take it for what it is 
—a very queer and partly very base 
mixture — that is what I want to 
preserve, or rather, as I may say, 
to recover; and I must tell you that 
I don’t in the least care what be- 
comes of you ladies while I make 
the attempt!” 

The poor fellow delivered him- 
self of these narrow notions (the 
rejection of which by leading pe- 
riodicals was certainly not a mat- 
ter for surprise), with low, soft 
earnestness, bending towards her 
so as to give out his whole idea, 
yet apparently forgetting for the 
moment how offensive it must be 
to her now that it was articulated 
in that calm, severe way, in which 
no allowance was to be made for 


hyperbole. Verena did not remind 
herself of this; she was too much 
impressed by his manner and by 
the novelty of a man taking that 
sort of religious tone about such a 
cause. It told her on the spot, from 
one minute to the other and once 
for all, that the man who could 
give her that impression would 
never come round. She felt cold, 
slightly sick, though she replied 
that now he summed up his creed 
in such a distinct, lucid way, it 
was much more comfortable — one 
knew with what one was dealing; 
a declaration much at variance - 
with the fact, for Verena had nev- 
er felt less gratified in her life. The 
ugliness of her companion’s pro- 
fession of faith made her shiver; it 
would have been difficult to her 
to imagine anything more crudely 
profane. She was determined, how- 
ever, not to betray any shudder 
that could suggest weakness, and 
the best way she could think of to 
disguise her emotion was to remark 
in a tone which, although not as- 
sumed for that purpose, was really 
the most effective revenge, inas- 
much as it always produced on 
Ransom’s part (it was not peculiar, 
among women, to Verena), an an- 
gry helplessness — “Mr. Ransom, I 
assure you this is an age of con- 
science.” 

“That’s a part of your cant. It’s 
an age of unspeakable shams, as 
Carlyle says.” 

“Well,” returned Verena, “it’s all 
very comfortable for you to say 
that you wish to leave us alone. But 
you can't leave us alone. We are 
here, and we have got to be dis- 
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posed of. You have got to put us 
somewhere. It’s a remarkable so- 
cial system that has no place for 
us!” the girl went on, with her most 
charming laugh. 

“No place in public. My plan is 
to keep you at home and have a 
better time with you there than 
ever.” . 

“I’m glad it’s to be better; there’s 
room for it. Woe to American 
womanhood when you start a 
movement for being more— what 
you like to be—at home!” 

“Lord, how youre perverted; 
you, the very genius!” Basil Ran- 
som murmured, looking at her 
with the kindest eyes. 

She paid no attention to this, 
she went on, “And those who have 
got no home (there are millions, 
you know), what are you going to 
do with them? You must remem- 
ber that women marry —are giv- 
en in marriage — less and less; that 
isn’t their career, as a matter of 
course, any more. You can’t tell 
them to go and mind their hus- 
band and children, when they 
have no husband and children to 
mind.” 

“Oh,” said Ransom, “that’s a de- 
tail! And for myself, I confess, I 
have such a boundless apprecia- 
tion of your sex in private life that 
I am perfectly ready to advocate 
a man’s having a half a dozen 
wives.” 

“The civilisation of the Turks, 
then, strikes you as the highest?” 

“The Turks have a second-rate 
religion; they are fatalists, and that 
keeps them down. Besides, their 
women are not nearly so charm- 


ing as ours—or as ours would be 
if this modern pestilence were 
eradicated. Think what a confes- 
sion you make when you say that 
women are less and less sought in 
marriage; what a testimony that is 
to the pernicious effect on their 
manners, their person, their na- 
ture, of this fatuous agitation.” 

“That’s very complimentary to 
me!” Verena broke in, lightly. 

But Ransom was carried over 
her interruption by the current of 
his argument. “There are a thou- 
sand ways in which any woman, 
all women, married or single, may 
find occupation. They may find it 
in making society agreeable.” 

“Agreeable to men, of course.” 

“To whom else, pray? Dear Miss 
Tarrant, what is most agreeable to 
women is to be agreeable to men! 
That is a truth as old as the hu- 
man race, and don't let Olive 
Chancellor persuade you that she 
and Mrs. Farrinder have invented 
any that can take its place, or that 
is more profound, more durable.” 

Verena waived this point of the 
discussion; she only said: “Well, I 
am glad to hear you are prepared 
to see the place all choked up with 
old maids!” 

“I don’t object to the old old 
maids; they were delightful; they 
had always plenty to do, and 
didn’t wander about the world 
crying out for a vocation. It is the 
new old maid that you have in- 
vented from whom I pray to be 
delivered.” He didn’t say he meant 
Olive Chancellor, but Verena 
looked at him as if she suspected 
him of doing so; and to put her off 
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that scent he went on, taking up 
what she had said a moment be- 
fore: “As for its not being compli- 
mentary to you, my remark about 
the effect on the women them- 
selves of this pernicious craze, my 
dear Miss Tarrant, you may be 
quite at your ease. You stand 
apart, you are unique, extraordi- 
nary; you constitute a category by 
yourself. In you the elements have 
been mixed in a manner so fe- 
licitous that I regard you as quite 
incorruptible. I don’t know where 
you come from nor how you come 
to be what you are, but you are 
outside and above all vulgarising 
influences. Besides, you ought to 
know,” the young man proceeded, 
in the same cool, mild, deliberate 
tone, as if he were demonstrating 
a mathematical solution, “you 
ought to know that your connec- 
tion with all these rantings and 
ravings is the most unreal, acci- 
dental, illusory thing in the world. 
You think you care about them, 
but you don’t at all. They were 
imposed upon you by circum- 
stances, by unfortunate associa- 
tions, and you accepted them as 
you would have accepted any oth- 
er burden, on account of the sweet- 
ness of your nature. You always 
want to please some one, and now 
you go lecturing about the coun- 
try, and trying to provoke demon- 
strations, in order to please Miss 
Chancellor, just as you did it be- 
fore to please your father and 
mother. It isn’t you, the least in 
the world, but an inflated little fig- 
ure (very remarkable in its way 
too), whom you have invented 


and set on its feet, pulling strings, 
behind it, to make it move and 
speak, while you try to conceal 
and efface yourself there. Ah, Miss 
Tarrant, if it’s a question of pleas- 
ing, how much you might please 
some one else by tipping your pre- 
posterous puppet over and stand- 
ing forth in your freedom as well 
as in your loveliness!” 

While Basil Ransom spoke — 
and he had not spoken just that 
way yet— Verena sat there deeply 
attentive, with her eyes on the 
ground; but as soon as he ceased 
she sprang to her feet — something 
made her feel that their associa- 
tion had already lasted quite too 
long. She turned away from him 
as if she wished to leave him, and 
indeed were about to attempt to 
do so. She didn’t desire to look at 
him now, or even to have much 
more conversation with him. 
“Something,” I say, made her feel 
so, but it was partly his curious. 
manner — so serene and explicit, as: 
if he knew the whole thing to an 
absolute certainty —which partly 
scared her and partly made her 
feel angry. She began to move 
along the path to one of the gates, 
as if it were settled that they 
should immediately leave the place. 
He laid it all out so clearly; if he 
had had a revelation he couldn’t 
speak otherwise. That description 
of herself as something different 
from what she was trying to be, 
the charge of want of reality, made: 
her heart beat with pain; she was: 
sure, at any rate, it was her real 
self that was there with him now, 
where she oughtn’t to be. In a mo-. 
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ment he was at her side again, go- 
ing with her; and as they walked 
it came over her that some of the 
things he had said to her were far 
beyond what Olive could have im- 
agined as the very worst possible. 
What would be her state now, poor 
forsaken friend, if some of them 
had been borne to her in the voices 
of the air? Verena had been af- 
fected by her companion’s speech 
(his manner had changed so; it 
seemed to express something quite 
different), in a way that pushed 
her to throw up the discussion and 
determine that as soon as they 
should get out of the park she 
would go off by herself; but she 
still had her wits about her sufli- 
ciently to think it important she 
should give no sign of discompo- 
sure, of confessing that she was 
driven from the field. She appeared 
to herself to notice and reply to 
his extraordinary observations 
enough, without taking them up 
too much, when she said, tossing 
the words over her shoulder at 
Ransom, while she moved quickly: 
“I presume, from what you say, 
that you don’t think I have much 
ability.” 

He hesitated before answering, 
while his long legs easily kept 
pace with her rapid step —her 
charming, touching, hurrying step, 
which expressed all the trepida- 
tion she was anxious to conceal. 
“Immense ability, but not in the 
line in which you most try to have 
it. In a very different line, Miss 
Tarrant! Ability is no word for it; 
it’s genius!” 

She felt his eyes on her face — 


ever so close and fixed there — 
after he had chosen to reply to her 
question that way. She was begin- 
ning to blush; if he had kept them 
longer, and on the part of any one 
else, she would have called such a 
stare impertinent. Verena had been 
commended of old by Olive for her 
serenity “while exposed to the gaze 
of hundreds”; but a change had 
taken place, and she was now un- 
able to endure the contemplation 
of an individual. She wished to de- 
tach him, to lead him off again 
into the general; and for this pur- 
pose, at the end of a moment, she 
made another inquiry: “I am to 
understand, then, as your last word - 
that you regard us as quite infe- 
rior?” 

“For public, civic uses, abso- 
lutely — perfectly weak and _ sec- 
ond-rate. I know nothing more in- 
dicative of the muddled sentiment 
of the time than that any number 
of men should be found to pretend 
that they regard you in any other 
light. But privately, personally, it’s 
another affair. In the realm of fam- 
ily life and the domestic affec- 
tions ——” 

At this Verena broke in, with a 
nervous laugh, “Don’t say that; it’s 
only a phrase!” 

“Well, it’s a better one than any 
of yours,” said Basil Ransom, turn- 
ing with her out of one of the 
smaller gates—the first they had 
come to. They emerged into the 
species of plaza formed by the 
numbered street which constitutes 
the southern extremity of the park 
and the termination of the Sixth 
Avenue. The glow of the splendid 
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afternoon was over everything, and 
the day seemed to Ransom still in 
its youth. The bowers and boskages 
stretched behind them, the artifi- 
cial lakes and cockneyfied land- 
scapes, making all the region 
bright with the sense of air and 
space, and raw natural tints, and 
vegetation too diminutive to over- 
shadow. The chocolate-coloured 
houses, in tall, new rows, surveyed 
the expanse; the street-cars rat- 
tled in the foreground, changing 
horses while the horses steamed, 
and absorbing and emitting pas- 
sengers; and the beer-saloons, with 
exposed shoulders and sides, which 
in New York do a good deal to- 
wards representing the pictur- 
esque, the “bit” appreciated by 
painters, announced themselves in 
signs of large lettering to the sky. 
Groups of the unemployed, the 
children of disappointment from 
beyond the seas, propped them- 
selves against the low, sunny wall 
of the park; and on the other side 
the commercial vista of the Sixth 
Avenue stretched away with a re- 
markable absence of aerial per- 
spective. 

“I must go home; good-bye,” 
Verena said, abruptly, to her com- 
panion. 

“Go home? You won’t come and 
dine, then?” 

Verena knew people who dined 
at midday and others who dined 
in the evening, and others still who 
never dined at all; but she knew 
no one who dined at half-past 
three. Ransom’s attachment to this 
idea therefore struck her as queer 
and infelicitous, and she supposed 


it betrayed the habits of Missis- 
sippi. But that couldn’t make it 
any more acceptable to her, in 
spite of his looking so disappointed 
—with his dimly-glowing eyes — 
that he was heedless for the mo- 
ment that the main fact connected 
with her return to Tenth Street 
was that she wished to go alone. 

“T must leave you, right away,” 
she said. “Please don’t ask me to 
stay; you wouldn’t if you knew how 
little I want to!” Her manner was 
different now, and her face as well, 
and though she smiled more than 
ever she had never seemed to him 
more serious. 

“Alone, do you mean? Really I 
can’t let you do that,” Ransom re- 
plied, extremely shocked at this 
sacrifice being asked of him. “I 
have brought you this immense 
distance, I am responsible for you, 
and I must place you where I 
found you.” 

“Mr. Ransom, I must, I will!” 
she exclaimed, in a tone he had 
not yet heard her use; so that, a 
good deal amazed, puzzled and 
pained, he saw that he should 
make a mistake if he were to in- 
sist. He had known that their ex- 
pedition must end in a separation 
which could not be sweet, but he 
had counted on making some of 
the terms of it himself. When he 
expressed the hope that she would 
at least allow him to put her into 
a car, she replied that she wished 
no car; she wanted to walk. This 
image of her “streaking off’ by 
herself, as he figured it, did not 
mend the matter; but in the pres- 
ence of her sudden nervous impa- 
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tience he felt that here was a fem- 
inine mystery which must be al- 
lowed to take its course. , 

“It costs me more than you 
probably suspect, but I submit. 
Heaven guard you and bless you, 
Miss Tarrant!” 

She turned her face away from 
him as if she were straining at a 
leash; then she rejoined, in the 
most unexpected manner: “I hope 
very much you will get printed.” 

“Get my articles published?” He 
stared, and broke out: “Oh, you 

delightful being!” 

- “Good-bye,” she repeated; and 
now she gave him her hand. As he 
held it a moment, and asked her if 
she were really leaving the city so 
soon that she mightn’t see him 
again, she answered: “If I stay it 
will be at a place to which you 
mustn’t come. They wouldn't let 
you see me.” 

He had not intended to put that 
question to her; he had set him- 
self a limit. But the limit had sud- 
denly moved on. “Do you mean at 
that house where I heard you 
speak?” 

“I may go there for a few days.” 

“If it’s forbidden to me to go 
and see you there, why did you 
send me a card?” 

“Because I wanted to convert 
you then.” 

“And now you give me up?” 

“No, no; I want you to remain 
as you are!” 

She looked strange, with her 
more mechanical smile, as she said 
this, and he didn’t know what idea 
was in her head. She had already 
left him, but he called after her, 


“If you do stay, I will come!” She 
neither turned nor made an an- 
swer, and all that was left to him 
was to watch her till she passed. 
out of sight. Her back, with its 
charming young form, seemed to 
repeat that last puzzle, which was 
almost a challenge. 

For this, however, Verena Tar- 
rant had not meant it. She wanted, 
in spite of the greater delay and 
the way Olive would wonder, to 
walk home, because it gave her 
time to think, and think again, how 
glad she was (really, positively, 
now), that Mr. Ransom was on the 
wrong side. If he had been on the 
right ——! She did not finish this 
proposition. She found Olive wait- 
ing for her in exactly the manner 
she had foreseen; she turned to 
her, as she came in, a face sufh- 
ciently terrible. Verena instantly 
explained herself, related exactly 
what she had been doing; then 
went on, without giving her friend 
time for question or comment: 
“And you— you paid your visit to 
Mrs. Burrage?” 

“Yes, I went through that.” 

“And did she press the question 
of my coming there?” 

“Very much indeed.” 

“And what did you say?” 

“T said very little, but she gave 
me such assurances ——” 

“That you thought I ought to 
go?” 

Olive was silent a moment; 
then she said: “She declares they 
are devoted to the cause, and that 
New York will be at your feet.” 

Verena took Miss Chancellor's 
shoulders in each of her hands, 
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and gave her back, for an instant, 
her gaze, her silence. Then she 
broke out, with a kind of passion: 
“I don’t care for her assurances — 
I don’t care for New York! I won’t 
go to them —I won’t— do you un- 
derstand?” Suddenly her voice 
changed, she passed her arms 
round her friend and buried her 
face in her neck. “Olive Chancel- 
lor, take me away, take me away!” 
she went on. In a moment Olive 
felt that she was sobbing and that 
the question was settled, the ques- 
tion she herself had debated in an- 
guish a couple of hours before. 
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Tue Avucust night had gathered 
by the time Basil Ransom, having 
finished his supper, stepped out 
upon the piazza of the little hotel. 
It was a very little hotel and of a 
very slight and loose construction; 
the tread of a tall Mississippian 
made the staircase groan and the 
windows rattle in their frames. He 
was very hungry when he arrived, 
having not had a moment, in Bos- 
ton, on his way through, to eat 
even the frugal morsel with which 
he was accustomed to sustain na- 
ture between a breakfast that con- 
sisted of a cup of coffee and a din- 
ner that consisted of a cup of tea. 
He had had his cup of tea now, 
and very bad it was, brought him 
by a pale round-backed young 
lady, with auburn ringlets, a fancy 
belt, and an expression of limited 


tolerance for a gentleman who 
could not choose quickly between 
fried fish, fried steak, and baked 
beans. The train for Marmion left 
Boston at four o'clock in the after- 
noon, and rambled fitfully toward 
the southern cape, while the shad- 
ows grew long in the stony pas- 
tures and the slanting light gilded 
the straggling, shabby, woods, and 
painted the ponds and marshes 
with. yellow gleams. The ripeness 
of summer lay upon the land, and 
yet there was nothing of the coun- 
try Basil Ransom traversed that 
seemed susceptible of maturity; 
nothing but the apples in the little 
tough, dense orchards, which gave 
a suggestion of sour fruition here 
and there, and the tall, bright 
golden-rod at the bottom of the 
bare stone dykes. There were no 
fields of yellow grain; only here 
and there a crop of brown hay. 
But there was a kind of soft scrub- 
biness in the landscape, and a 
sweetness begotten of low hori- 
zons, of mild air, with a possibility 
of summer haze, of unregarded in- 
lets where on August mornings the 
water must be brightly blue. Ran- 
som had heard that the Cape was 
the Italy, so to speak, of Massachu- 
setts; it had been described to him 
as the drowsy Cape, the languid 
Cape, the Cape not of storms, but 
of eternal peace. He knew that the 
Bostonians had been drawn thith- 
er, for the hot weeks, by its seda- 
tive influence, by the conviction 
that its toneless air would minister 
to perfect rest. In a career in which 
there was so much nervous excite- 
ment as in theirs they had no wish 
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to be wound up when they went 
out of town; they were sufficiently 
wound up at all times by the sense 
of all their sex had been through. 
They wanted to live idly, to un- 
bend and lie in hammocks, and 
also to keep out of the crowd, the 
rush of the watering-place. Ran- 
som could see there was no crowd 
at Marmion, as soon as he got 
there, though indeed there was a 
rush, which directed itself to the 
only vehicle in waiting outside of 
the small, lonely, hut-like station, 
so distant from the village that, as 
far as one looked along the sandy, 
sketchy road which was supposed 
to lead to it, one saw only an 
empty land on either side. Six or 
eight men, in “dusters,” carrying 
parcels and handbags, projected 
themselves upon the solitary, rick- 
ety carry-all, so that Ransom could 
read his own fate, while the ru- 
minating conductor of the vehicle, 
a lean shambling citizen, with a 
long neck and a tuft on his chin, 
guessed that if he wanted to get 
to the hotel before dusk he would 
have to strike out. His valise was 
attached in a precarious manner to 
the rear of the carry-all. “Well, Tl 
chance it,” the driver remarked, 
sadly, when Ransom _ protested 
against its insecure position. He 
recognised the southern quality of 
that picturesque fatalism — judged 
that Miss Chancellor and Verena 
Tarrant must be pretty thoroughly 
relaxed if they had given them- 
selves up to the genius of the place. 
This was what he hoped for and 
counted on, as he took his way, the 
sole pedestrian in the group that 


had quitted the train, in the wake 
of the overladen carry-all. It 
helped him to enjoy the first coun- 
try walk he had had for many 
months, for more than months, for 
years, that the reflection was forced 
upon him as he went (the mild, 
vague scenery, just beginning to 
be dim with twilight, suggested it 
at every step), that the two young 
women who constituted, at Mar- 
mion, his whole prefigurement of a 
social circle, must, in such a local- 
ity as that, be taking a regular hol- 
iday. The sense of all the wrongs 
they had still to redress must be 
lighter there than it was in Boston; 
the ardent young man had, for the © 
hour, an ingenuous hope that they 
had left their opinions in the city. 
He liked the very smell of the soil 
as he wandered along; cool, soft 
whiffs of evening met him at bends 
of the road which disclosed very 
little more — unless it might be a 
band of straight-stemmed wood- 
land, keeping, a little, the red glow 
from the west, or (as he went fur- 
ther) an old house, shingled all 
over, gray and slightly collapsing, 
which looked down at him from a 
steep bank, at the top of wooden 
steps. He was already refreshed; 
he had tasted the breath of nature, 
measured his long grind in New 
York, without a vacation, with the 
repetition of the daily movement 
up and down the long, straight, 
maddening city, like a bucket in a 
well or a shuttle in a loom. 

He lit his cigar in the office of 
the hotel—a small room on the 
right of the door, where a “reg- 
ister,” meagrely inscribed, led a 
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terribly public life on the little 
bare desk, and got its pages dogs’- 
eared before they were covered. 
Local worthies, of a vague iden- 
tity, used to lounge there, as Ran- 
som perceived the next day, by the 
hour. They tipped back their 
chairs against the wall, seldom 
spoke, and might have been sup- 
posed, with their converging vi- 
sion, to be watching something out 
of the window, if there had been 
anything in Marmion to watch, 
Sometimes one of them got up and 
went to the desk, on which he 
leaned his elbows, hunching a pair 
of sloping shoulders to an uncol- 
lared neck. For the fiftieth time 
he perused the fly-blown page of 
the recording volume, where the 
names followed each other with 
such jumps of date. The others 
watched him while he did so—or 
contemplated in silence some 
“guest” of the hostelry, when such 
a personage entered the place with 
an air of appealing from the gen- 
eral irresponsibility of the estab- 
lishment and found no one but 
the village-philosophers to address 
himself to. It was an establishment 
conducted by invisible, elusive 
agencies; they had a kind of 
stronghold in the dining-room, 
which was kept locked at all but 
sacramental hours. There was a 
tradition that a “boy” exercised 
some tutelary function as regards 
the crumpled register; but when 
he was inquired about, it was usu- 
ally elicited from the impartial 
circle in the office either that he 
was somewhere round or that he 


had gone a-fishing. Except the 
haughty waitress who had just been 
mentioned as giving Ransom his 
supper, and who only emerged at 
meal-times from her mystic seclu- 
sion, this impalpable youth was 
the single person on the premises 
who represented domestic service. 
Anxious lady-boarders, wrapped in 
shawls, were seen waiting for him, 
as if he had been the doctor, on 
horse-hair rocking-chairs, in the 
little public parlour; others peered 
vaguely out of back doors and win- 
dows, thinking that if he were 
somewhere round they might see 
him. Sometimes people went to 
the door of the dining-room and 
tried it, shaking it a little, timidly, 
to see if it would yield; then, find- 
ing it fast, came away, looking, if 
they had been observed, shy and 
snubbed, at their fellows. Some of 
them went so far as to say that 
they didn’t think it was a very 
good hotel. 

Ransom, however, didn’t much 
care whether it were good or not; 
he hadn’t come to Marmion for the 
love of the hotel. Now that he had 
got there, however, he didn’t know 
exactly what to do; his course 
seemed rather less easy than it had 
done when, suddenly, the night 
before, tired, sick of the city-air, 
and hungry for a holiday, he de- 
cided to take the next morning’s 
train to Boston, and there take an- 
other to the shores of Buzzard’s 
Bay. The hotel itself offered few 
resources; the inmates were not 
numerous; they moved about a lit- 
tle outside, on the small piazza and 


672 


The Bostonians 


in the rough yard which interposed 
between the house and the road, 
and then they dropped off into the 
unmitigated dusk. This element, 
touched only in two or three places 
by a far-away dim glimmer, pre- 
sented itself to Ransom as his sole 
entertainment. Though it was per- 
vaded by that curious, pure, earthy 
smell which in New England, in 
summer, hangs in the nocturnal 
air, Ransom bethought himself that 
the place might be a little dull for 
persons who had not come to it, as 
he had, to take possession of Ve- 
rena Tarrant. The unfriendly inn, 
which suggested dreadfully to 
Ransom (he despised the prac- 
tice), an early bed-time, seemed 
to have no relation to anything, not 
even to itself; but a fellow-tenant 
of whom he made an inquiry told 
him the village was sprinkled 
round. Basil presently walked along 
the road in search of it, under the 
stars, smoking one of the good ci- 
gars which constituted his only 
tribute to luxury. He reflected that 
it would hardly do to begin his at- 
tack that night; he ought to give 
the Bostonians a certain amount 
of notice of his appearance on the 
scene. He thought it very possible, 
indeed, that they might be ad- 
dicted to the vile habit of “retir- 
ing” with the cocks and hens. He 
was sure that was one of the things 
Olive Chancellor would do so long 
as he should stay —on purpose to 
spite him; she would make Verena 
Tarrant go to bed at unnatural 
hours, just to deprive him of his 
evenings. He walked some dis- 


tance without encountering a crea- 
ture or discerning an habitation; 
but he enjoyed the splendid star- 
light, the stillness, the shrill mel- 
ancholy of the crickets, which 
seemed to make all the vague 
forms of the country pulsate around 
him; the whole impression was a 
bath of freshness after the long 
strain of the preceding two years, 
and his recent sweltering weeks in 
New York. At the end of ten min- 
utes (his stroll had been slow), a 
figure drew near him, at first indis- 
tinct, but presently defining itself 
as that of a woman. She was walk- 
ing apparently without purpose, 
like himself, or without other pur-~ 
pose than that of looking at the 
stars, which she paused for an in- 
stant, throwing back her head, to 
contemplate, as he drew nearer to 
her. In a moment he was very 
close; he saw her look at him, 
through the clear gloom, as they 
passed each other. She was small 
and slim; he made out her head 
and face, saw that her hair was 
cropped; had an impression of hav- 
ing seen her before. He noticed 
that as she went by she turned as 
well as himself, and that there was 
a sort of recognition in her move- 
ment. Then he felt sure that he 
had seen her elsewhere, and be- 
fore she had added to the distance 
that separated them he stopped 
short, looking after her. She no- 
ticed his halt, paused equally, and 
for a moment they stood there face 
to face, at a certain interval, in 
the darkness. 

“T beg your pardon —is it Doc- 
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tor Prance?” he found himself de- 
manding. 

For a minute there was no an- 
swer; then came the voice of the 
little lady: 

“Yes, sir; I am Doctor Prance. 
Any one sick at the hotel?” 

“I hope not; I don’t know,” Ran- 
som said, laughing. 

Then he took a few steps, men- 
tioned his name, recalled his hav- 
ing met her at Miss Birdseye’s, ever 
so long before (nearly two years), 
and expressed the hope that she 
had not forgotten that. 

She thought it over a little — 
she was evidently addicted neither 
to empty phrases nor to unconsid- 
ered assertions. “I presume you 
mean that night Miss Tarrant 
launched out so.” 

“That very night. We had a very 
interesting conversation.” 

“Well, I remember I lost a good 
deal,” said Doctor Prance. 

“Well, I don’t know; I have an 
idea you made it up in other 
ways,” Ransom returned, laughing 
still. 

He saw her bright little eyes 
engage with his own. Staying, ap- 
parently, in the village, she had 
come out, bareheaded, for an eve- 
ning walk, and if it had been pos- 
sible to imagine Doctor Prance 
bored and in want of recreation, 
the way she lingered there as if 
she were quite willing to have an- 
other talk might have suggested to 
Basil Ransom this condition. “Why, 
don’t you consider her career very 
remarkable?” 

“Oh yes; everything is remark- 
able nowadays; we live in an age 


of wonders!” the young man re- 
plied, much amused to find him- 
self discussing the object of his 
adoration in this casual way, in the 
dark, on a lonely country-road, 
with a short-haired female physi- 
cian. It was astonishing how quick- 
ly Doctor Prance and he had made 
friends again. “I suppose, by the 
way, you know Miss Tarrant and 
Miss Chancellor are staying down 
here?” he went on. 

“Well, yes, I suppose I know it. 
I am visiting Miss Chancellor,” the 
dry little woman added. 

“Oh indeed? I am delighted to 
hear it!” Ransom exclaimed, feel- 
ing that he might have a friend in 
the camp. “Then you can inform 
me where those ladies have their 
house.” 

“Yes, I guess I can tell in the 
dark. I will show you round now, 
if you like.” 

“T shall be glad to see it, though 
I am not sure I shall go in imme- 
diately. I must reconnoitre a little 
first. That makes me so very happy 
to have met you. I think it’s very 
wonderful — your knowing me.” 

Doctor Prance did not repudiate 
this compliment, but she presently 
observed: “You didn’t pass out of 
my mind entirely, because I have 
heard about you since, from Miss 
Birdseye.” 

“Ah yes, I saw her in the spring. 
I hope she is in health and happi- 
ness. 

“She is always in happiness, but 
she can’t be said to be in health. 
She is very weak; she is failing.” 

“I am very sorry for that.” 

“She is also visiting Miss Chan- 
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cellor,” Doctor Prance observed, 
after a pause which was an illus- 
tration of an appearance she had 
of thinking that certain things 
didn’t at all imply some others. 

“Why, my cousin has got all the 
distinguished women!” Basil Ran- 
som exclaimed. 

“Is Miss Chancellor your cou- 
sinP There isn’t much family re- 
semblance. Miss Birdseye came 
down for the benefit of the coun- 
try air, and I came down to see if 
I could help her to get some good 
from it. She wouldn’t much, if she 
were left to herself. Miss Birdseye 
has a very fine character, but she 
hasn’t much idea of hygiene.” Doc- 
tor Prance was evidently more and 
more disposed to be chatty. Ran- 
som: appreciated this fact, and said 
he hoped she, too, was getting 
some good from the country-air — 
he was afraid she was very much 
confined to her profession, in Bos- 
ton; to which she replied — “Well, 
I was just taking a little exercise 
along the road. I presume you 
don’t realise what it is to be one of 
four ladies grouped together in a 
small frame-house.” 

Ransom remembered how he 
had liked her before, and he felt 
that, as the phrase was, he was go- 
ing to like her again. He wanted 
to express his good-will to her, and 
would greatly have enjoyed being 
at liberty to offer her a cigar. He 
didn’t know what to offer her or 
what to do, unless he should invite 
her to sit with him on a fence. He 
did realise perfectly what the sit- 
uation in the small frame-house 
must be, and entered with instant 


sympathy into the feelings which 
had led Doctor Prance to detach 
herself from the circle and wander 
forth under the constellations, all 
of which he was sure she knew. 
He asked her permission to accom- 
pany her on her walk, but she said 
she was not going much further 
in that direction; she was going to 
turn around. He turned round with 
her, and they went back together 
to the village, in which he at last 
began to discover a certain con- 
sistency, signs of habitation, houses: 
disposed with a rough resemblance 
to a plan. The road wandered 
among them with a kind of ac- 
commodating sinuosity, and there 
were even cross-streets, and an 
oil-lamp on a corner, and here and. 
there the small sign of a closed. 
shop, with an indistinctly countri- 
fied lettering. There were lights. 
now in the windows of some of the 
houses, and Doctor Prance men- 
tioned to her companion several 
of the inhabitants of . the little 
town, who appeared all to rejoice 
in the prefix of captain. They were 
retired shipmasters; there was quite 
a little nest of these worthies, two 
or three of whom might be seem 
lingering in their dim doorways, as 
if they were conscious of a want 
of encouragement to sit up, and 
yet remembered the nights in far- 
away waters when they would not 
have thought of turning in at all. 
Marmion called itself a town, but 
it was a good deal shrunken since 
the decline in the shipbuilding in- 
terest; it turned out a good many 
vessels every year, in the palmy 
days, before the war. There were 
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shipyards still, where you could al- 
most pick up the old shavings, the 
old nails and rivets, but they were 
grass-grown now, and the water 
lapped them without anything to 
interfere. There was a kind of arm 
of the sea put in; it went up some 
way, it wasn’t the real sea, but 
very quiet, like a river; that was 
more attractive to some. Doctor 
Prance didn’t say the place was 
picturesque, or quaint, or weird; 
but he could see that was what she 
meant when she said it was mould- 
ering away. Even under the man- 
tle of night he himself gathered 
the impression that it had had a 
larger life, seen better days. Doc- 
tor Prance made no remark de- 
signed to elicit from him an ac- 
count of his motives in coming to 
Marmion; she asked him neither 
when he had arrived nor how long 
he intended to stay. His allusion to 
his cousinship with Miss Chancel- 
lor might have served to her mind 
as a reason; yet, on the other hand, 
it would have been open to her to 
wonder why, if he had come to see 
the young ladies from Charles 
Street, he was not in more of a 
hurry to present himself. It was 
plain Doctor Prance didn’t go into 
that kind of analysis. If Ransom 
had complained to her of a sore 
throat she would have inquired 
with precision about his symp- 
toms; but she was incapable of 
asking him any question with a 
social bearing. Sociably enough, 
however, they continued to wan- 
der through the principal street of 
the little town, darkened in places 
by immense old elms, which made 


a blackness overhead. There was a 
salt smell in the air, as if they were 
nearer the water; Doctor Prance 
said that Olive’s house was at the 
other end. 

“T shall take it as a kindness if, 
for this evening, you don’t mention 
that you have happened to meet 
me,” Ransom remarked, after a lit- 
tle. He had changed his mind 
about giving notice. 

“Well, I wouldn’t,” his compan- 
ion replied; as if she didn’t need 
any caution in regard to making 
vain statements. 

“I want to keep my arrival a lit- 
tle surprise for to-morrow. It will 
be a great pleasure to me to see 
Miss Birdseye,” he went on, rather 
hypocritically, as if that at bottom 
had been to his mind the main at- 
traction of Marmion. 

Doctor Prance did not reveal her’ 
private comment, whatever it was, 
on this intimation; she only said, 
after some hesitation—“Well, I 
presume the old lady will take 
quite an interest in your being 
here.” 

“T have no doubt she is capable 
even of that degree of philan- 
thropy.” 

“Well, she has charity for all, 
but she does—even she — prefer 
her own side. She regards you as 
quite an acquisition.” 

Ransom could not but feel flat- 
tered at the idea that he had been 
a subject of conversation — as this 
implied — in the little circle at Miss 
Chancellor’s; but he was at a loss, 
for the moment, to perceive what 
he had done up to this time to grat- 
ify the senior member of the 
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group. “I hope she will find me an 
acquisition after I have been here 
a few days,” he said, laughing. 

“Well, she thinks you are oné of 
the most important converts yet,” 
Doctor Prance replied, in a colour- 
less way, as if she would not have 
pretended to explain why. 

“A convert —me? Do you mean 
of Miss Tarrant’s?” It had come 
over him that Miss Birdseye, in 
fact, when he was parting with her 
after their meeting in Boston, had 
assented to his request for secrecy 
(which at first had struck her as 
somewhat unholy), on the ground 
that Verena would bring him into 
the fold. He wondered whether the 
young lady had been telling her 
old friend that she had succeeded 
with him. He thought this improb- 
able; but it didn’t matter, and he 
said, gaily, “Well, I can easily let 
her suppose so!” 

It was evident that it would be 
no easier for Doctor Prance to sub- 
scribe to a deception than it had 
been for her venerable patient; but 
she went so far as to reply, “Well, 
I hope you won’t let her suppose 
you are where you were that time 
I conversed with you. I could see 
where you were then!” 

“It was in about the same place 
you. were, wasn’t itP” 

“Well,” said Doctor Prance, with 
a small sigh, “I am afraid I have 
moved back, if anything!” Her sigh 
told him a good deal; it seemed 
a thin,  self-controlled protest 
against the tone of Miss Chancel- 
lor’s interior, of which it was her 
present fortune to form a part: and 
the way she hovered round, indis- 


. 


tinct in the gloom, as if she were 
rather loath to resume her place 
there, completed his impression 
that the little doctress had a line 
of her own. 

“That, at least, must distress 
Miss Birdseye,” he said, reproach- 
fully. 

“Not much, because I am not of 
importance. They think women 
the equals of men; but they are a 
great deal more pleased when a 
man joins than when a woman 
does.” 

Ransom complimented Doctor 
Prance on the lucidity of her mind, 
and then he said: “Is Miss Birds- 
eye really sickP Is her condition 
very precarious?” 

“Well, she is very old, and very 
—very gentle,” Doctor Prance an- 
swered, hesitating a moment for 
her adjective. “Under those cir- 
cumstances a person may flicker 
out.” 

“We must trim the lamp,” said 
Ransom; “I will take my turn, with 
pleasure, in watching the sacred 
flame.” 

“Tt will be a pity if she doesn’t 
live to hear Miss Tarrant’s great 
effort,” his companion went on. 

“Miss Tarrant’s? What’s that?” 

“Well, it’s the principle interest, 
in there.” And Doctor Prance now 
vaguely indicated, with a move- 
ment of her head, a small white 
house, much detached from _ its 
neighbours, which stood on their 
left, with its back to the water, at 
a little distance from the road. It 
exhibited more signs of animation 
than any of its fellows; several win- 
dows, notably those of the ground 
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floor, were open to the warm eve- 
ning, and a large shaft of light was 
projected upon the grassy wayside 
in front of it. Ransom, in his de- 
termination to be discreet, checked 
the advance of his companion, who 
added presently, with a short, sup- 
pressed laugh — “You can see it is, 
from that!” He listened, to ascer- 
tain what she meant, and after an 
instant a sound came to his ear — 
a sound he knew already well, 
which carried the accents of Ve- 
rena Tarrant, in ample periods and 
cadences, out into the stillness of 
the August night. 

“Murder, what a lovely voice!” 
he exclaimed, involuntarily. 

Doctor Prance’s eye gleamed to- 
wards him a moment, and she ob- 
served, humorously (she was re- 
laxing immensely), “Perhaps Miss 
Birdseye is right!” Then, as he 
made no rejoinder, only listening 
to the vocal inflections that floated 
out of the house, she went on— 
“She’s practising her speech.” 

“Her speech? Is she going to 
deliver one here?” 

“No, as soon as they go back to 
town — at the Music Hall.” 

Ransom’s attention was now 
transferred to his companion. “Is 
that why you call it her great 
effort?” 

“Well, so they think it, I believe. 
She practises that way every night; 
she reads portions of it aloud to 
Miss Chancellor and Miss Birds- 
eye.” 

“And that’s the time you choose 
for your walk?” Ransom said, smil- 
ing. 


“Well, it’s the time my old lady 
has least need of me; she’s too 
absorbed.” 

Doctor Prance dealt in facts; 
Ransom had already discovered 
that; and some of her facts were 
very interesting. 

“The Music Hall—isn’t that 
your great building?” he asked. 

“Well, it’s the biggest we've got; 
it’s pretty big, but it isn’t so big as 
Miss Chancellor’s ideas,” added 
Doctor Prance. “She has taken it 
to bring out Miss Tarrant before 
the general public — she has never 
appeared that way in Boston —on 
a great scale. She expects her to 
make a big sensation. It will be a 
great night, and they are prepar- 
ing for it. They consider it her real 
beginning.” 

“And this is the preparation?” 
Basil Ransom said. 

“Yes; as I say, it’s their principal 
interest.” 

Ransom listened, and while he 
listened he meditated. He had 
thought it possible Verena’s prin- 
ciples might have been shaken 
by the profession of faith to 
which he treated her in New 
York; but this hardly looked like 
it. For some moments Doctor 
Prance and he stood together in 
silence. 

“You don’t hear the words,” the 
doctor remarked, with a smile 
which, in the dark, looked Mephis- 
tophelean. 

“Oh, I know the words!” the 
young man exclaimed, with rather 
a groan, as he offered her his hand 
for good-night. 
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A CERTAIN prudence had deter- 
mined him to put off his visit till 
the morning; he thought it more 
probable that at that time he 
should be able to see Verena alone, 
whereas in the evening the two 
young women would be sure to be 
sitting together. When the morrow 
dawned, however, Basil Ransom 
felt none of the trepidation of the 
procrastinator; he knew nothing of 
the reception that awaited him, 
but he took his way to the cottage 
designated to him overnight by 
Doctor Prance, with the step of a 
man much more conscious of his 
own purpose than of possible ob- 
stacles. He made the reflection, as 
he went, that to see a place for the 
first time at night is like reading a 
foreign author in a translation. At 
the present hour—it was getting 
towards eleven o’clock—he felt 
that he was dealing with the origi- 
nal. The little straggling, loosely- 
clustered town lay along the edge 
of a blue inlet, on the other side 
of which was a low, wooded shore, 
with a gleam of white sand where 
it touched the water. The narrow 
bay carried the vision outward to 
a picture that seemed at once 
bright and dim —a shining, slum- 
bering summer-sea, and a far-off, 
circling line of coast, which, un- 
der the August sun, was hazy and 
delicate. Ransom regarded the 


place as a town because Doctor 
Prance had called it one; but it 
was a town where you smelt the 
breath of the hay in the streets 
and you might gather blackberries 
in the principal square. The houses 
looked at each other across the 
grass —low, rusty, crooked, dis- 
tended houses, with dry, cracked 
faces and the dim eyes of small- 
paned,  stiffly-sliding windows. 
Their little door-yards bristled 
with rank, old-fashioned flowers, 
mostly yellow; and on the quarter 
that stood back from the sea the 
fields sloped upward, and the 
woods in which they presently lost 
themselves looked down over the 
roofs. Bolts and bars were not a 
part of the domestic machinery of 
Marmion, and the responsive me- 
nial, receiving the visitor on the 
threshold, was a creature rather 
desired than definitely possessed; 
so that Basil Ransom found Miss 
Chancellor’s house-door gaping 
wide (as he had seen it the night 
before), and destitute even of a 
knocker or a bell-handle. From 
where he stood in the porch he 
could see the whole of the little 
sitting-room on the left of the hall 
—see that it stretched straight 
through to the back windows; that 
it was garnished with photographs 
of foreign works of art, pinned up- 
on the walls, and enriched with a 
piano and other little extemporised 
embellishments, such as ingenious 
women lavish upon the houses they 
hire for a few weeks. Verena told 
him afterwards that Olive had tak- 
en her cottage furnished, but that 
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the paucity of chairs and tables 
and bedsteads was such that their 
little party used almost to sit down, 
to lie down, in turn. On the other 
hand they had all George Eliot's 
writings, and two photographs of 
the Sistine Madonna. Ransom 
rapped with his stick on the lintel 
of the door, but no one came to 
receive him; so he made his way 
into the parlour, where he observed 
that his cousin Olive had as many 
German books as ever lying about. 
He dipped into this literature, mo- 
mentarily, according to his wont, 
and then remembered that this was 
not what he had come for and that 
as he waited at the door he had 
seen, through another door, open- 
ing at the opposite end of the hall, 
signs of a small verandah attached 
to the other face of the house. 
Thinking the ladies might be as- 
sembled there in the shade, he 
pushed aside the muslin curtain of 
the back window, and saw that the 
advantages of Miss Chancellor’s 
summer-residence were in_ this 
quarter. There was a verandah, in 
fact, to which a wide, horizontal 
trellis, covered with an ancient 
vine, formed a kind of extension. 
Beyond the trellis was a small, 
lonely garden; beyond the garden 
was a large, vague, woody space, 
where a few piles of old timber 
were disposed, and which he aft- 
erwards learned to be a relic of 
the shipbuilding era described to 
him by Doctor Prance; and still 
beyond this again was the charm- 
ing lake-like estuary he had al- 
ready admired. His eyes did not 
rest upon the distance; they were 


attracted by a figure seated under 
the trellis, where the chequers of 
sun, in the interstices of the vine- 
leaves, fell upon a bright-coloured 
rug spread out on the ground. The 
floor of the roughly-constructed ve- 
randah was so low that there was 
virtually no difference in the level. 
It took Ransom only a moment to 
recognise Miss Birdseye, though 
her back was turned to the house. 
She was alone; she sat there mo- 
tionless (she had a newspaper in 
her lap, but her attitude was not 
that of a reader), looking at the 
shimmering bay. She might be 
asleep; that was why Ransom mod- 
erated the process of his long legs 
as he came round through the 
house to join her. This precaution 
represented his only scruple. He 
stepped across the verandah and 
stood close to her, but she did not 
appear to notice him. Visibly, she 
was dozing, or presumably, rather, 
for her head was enveloped in an 
old faded straw-hat, which con- 
cealed the upper part of her face. 
There were two or three other 
chairs near her, and a table on 
which were half a dozen books 
and periodicals, together with a 
glass containing a colourless liquid, 
on the top of which a spoon was 
laid. Ransom desired only to re- 
spect her repose, so he sat down in 
one of the chairs and waited till she 
should become aware of his pres- 
ence. He thought Miss Chancellor’s 
back-garden a delightful spot, and 
his jaded senses tasted the breeze — 
the idle, wandering summer-wind 
—that stirred the vine-leaves over 
his head. The hazy shores on the 
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other side of the water, which had 
tints more delicate than the street- 
vistas of New York (they seemed 
powdered with silver, a sort of mid- 
summer light), suggested to him 
a land of dreams, a country in a 
picture. Basil Ransom had seen 
very few pictures, there were none 
in Mississippi; but he had a vision 
at times of something that would 
be more refined than the real 
world, and the situation in which 
he now found himself pleased him 
almost as much as if it had been a 
striking work of art. He was un- 
able to see, as I have said, wheth- 
er Miss Birdseye were taking in the 
prospect through open or only, im- 
agination aiding (she had plenty 
of that), through closed, tired, 
dazzled eyes. She appeared to him, 
as the minutes elapsed and he sat 
beside her, the incarnation of well- 
earned rest, of patient, submissive 
superannuation. At the end of her 
long day’s work she might have 
been placed there to enjoy this 
dim prevision of the peaceful riv- 
er, the gleaming shores, of the par- 
adise her unselfish life had cer- 
tainly qualified her to enter, and 
which, apparently, would so soon 
be opened to her. After a while 
she said, placidly, without turning: 

“I suppose it’s about time I 
should take my remedy again. It 
does seem as if she had found the 
right thing; don’t you think so?” 

“Do you mean the contents of 
that tumbler? I shall be delighted 
to give it to you, and you must tell 
me how much you take.” And Basil 
Ransom, getting up, possessed him- 
self of the glass on the table. 


At the sound of his voice Miss 
Birdseye pushed back her straw- 
hat by a movement that was fa- 
miliar to her, and twisting about 
her muffled figure a little (even in 
August she felt the cold, and had 
to be much covered up to sit out), 
directed at him a speculative, un- 
astonished gaze. 

“One spoonful — two?” Ransom 
asked, stirring the dose and smil- 
ing. 

“Well, I guess I'll take two this 
time.” 

“Certainly, | Doctor Prance 
couldn’t help finding the right 
thing,” Ransom said, as he admin- 
istered the medicine; while the 
movement with which she extend- 
ed her face to take it made her 
seem doubly childlike. 

He put down the glass, and she 
relapsed into her position; she 
seemed to be considering. “It’s 
homeeopathic,” she remarked, in a 
moment. 

“Oh, I have no doubt of that; I 
presume you wouldn’t take any- 
thing else.” 

“Well, it’s generally admitted 
now to be the true system.” 

Ransom moved closer to her, 
placed himself where she could 
see him better. “It’s a great thing 
to have the true system,” he said, 
bending towards her in a friendly 
way; “I’m sure you have it in ev- 
erything.” He was not often hypo- 
critical; but when he was he went 
all lengths. 

“Well, I don’t know that any 
one has a right to say that. I 
thought you were Verena,” she 
added in a moment, taking him in 
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again with her mild, deliberate 
vision. 

“T have been waiting for you to 
recognise me; of course you didn’t 
know I was here —I only arrived 
last night.” 

“Well, I’m glad you have come 
to see Olive now.” 

“You remember that I wouldn’t 
do that when I met you last?” 

“You asked me not to mention to 
her that I had met you; that’s what 
I principally recall.” 

“And don’t you remember what 
I told you I wanted to do? I want- 
ed to go out to Cambridge and see 
Miss Tarrant. Thanks to the in- 
formation that you were so good 
as to give me, I was able to do 
so.” 

“Yes, she gave me quite: a little 
description of your visit,” said Miss 
Birdseye, with a smile and a vague 
sound in her throat—a sort of 
pensive, private reference to the 
idea of laughter — of which Ran- 
som never learned the exact signifi- 
cance, though he retained for a 
long time afterwards a_ kindly 
memory of the old lady’s manner 
at the moment. 

“J don’t know how much she 
enjoyed it, but it was an immense 
pleasure to me; so great a one that, 
as you see, I have come to call 
upon her again.” 

“Then I presume, she has shak- 
en you?” 

“She has shaken me tremen- 
dously!” said Ransom, laughing. 

“Well, youll be a great addi- 
tion,” Miss Birdseye returned. 
“And this time your visit is also for 
Miss Chancellor?” 


“That depends on whether she 
will receive me.” 

“Well, if she knows you are 
shaken, that will go a great way,” 
said Miss Birdseye, a little mus- 
ingly, as if even to her unsophisti- 
cated mind it had been manifested 
that one’s relations with Miss 
Chancellor might be ticklish. “But 
she can’t receive you now —can 
she? — because she’s out. She has 
gone to the post-office for the Bos- 
ton letters, and they get so many 
every day that she had to take Ve- 
rena with her to help her carry 
them home. One of them wanted 
to stay with me, because Doctor 
Prance has gone fishing, but I said 
I presumed I could be left alone 
for about seven minutes. I know 
how they love to be together; it 
seems as if one couldn't go out 
without the other. That’s what they 
came down here for, because it’s 
quiet, and it didn’t look as if there 
was any one else they would be 
much drawn to. So it would be a 
pity for me to come down after 
them just to spoil it!” 

“T am afraid I shall spoil it, Miss 
Birdseye.” 

“Oh, well, a gentleman,” mur- 
mured the ancient woman. 

“Yes, what can you expect of a 
gentleman? I certainly shall spoil 
it if I can.” 

“You had better go fishing with 
Doctor Prance,” said Miss Birds- 
eye, with a serenity which showed 
that she was far from measuring 
the sinister quality of the an- 
nouncement he had just made. 

“IT shan’t object to that at all. 
The days here must be very long 
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—very full of hours. Have you got 
the doctor with you?” Ransom in- 
quired, as if he knew nothing at all 
about her. 

“Yes, Miss Chancellor invited us 
both; she is very thoughtful. She is 
not merely a theoretic philanthro- 
pist—she goes into details,” said 
Miss Birdseye, presenting her large 
person, in her chair, as if she her- 
self were only an item. “It seems 
as if we were not so much wanted 
in Boston, just in August.” 

“And here you sit and enjoy the 
breeze, and admire the view,” the 
young man remarked, wondering 
when the two messengers, whose 
seven minutes must long since have 
expired, would return from the 
post-office. 

“Yes, I enjoy everything in this 
little old-world place; I didn’t sup- 
pose I should be satisfied to be so 
passive. It’s a great contrast to my 
former exertions. But somehow it 
doesn’t seem as if there were any 
trouble or any wrong round here; 
and if there should be, there are 
Miss Chancellor and Miss Tarrant 
to look after it. They seem to think 
I had better fold my hands. Be- 
sides, when helpful, generous 
minds begin to flock in from your 
part of the country,” Miss Birds- 
eye continued, looking at him from 
under the distorted and discol- 
oured canopy of her hat with a 
benignity which completed the 
idea in any cheerful sense he chose. 

He felt by this time that he was 
committed to rather a dishonest 
part; he was pledged not to give a 
shock to her optimism. This might 
cost him, in the coming days, a 


good deal of dissimulation, but he 
was now saved from any further 
expenditure of ingenuity by certain 
warning sounds which admonished 
him that he must keep his wits 
about him for a purpose more ur- 
gent. There were voices in the hall 
of the house, voices he knew, which 
came nearer, quickly; so that be- 
fore he had time to rise one of the 
speakers had come out with the 
exclamation — “Dear Miss Birds- 
eye, here are seven letters for you!” 
The words fell to the ground, in- 
deed, before they were fairly spo- 
ken, and when Ransom got up, 
turning, he saw Olive Chancellor 
standing there, with the parcel 
from the post-office in her hand. 
She stared at him in sudden hor- 
ror; for the moment her self-pos- 
session completely deserted her. 
There was so little of any greeting 
in her face save the greeting of 
dismay, that he felt there was 
nothing for him to say to her, noth- 
ing that could mitigate the odious 
fact of his being there. He could 
only let her take it in, let her di- 
vine that, this time, he was not to 
be got rid of. In an instant—to 
ease off the situation — he held out 
his hand for Miss Birdseye’s let- 
ters, and it was a proof of Olive’s. 
having turned rather faint and 
weak that she gave them up to 
him. He delivered the packet to 
the.old lady, and now Verena had 
appeared in the doorway of the 
house. As soon as she saw him, she 
blushed crimson; but she did not, 
like Olive, stand voiceless. 

“Why, Mr. Ransom,” she cried 
out, “where in the world were you. 
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washed ashore?” Miss Birdseye, 
meanwhile, taking her letters, had 
no appearance of observing that 
the encounter between Olive and 
her visitor was a kind of concus- 
sion. 

It was Verena who eased off the 
situation; her gay challenge rose 
to her lips as promptly as if she 
had had no cause for embarrass- 
ment. She was not confused even 
when she blushed, and her alert- 
ness may perhaps be explained by 
the habit of public speaking. Ran- 
som smiled at her while she came 
forward, but he spoke first to Olive, 
who had already turned her eyes 
away from him and gazed at the 
blue sea-view as if she were won- 
dering what was going to happen 
to her at last. 

“Of course you are very much 
surprised to see me; but I hope to 
be able to induce you to regard 
me not absolutely in the light of an 
intruder. I found your door open, 
and I walked in, and Miss Birds- 
eye seemed to think I might stay. 
Miss Birdseye, I put myself under 
your protection; I invoke you; I 
appeal to you,” the young man 
went on. “Adopt me, answer for 
me, cover me with the mantle of 
‘your charity!” 

Miss Birdseye looked up from 
her letters, as if at first she had 
only faintly heard his appeal. She 
turned her eyes from Olive to Ve- 
rena; then she said, “Doesn’t it 
seem as if we had room for all? 
‘When I remember what I have 
seen in the South, Mr. Ransom’s 
being here strikes me as a great 
triumph.” ’ 


Olive evidently failed to under- 
stand, and Verena broke in with 
eagerness, “It was by my letter, of 
course, that you knew we were 
here. The one I wrote just before 
we came, Olive,” she went on. 
“Don’t you remember I showed it 
to you?” 

At the mention of this act of 
submission on her friend’s part Ol- 
ive started, flashing her a strange 
look; then she said to Basil that 
she didn’t see why he should ex- 
plain so much about his coming; 
every one had a right to come. It” 
was a very charming place; it 
ought to do any one good. “But it 
will have one defect for you,” 
she added; “three-quarters of the 
summer residents are women!” 

This attempted pleasantry on 
Miss Chancellor’s part, so unex- 
pected, so incongruous, uttered 
with white lips and cold eyes, 
struck Ransom to that degree by 
its oddity that he could not resist 
exchanging a glance of wonder 
with Verena, who, if she had had 
the opportunity, could probably 
have explained to him the phe- 
nomenon. Olive had recovered her- 
self, reminded herself that she was 
safe, that her companion in New 
York had repudiated, denounced 
her pursuer; and, as a proof to her 
own sense of her security, as well 
as a touching mark to Verena that 
now, after what had passed, she 
had no fear, she felt that a certain 
light mockery would be effective. 

“Ah, Miss Olive, don’t pretend 
to think I love your sex so little, 
when you know that what you re- 
ally object to in me is that I love it 
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too much!” Ransom was not braz- 
en, he was not impudent, he was 
really a very modest man; but he 
was aware that whatever he said 
or did he was condemned to seem 
impudent now, and he argued 
within himself that if he was to 
have the dishonour of being 
thought brazen he might as well 
have the comfort. He didn’t care a 
straw, in truth, how he was judged 
or how he might offend; he had a 
purpose which swallowed up such 
inanities as that, and he was so full 
of it that it kept him firm, bal- 
anced him, gave him an assurance 
that might easily have been con- 
founded with a cold detachment. 
“This place will do me good,” he 
pursued; “I haven’t had a holiday 
for more than two years, I couldn’t 
have gone another day; I was fin- 
ished. I would have written to you 
beforehand that I was coming, but 
I only started at a few hours’ no- 
tice. It occurred to me that this 
would be just what I wanted; I re- 
membered what Miss Tarrant had 
said in her note, that it was a place 
where people could lie on the 
ground and wear their old clothes. 
I delight to lie on the ground, and 
all my clothes are old. I hope to be 
able to stay three or four weeks.” 

Olive listened till he had done 
speaking; she stood a single mo- 
ment longer, and then, without a 
word, a glance, she rushed into 
the house. Ransom saw that Miss 
Birdseye was immersed in her let- 
ters; so he went straight to Verena 
and stood before her, looking far 
into her eyes. He was not smiling 
now, as he had been in speaking 


to Olive. “Will you come some- 
where apart, where I can speak to 
you alone?” 

“Why have you done this? It 
was not right in you to come!” Ve- 
rena looked still as if she were 
blushing, but Ransom perceived 
he must allow for her having been 
delicately scorched by the sun. 

“I have come because it is nec- 
essary — because I have something 
very important to say to you. A 
great number of things.” 

“The same things you said in 
New York? I don’t want to hear 
them again —they were horrible!” 

“No, not the same — different 
ones. I want you to come out with 
me, away from here.” 

“You always want me to come 
out! We can’t go out here; we are 
out, as much as we can be!” Ve- 
rena laughed. She tried to turn it 
off — feeling that something really 
impended. 

“Come down into the garden, 
and out beyond there — to the wa- 
ter, where we can speak. It’s what 
I have come for; it was not for 
what I told Miss Olive!” 

He had lowered his voice, as if 
Miss Olive might still hear them, 
and there was something strangely 
grave — altogether solemn, indeed 
—in its tone. Verena looked around 
her, at the splendid summer day, at 
the much-swathed, formless figure 
of Miss Birdseye, holding her let- 
ter inside her hat. “Mr. Ransom!” 
she articulated then, simply; and 
as her eyes met him again they 
showed him a couple of tears. 

“It’s not to make you suffer, I 
honestly believe. I don’t want to 
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say anything that will hurt you. 
How can I possibly hurt you, when 
I feel to you as I do?” he went on, 
with suppressed force. 

She said no more, but all her 
face entreated him to let her off, 
to spare her; and as this look deep- 
ened, a quick sense of elation and 
success began to throb in his heart, 
for it told him exactly what he 
wanted to know. It told him that 
she was afraid of him, that she 
had ceased to trust herself, that 
the way he had read her nature 
was the right way (she was tre- 
mendously open to attack, she was 
meant for love, she was meant for 
him), and that his arriving at the 
point at which he wished to arrive 
was only a question of time. This 
happy consciousness made him ex- 
traordinarily tender to her; he 
couldn’t put enough reassurance 
into his smile, his low murmur, as 
he said: “Only give me ten min- 
utes; don’t receive me by turning 
me away. It’s my holiday —my 
poor little holiday; don’t spoil it.” 

Three minutes later Miss Birds- 
eye, looking up from her letter, 
saw them move together through 
the bristling garden and traverse 
a gap in the old fence which in- 
closed the further side of it. They 
passed into the ancient ship-yard 
which lay beyond, and which was 
now a mere vague, grass-grown 
approach to the waterside, be- 
strewn with a few remnants of 
supererogatory timber. She saw 
them stroll forward to the edge of 
the bay and stand there, taking 
the soft breeze in their faces. She 
watched them a little, and it 


warmed her heart to see the stiff- 
necked young Southerner led cap- 
tive by a daughter of New Eng- 
land trained in the right school, 
who would impose her opinions in 
their integrity. Considering how 
prejudiced he must have been he 
was certainly behaving very well; 
even at that distance Miss Birds- 
eye dimly made out that there was 
something positively humble in 
the way he invited Verena Tar- 
rant to seat herself on a low pile of 
weather-blackened planks, which 
constituted the principal furniture 
of the place, and something, per- 
haps, just a trifle too expressive of 
righteous triumph in the manner 
in which the girl put the sugges- 
tion by and stood where she liked, 
a little proudly, turning a good 
deal away from him. Miss Birds- 
eye could see as much as this, but 
she couldn’t hear, so that she didn’t 
know what it was that made Ve- 
rena turn suddenly back to him, at 
something he said. If she had 
known, perhaps his observation 
would have struck her as less sin- 
gular — under the circumstances in 
which these two young persons 
met than it may appear to the 
reader. 

“They have accepted one of my 
articles; I think it’s the best.” 
These were the first words that 
passed Basil Ransom’s lips after 
the pair had withdrawn as far as 
it was possible to withdraw (in 
that direction) from the house. 

“Oh, is it printed —when does 
it appear?” Verena asked that 
question instantly; it sprang from 
her lips in a manner that com- 


686 


The Bostonians 


pletely belied the air of keeping 
herself at a distance from him 
which she had worn a few ano- 
ments before. 

He didn’t tell her again this 
time, as he had told her when, on 
the occasion of their walk together 
in New York, she expressed an in- 
consequent hope that his fortune 
as a rejected contributor would 
take a turn—he didn’t remark to 
her once more that she was a de- 
lightful being; he only went on (as 
if her revulsion were a matter of 
course), to explain everything he 
could, so that she might as soon as 
possible know him better and see 
how completely she could trust 
him. “That was, at bottom, the 
reason I came here. The essay in 
question is the most important 
thing I have done in the way of a 
literary attempt, and I determined 
to give up the game or to persist, 
according as I should be able to 
bring it to the light or not. The 
other day I got a letter from the 
editor of the ‘Rational Review,’ 
telling me that he should be very 
happy to print it, that he thought 
it very remarkable, and that he 
should be glad to hear from me 
again. He shall hear from me 
again —he needn’t be afraid! It 
contained a good many of the opin- 
ions I have expressed to you, and 
a good many more besides. I re- 
ally believe it will attract some at- 
tention. At any rate, the simple 
fact that it is to be published 
makes an era in my life. This will 
seem pitiful to you, no doubt, who 
publish yourself, have been be- 
fore the world these several years, 


and are flushed with every kind of 
triumph; but to me it’s simply a 
tremendous affair. It makes me be- 
lieve I may do something; it has 
changed the whole way I look at 
my future. I have been building 
castles in the air, and I have put 
you in the biggest and fairest of 
them. That’s a great change, and, 
as I say, it’s really why I came on.” 

Verena lost not a word of this 
gentle, conciliatory, explicit state- 
ment; it was full of surprises for 
her, and as soon as Ransom had 
stopped speaking she inquired: 
“Why, didn’t you feel satisfied 
about your future before?” 

Her tone made him feel how 
little she had suspected he could 
have the weakness of a discour- 
agement, how little of a question 
it must have seemed to her that he 
would one day triumph on his own 
erratic line. It was the sweetest 
tribute he had yet received to the 
idea that he might have ability; 
the letter of the editor of the “Ra- 
tional Review” was nothing to it. 
“No, I felt very blue; it didn’t 
seem to me at all clear that there 
was a place for me in the world.” 

“Gracious!” said Verena Tarrant. 

A quarter of an hour later Miss 
Birdseye, who had returned to her 
letters (she had a correspondent 
at Framingham who usually wrote 
fifteen pages), became aware that 
Verena, who was now alone, was 
re-entering the house. She stopped 
her on her way, and said she hoped 
she hadn’t pushed Mr. Ransom 
overboard. 

“Oh, no; he has gone off — round 
the other way.” 
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“Well. I hope he is going to 
speak for us soon.” 

Verena hesitated a moment. “He 
speaks with the pen. He has writ- 
ten a very fine article—for the 
‘Rational Review.’ ” 

Miss Birdseye gazed at her 
young friend complacently; the 
sheets of her interminable letter 
fluttered in the breeze. “Well, it’s 
delightful to see the way it goes 
on, isn’t it?” 

Verena scarcely knew what to 
say; then, remembering that Doc- 
tor Prance had told her that they 
might lose their dear old compan- 
ion any day, and confronting it 
with something Basil Ransom had 
just said—that the “Rational Re- 
view” was a quarterly and the ed- 
itor had notified him that his arti- 
cle would appear only in the num- 
ber after the next—she reflected 
that perhaps Miss Birdseye 
wouldn’t be there, so many months 
later, to see how it was her sup- 
posed consort had spoken. She 
might, therefore, be left to believe 
what she liked to believe, without 
fear of a day of reckoning. Verena 
committed herself to nothing more 
confirmatory than a kiss, however, 
which the old lady’s displaced 
head-gear enabled her to imprint 
upon her forehead and which 
caused Miss Birdseye to exclaim, 
“Why, Verena Tarrant, how cold 
your lips are!” It was not surpris- 
ing to Verena to hear that her lips 
were cold; a mortal chill had crept 
over her, for she knew that this 
time she should have a ee 
scene with Olive. 


She found her in her room, to 
which she had fled on quitting Mr. 
Ransom’s presence; she sat in the 
window, having evidently sunk 
into a chair the moment she came 
in, a position from which she must 
have seen Verena walk through 
the garden and down to the water 
with the intruder. She remained as 
she had collapsed, quite prostrate; 
her attitude was the same as that 
other time Verena had found her 
waiting, in New York. What Olive 
was likely to say to her first the 
girl scarcely knew; her mind, at 
any rate, was full of an intention 
of her own. She went straight to 
her and fell on her knees before 
her, taking hold of the hands which 
were clasped together, with nerv- 
ous intensity, in Miss Chancellor’s 
lap. Verena remained a moment, 
looking up at her, and then said: 

“There is something I want to 
tell you now, without a moment’s 
delay; something I didn’t tell you 
at the time it happened, nor aft- 
erwards. Mr. Ransom came out to 
see me once, at Cambridge, a little 
while before we went to New 
York. He spent a couple of hours 
with me; we took a walk together 
and saw the colleges. It was after 
that that he wrote to me— when 
I answered his letter, as I told you 
in New York. I didn’t tell you then, 
of his visit. We had a great deal of 
talk about him, and I kept that 
back. I did so on purpose; I can’t 
explain why, except that I didn’t 
like to tell you, and that I thought 
it better. But now I want you to 
know everything; when you know 
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that, you will know everything. It 
was only one visit— about two 
hours. I enjoyed it very much — he 
seemed so much interested. One 
reason I didn’t tell you was that I 
didn’t want you to know that he 
had come on to Boston, and called 
on me in Cambridge, without go- 
ing to see you. I thought it might 
affect you disagreeably. I suppose 
you will think I deceived you; cer- 
tainly I left you with a wrong im- 
pression. But now I want you to 
know all — all!” 

Verena spoke with breathless 
haste and eagerness; there was a 
kind of passion in the way she 
tried to expiate her former want of 
candour. Olive listened, staring; at 
first she seemed scarcely to un- 
derstand. But Verena perceived 
that she understood sufficiently 
when she broke out: “You de- 
ceived me—you deceived me! 
Well, I must say I like your deceit 
better than such dreadful revela- 
tions! And what does anything 
matter when he has come after you 
now? What does he want — what 
has he come for?” 

“He has come to ask me to be 
his wife.” 

Verena said this with the same 
eagerness, with as determined an 
air of not incurring any reproach 
this time. But as soon as she had 
spoken she buried her head in Ol- 
ive’s lap. 

Olive made no attempt to raise 
it again, and returned none of the 
pressure of her hands; she only sat 
silent for a time, during which Ve- 
rena wondered that the idea of the 


episode at Cambridge, laid bare 
only after so many months, should 
not have struck her more deeply. 
Presently she saw it was because 
the horror of what had just hap- 
pened drew her off from it. At last 
Olive asked: “Is that what he told 
you, off there by the water?” 

“Yes” — and Verena looked up 
— “he wanted me to know it right 
away. He says it’s only fair to you 
that he should give notice of his 
intentions. He wants to try and 
make me like him — so he says. He 
wants to see more of me, and he 
wants me to know him better.” 

Olive lay back in her chair, with 
dilated eyes and parted lips. “Ve- 
rena Tarrant, what is there be- 
tween you? what can I hold on to, 
what can I believe? Two hours, in 
Cambridge, before we went to 
New York?” The sense that Verena 
had been perfidious there — per- 
fidious in her reticence — now be- 
gan to roll over her. “Mercy of 
heaven, how you did act!” 

“Olive, it was to spare you.” 

“To spare me? If you really 
wished to spare me he wouldn’t be 
here now!” 

Miss Chancellor flashed this out 
with a sudden violence, a spasm 
which threw Verena off and made 
her rise to her feet. For an instant 
the two young women stood con- 
fronted, and a person who had 
seen them at that moment might 
have taken them for enemies rath- 
er than friends. But any such op- 
position could last but a few sec- 
onds. Verena replied, with a trem- 
or in her voice which was not that 
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of passion, but of charity: “Do you 
mean that I expected him, that I 
brought him? I never in my life 
was more surprised at anything 
than when I saw him there.” 

“Hasn’t he the delicacy of one of 
his own slave-drivers? Doesn’t he 
know you loathe him?” 

Verena looked at her friend with 
a degree of majesty which, with 
her, was rare. “I don’t loathe him 
—I only dislike his opinions.” 

“Dislike! Oh, misery!” And Ol- 
ive turned away to the open win- 
dow, leaning her forehead against 
the lifted sash. 

Verena hesitated, then went to 
her, passing her arm round her. 
“Don’t scold me! help me — help 
me!” she murmured. 

Olive gave her a-sidelong look; 
then, catching her up and facing 
her again — “Will you come away, 
now, by the next train?” 

“Flee from him again, as I did 
in New York? No, no, Olive Chan- 
cellor, that’s not the way,” Verena 
went on, reasoningly, as if all the 
wisdom of the ages were seated on 
her lips. “Then how can we leave 
Miss Birdseye, in her state? We 
must stay here—we must fight it 
out here.” 

“Why not be honest, if you have 
been false — really honest, not only 
half so? Why not tell him plainly 
that you love him?” 

“Love him, Olive? why, I 
scarcely know him.” 

“Youll have a chance, if he 
stays a month!” 

“I don’t dislike him, certainly, 
as you do. But how can I love him 
when he tells me he wants me to 


give up everything, all our work, 
our faith, our future, never to give 
another address, to open my lips in 
public? How can I consent to 
that?” Verena went on, smiling 


strangely. 

“He asks you that, just that 
way?” 

“No; it’s not that way. It’s very 
kindly.” 


“Kindly? Heaven help you, don’t 
grovel! Doesn’t he know it’s my 
house?” Olive added, in a moment. 

“Of course he won’t come into 
it, if you forbid him.” 

“So that you may meet him in 
other places — on the shore, in the 
country?” 

“I certainly shan’t avoid him, 
hide away from him,” said Verena, 
proudly. “I thought I made you be- 
lieve, in New York, that I really 
cared for our aspirations. The way 
for me then is to meet him, feeling 
conscious of my strength. What if 
I do like him? what does it mat- 
ter? I like my work in the world, I 
like everything I believe in, bet- 
ter.” 

Olive listened to this, and the 
memory of how, in the house in 
Tenth Street, Verena had rebuked 
her doubts, professed her own 
faith anew, came back to her with 
a force which made the present 
situation appear slightly less ter- 
rific. Nevertheless, she gave no as- 
sent to the girl’s logic; she only re- 
plied: “But you didn’t meet him 
there; you hurried away from New 
York, after I was willing you should 
stay. He affected you very much 
there; you were not so calm when 
you came back to me from your 
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expedition to the park as you pre- 
tend to be now. To get away from 
him you gave up all the rest.” 

“I know I wasn’t so calm. But 
now I have had three months to 
think about it — about the way he 
affected me there. I take it very 
quietly.” 

“No, you don’t; you are not 
calm now!” 

Verena was silent a moment, 
while Olive’s eyes continued to 
search her, accuse her, condemn 
her. “It’s all the more reason you 
shouldn’t give me stab after stab,” 
she replied, with a gentleness 
which was infinitely touching. 

It had an instant effect upon 
Olive; she burst into tears, threw 
herself on her friend’s bosom. “Oh, 
don’t desert me — don’t desert me, 
or youll kill me in torture,” she 
moaned, shuddering. 

“You must help me— you must 
help me!” cried Verena, implor- 
ingly too. 
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Bast. Ransom spent nearly a 
month at Marmion; in announcing 
this fact I am very conscious of its 
extraordinary character. Poor Ol- 
ive may well have been thrown 
back into her alarms by his pre- 
senting himself there; for after her 
return from New York she took to 
her soul the conviction that she 
had really done with him. Not 
only did the impulse of revulsion 
under which Verena had demand- 


ed that their departure from Tenth 
Street should be immediate appear 
to her a proof that it had been 
sufficient for her young friend to 
touch Mr. Ransom’s moral texture 
with her finger, as it were, in order 
to draw back for ever; but what 
she had learned from her compan- 
ion of his own manifestations, his 
apparent disposition to throw up 
the game, added to her feeling of 
security. He had spoken to Ve- 
rena of their little excursion as his 
last opportunity, let her know that 
he regarded it not as the begin- 
ning of a more intimate acquaint- 
ance but as the end even of such 
relations as already existed be- 
tween them. He gave her up, for 
reasons best known to himself; if 
he wanted to frighten Olive he 
judged that he had frightened her 
enough: his Southern chivalry sug- 
gested to him perhaps that he 
ought to let her off before he had 
worried her to death. Doubtless, 
too, he had perceived how vain it 
was to hope to make Verena ab- 
jure a faith so solidly founded; 
and though he admired her enough 
to wish to possess her on his own 
terms, he shrank from the mortifi- 
cation which the future would 
have in keeping for him — that of 
finding that, after six months of 
courting and in spite of all her 
sympathy, her desire to do what 
people expected of her, she de- 
spised his opinions as much as the 
first day. Olive Chancellor was 
able to a certain extent to believe 
what she wished to believe, and 
that was one reason why she had 
twisted Verena’s flight from New 
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York, just after she let her friend 
see how much she should like to 
drink deeper of the cup, into a 
warrant for living in a fool’s para- 
dise. If she had been less afraid, 
she would have read things more 
clearly; she would have seen that 
we don’t run away from people un- 
less we fear them and that we 
don’t fear them unless we know 
that we are unarmed. Verena 
feared Basil Ransom now (though 
this time she declined to run); but 
now she had taken up her weap- 
ons, she had told Olive she was 
exposed, she had asked her to be 
her defence. Poor Olive was strick- 
en as she had never been before, 
but the extremity of her danger 
gave her a desperate energy. The 
only comfort in her situation was 
that this time Verena had con- 
fessed her peril, had thrown her- 
self into her hands. “I like him, I 
can’t help it—I do like him. I 
don’t want to marry him, I don’t 
want to embrace his ideas, which 
are unspeakably false and _ horri- 
ble; but I like him better than any 
gentleman I have seen.” So much 
as this the girl announced to her 
friend as soon as the conversation 
of which I have just given a sketch 
was resumed, as it was very soon, 
you may be sure, and very often, 
in the course of the next few days. 
That was her way of saying that 
a great crisis had arrived in her 
life, and the statement needed very 
little amplification to stand as a 
shy avowal that she too had suc- 
cumbed to the universal passion. 
Olive had had her suspicions, her 
terrors, before; but she perceived 


now how idle and foolish they had 
been, and that this was a different 
affair from any of the “phases” of 
which she had hitherto anxiously 
watched the development. As I 
say, she felt it to be a considerable 
mercy that Verena’s attitude was 
frank, for it gave her something to 
take hold of; she could no longer 
be put off with sophistries about 
receiving visits from handsome and 
unscrupulous young men for the 
sake of the opportunities it gave 
one to convert them. She took 
hold, accordingly, with passion, 
with fury; after the shock of Ran- 
som’s arrival had passed away she 
determined that he should not find 
her chilled into dumb submission. 
Verena had told her that she want- 
ed her to hold her tight, to rescue 
her; and there was no fear that, for 
an instant, she should sleep at her 
post. 

“I like him—TI like him; but I 
want to hate s 

“You want to hate him!” Olive 
broke in. 

“No, I want to hate my liking. I 
want you to keep before me all 
the reasons why I should — many 
of them so fearfully important. 
Don’t let me lose sight of any- 
thing! Don’t be afraid I shall not 
be grateful when you remind me.” 

That was one of the singular 
speeches that Verena made in the 
course of their constant discussion 
of the terrible question, and it 
must be confessed that she made 
a great many. The strangest of all 
was when she protested, as she did 
again and again to Olive, against 
the idea of their seeking safety in 
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retreat. She said there was a want 
of dignity in it — that she had been 
ashamed, afterwards, of what she 
had done in rushing away from 
New York. This care for her 
moral appearance was, on Ve- 
rena’s part, something new; inas- 
much as, though she had struck 
that note on previous occasions — 
had insisted on its being her duty 
to face the accidents and alarms of 
life — she had never erected such 
a standard in the face of a disaster 
so sharply possible. It was not her 
habit either to talk or to think 
about her dignity, and when Olive 
found her taking that tone she felt 
more than ever that the dreadful, 
ominous, fatal part of the situation 
was simply that now, for the first 
time in all the history of their sa- 
cred friendship, Verena was not 
sincere. She was not sincere when 
she told her that she wanted to be 
helped against Mr. Ransom — 
when she exhorted her, that way, 
to keep everything that was salu- 
tary and fortifying before her 
eyes. Olive did not go so far as to 
believe that she was playing a 
part in putting her off with words 
which, glossing over her treachery, 
only made it more cruel; she 
would have admitted that that 
treachery was as yet unwitting, 
that Verena deceived herself first 
of all, thinking she really wished 
to be saved. Her phrases about her 
dignity were insincere, as well as 
her pretext that they must stay to 
look after Miss Birdseye: as if 
Doctor Prance were not abun- 
dantly able to discharge that func- 
tion and would not be enchanted 


to get them out of the house! Olive 
had perfectly divined by this time 
that Doctor Prance had no sym- 
pathy with their movement, no 
general ideas; that she was simply 
shut up to petty questions of phys- 
iological science and of her own 
professional activity. She would 
never have invited her down if she 
had realised this in advance so 
much as the doctor’s dry detach- 
ment from all their discussions, 
their readings and practisings, her 
constant expeditions to fish and 
botanise, subsequently enabled her 
to do. She was very narrow, but it 
did seem as if she knew more 
about Miss Birdseye’s peculiar 
physical conditions—they were 
very peculiar —than any one else, 
and this was a comfort at a time 
when that admirable woman 
seemed to be suffering a loss of 
vitality. 

“The great point is that it must 
be met some time, and it will be 
a tremendous relief to have it over. 
He is determined to have it out 
with me, and if the battle doesn’t 
come off to-day we shall have to 
fight it to-morrow. I don’t see why 
this isn’t as good a time as any 
other. My lecture for the Music 
Hall is as good as finished; and I 
haven’t got anything else to do; so 
I can give all my attention to our 
personal struggle. It requires a 
good deal, you would admit, if 
you knew how wonderfully he can 
talk. If we should leave this place 
to-morrow he would come after us 
to the very next one. He would 
follow us everywhere. A_ little 
while ago we could have escaped 


693 


The Bostonians 


him, because he says that then he 
had no money. He hasn’t got much 
now, but he has got enough to pay 
his way. He is so encouraged by 
the reception of his article by the 
editor of the ‘Rational Review,’ 
that he is sure that in future his 
pen will be a resource.” 

These remarks were uttered by 
Verena after Basil Ransom had 
been three days at Marmion, and 
when she reached this point her 
companion interrupted her with 
the inquiry, “Is that what he pro- 
poses to support you with —his 
pen?” 

“Oh, yes; of course he admits 
we should be terribly poor.” 

“And this vision of a literary ca- 
reer is based entirely upon an ar- 
ticle that hasn’t yet seen the light? 
I don’t see how a man of any re- 
finement can approach a woman 
with so beggarly an account of his 
position in life.” 

“He says he wouldn’t—he 
would have been ashamed — three 
months ago; that was why, when 
we were in New York, and he felt, 
even then—well (so he says) all 
he feels now, he made up his 
mind not to persist, to let me go. 
But just lately a change has taken 
place; his state of mind altered 
completely, in the course of a 
week, in consequence of the letter 
that editor wrote him about his 
contribution, and his paying for it 
right off. It was a remarkably flat- 
tering letter. He says he believes 
in his future now; he has before 
him a vision of distinction, of in- 
fluence, and of fortune, not great, 
perhaps, but sufficient to make life 


tolerable. He doesn’t think life is 
very delightful, in the nature of 
things; but one of the best things 
a man can do with it is to get hold 
of some woman (of course, she 
must please him very much, to 
make it worth while), whom he 
may draw close to him.” 

“And couldn’t he get hold of 
any one but you—among all the 
exposed millions of our sex?” poor 
Olive groaned. “Why must he pick 
you out, when everything he knew 
about you showed you to be, ex- 
actly, the very last?” 

“That’s just what I have asked 
him, and he only remarks that 
there is no reasoning about such 
things. He fell in love with me 
that first evening, at Miss Birds- 
eye’s. So you see there was some 
ground for that mystic apprehen- 
sion of yours. It seems as if I 
pleased him more than any one.” 

Olive flung herself over on the 
couch, burying her face in the 
cushions, which she tumbled in 
her despair, and moaning out that 
he didn’t love Verena, he never 
had loved her, it was only his ha- 
tred of their cause that made him 
pretend it; he wanted to do that 
an injury, to do it the worst he 
could think of. He didn’t love her, 
he hated her, he only wanted to 
smother her, to crush her, to kill 
her—as she would infallibly see 
that he would if she listened to 
him. It was because he knew that 
her voice had magic in it, and 
from the moment he caught its 
first note he had determined to de- 
stroy it. It was not tenderness that 
moved him — it was devilish ma- 
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lignity; tenderness would be in- 
capable of requiring the horrible 
sacrifice that he was not ashamed 
to ask, of requiring her to commit 
perjury and blasphemy, to desert 
a work, an interest, with which 
her very heart-strings were inter- 
laced, to give the lie to her whole 
young past, to her purest, holiest 
ambitions. Olive put forward no 
claim of her own, breathed, at first, 
at least, not a word of remon- 
strance in the name of her per- 
sonal loss, of their blighted union; 
she only dwelt upon the unspeak- 
able tragedy of a defection from 
their standard, of a failure on Ve- 
rena’s part to carry out what she 
had undertaken, of the horror of 
seeing her bright career blotted 
out with darkness and tears, of the 
joy and elation that would fill the 
breast of all their adversaries at 
this illustrious, consummate proof 
of the fickleness, the futility, the 
predestined servility, of women. 
A man had only to whistle for her, 
and she who had pretended most 
was delighted to come and kneel 
at-his feet. Olive’s most passion- 
ate protest was summed up in her 
saying that if Verena were to for- 
sake them it would put back the 
emancipation of women a hundred 
years. She did not, during these 
dreadful days, talk continuously; 
she had long periods of pale, in- 
tensely anxious, watchful silence, 
interrupted by outbreaks of pas- 
sionate argument, entreaty, invoca- 
tion. It was Verena who talked in- 
cessantly, Verena who was in a 
state entirely new to her, and, as 
any one could see, in an attitude 


entirely unnatural and overdone. 
If she was deceiving herself, as 
Olive said, there was something 
very affecting in her effort, her in- 
genuity. If she tried to appear to 
Olive impartial, coldly judicious, 
in her attitude with regard to Bas- 
il Ransom, and only anxious to see, 
for the moral satisfaction of the 
thing, how good a case, as a lover, 
he might make out for himself and 
how much he might touch her sus- 
ceptibilities, she endeavoured, still 
more earnestly, to practise this 
fraud upon her own imagination. 
She abounded in every proof that 
she should be in despair if she 
should be overborne, and_ she 
thought of arguments even more 
convincing, if possible, than Ol- 
ive’s, why she should hold on to 
her old faith, why she should resist 
even at the cost of acute tempo- 
rary suffering. She was voluble, 
fluent, feverish; she was perpetu- 
ally bringing up the subject, as if 
to encourage her friend, to show 
how she kept possession of her 
judgment, how independent she 
remained. 

No stranger situation can be im- 
agined than that of these extraor- 
dinary young women at this junc- 
ture; it was so singular on Vere- 
na’s part, in particular, that I de- 
spair of presenting it to the reader 
with the air of reality. To under- 
stand it, one must bear in mind her 
peculiar frankness, natural and ac- 
quired, her habit of discussing 
questions, sentiments, moralities, 
her education, in the atmosphere 
of lecture-rooms, of séances, her 
familiarity with the vocabulary of 
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emotion, the mysteries of “the spir- 
itual life.” She had learned to 
breathe and move in a rarefied air, 
as she would have learned to speak 
Chinese if her success in life had 
depended upon it; but this dazzling 
trick, and all her artlessly artful fa- 
cilities, were not a part of her es- 
sence, an expression of her inner- 
most preferences. What was a part 
of her essence was the extraordi- 
nary generosity with which she 
would expose herself, give herself 
away, turn herself inside out, for 
the satisfaction of a person who 
made demands of her. Olive, as 
we know, had made the reflection 
that no one was naturally less pre- 
occupied with the idea of her dig- 
nity and though Verena put it for- 
ward as an excuse for remaining 
where they were, it must be admit- 
ted that in reality she was very de- 
ficient in the desire to be consist- 
ent with herself. Olive had con- 
tributed with all her zeal to the 
development of Verena’s gift; but 
I scarcely venture to think now, 
what she may have said to herself, 
in the secrecy of deep meditation, 
about the consequences of culti- 
vating an abundant eloquence. 
Did she say that Verena was at- 
tempting to smother her now in 
her own phrases? did she view 
with dismay the fatal effect of try- 
ing to have an answer for every- 
thing? From Olive’s condition dur- 
ing these lamentable weeks there 
is a certain propriety —a delicacy 
enjoined by the respect for mis- 
fortune —in averting our head. 
She neither ate nor slept; she 
could scarcely speak without burst- 


ing into tears; she felt so implaca- 
bly, insidiously baffled. She re- 
membered the magnanimity with 
which she had declined (the win- 
ter before the last) to receive the 
vow of eternal maidenhood which 
she had at first demanded and then 
put by as too crude a test, but 
which Verena, for a precious hour, 
for ever flown, would then have 
been willing to take. She repented 
of it with bitterness and rage; and 
then she asked herself, more des- 
perately still, whether even if she 
held that pledge she should be 
brave enough to enforce it in the 
face of actual complications. She 
believed that if it were in her pow- 
er to say, “No, I won't let you off; 
I have your solemn word, and I 
won't!” Verena would bow to that 
decree and remain with her; but 
the magic would have passed out 
of her spirit for ever, the sweetness 
out of their friendship, the efficacy 
out of their work. She said to her 
again and again that she had ut- 
terly changed since that hour she 
came to her, in New York, after 
her morning with Mr. Ransom, and 
sobbed out that they must hurry 
away. Then she had been wound- 
ed, outraged, sickened, and in the 
interval nothing had happened, 
nothing but that one exchange of 
letters, which she knew about, to 
bring her round to a shameless tol- 
erance. Shameless Verena admit- 
ted it to be; she assented over and 
over to this proposition, and ex- 
plained, as eagerly each time as if 
it were the first, what it was that 
had come to pass, what it was that 
had brought her round. It had sim- 
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ply come over her that she liked 
him, that this was the true point 
of view, the only one from which 
one could consider the situation in 
a way that would lead to what she 
called a real solution—a perma- 
nent rest. On this particular point 
Verena never responded, in the 
liberal way I have mentioned, 
without asseverating at the same 
time that what she desired most in 
the world was to prove (the pic- 
ture Olive had held up from the 
first), that a woman could live on 
persistently, clinging to a great, 
vivifying, redemptory idea, with- 
out the help of a man. To testify 
to the end against the stale super- 
stition — mother of every misery — 
that those gentry were as indis- 
pensable as they had proclaimed 
themselves on the house-tops— 
that, she passionately protested, 
was as inspiring a thought in the 
present poignant crisis as it had 
ever been. 

The one grain of comfort that 
Olive extracted from the terrors 
that pressed upon her was that 
now she knew the worst; she knew 
it since Verena had told her, after 
so long and so ominous a reticence, 
of the detestable episode at Cam- 
bridge. That seemed to her the 
worst, because it had been thun- 
der in a clear sky; the incident had 
sprung from a quarter from which, 
months before, all symptoms ap- 
peared to have vanished. Though 
Verena had now done all she could 
to make up for her perfidious si- 
lence by repeating everything that 
passed between them as she sat 
with Mr. Ransom in Monadnoc 


Place or strolled with him through 
the colleges, it imposed itself upon 
Olive that that occasion was the 
key of all that happened since, 
that he had then obtained an irre- 
mediable hold upon her. If Ve- 
rena had spoken at the time, she 
would never have let her go to 
New York; the sole compensation 
for that hideous mistake was that 
the girl, recognising it to the full, 
evidently deemed now that she 
couldn’t be communicative enough. 
There were certain afternoons in 
August, long, beautiful and terri- 
ble, when one felt that the sum- 
mer was rounding its curve, and 
the rustle of the full-leaved trees 
in the slanting golden light, in the 
breeze that ought to be delicious, 
seemed the voice of the coming 
autumn, of the warnings and dan- 
gers of life —portentous, insuffer- 
able hours when, as she sat under 
the softly swaying vine-leaves of 
the trellis with Miss Birdseye and 
tried, in order to still her nerves, 
to read something aloud to her 
guest, the sound of her own quav- 
ering voice made her think more 
of that baleful day at Cambridge 
than even of the fact that at that 
very moment Verena was “off” 
with Mr. Ransom—had gone to 
take the little daily walk with him 
to which it had been arranged 
that their enjoyment of each oth- 
er’s society should be reduced. Ar- 
ranged, I say; but that is not ex- 
actly the word to describe the 
compromise arrived at by a kind 
of tacit exchange of tearful en- 
treaty and tightened grasp, after 
Ransom had made it definite to 
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Verena that he was indeed going 
to stay a month and she had prom- 
ised that she would not resort to 
base evasions, to flight (which 
would avail her nothing, he noti- 
fied her), but would give him a 
chance, would listen to him a few 
minutes every day. He had in- 
sisted that the few minutes should 
be an hour, and the way to spend 
it was obvious. They wandered 
along the waterside to a rocky, 
shrub-covered point, which made 
a walk of just the right duration. 
Here all the homely languor of the 
region, the mild, fragrant Cape- 
quality, the sweetness of white 
sands, quiet waters, low promon- 
tories where there were paths 
among the barberries and _ tidal 
pools gleamed in the sunset — here 
all the spirit of a ripe summer-aft- 
ernoon seemed to hang in the air. 
There were wood-walks too; they 
sometimes followed bosky uplands, 
where accident had grouped the 
trees with odd effects of “style,” 
and where in grassy intervals and 
fragrant nooks of rest they came 
out upon sudden patches of Ar- 
cady. In such places Verena lis- 
tened to her companion with her 
watch in her hand, and she won- 
dered, very sincerely, how he could 
care for a girl who made the con- 
ditions of courtship so odious. He 
had recognised, of course, at the 
very first, that he could not inflict 
himself again upon Miss Chancel- 
lor, and after that awkward morn- 
ing-call I have described he did 
not again, for the first three weeks 
of his stay at Marmion, penetrate 
into the cottage whose back win- 


dows overlooked the deserted ship- 
yard. Olive, as may be imagined, 
made, on this occasion, no protest 
for the sake of being ladylike or of 
preventing him from putting her 
apparently in the wrong. The situ- 
ation between them was too grim; 
it was war to the knife, it was 
a question of which should pull 
hardest. So Verena took a tryst 
with the young man as if she had 
been a maid-servant and Basil 
Ransom a “follower.” They met a 
little way from the house; beyond 
it, outside the village. 
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OxivE thought she knew the worst, 
as we have perceived; but the 
worst was really something she 
could not know, inasmuch as up to 
this time Verena chose as little to 
confide to her on that one point as 
she was careful to expatiate with 
her on every other. The change 
that had taken place in the object of 
Basil Ransom’s merciless devotion 
since the episode in New York 
was, briefly, just this change — 
that the words he had spoken to 
her there about her genuine voca- 
tion, as distinguished from the hol- 
low and factitious ideal with which 
her family and her association with 
Olive Chancellor had saddled her 
— these words, the most effective 
and penetrating he had uttered, 
had sunk into her soul and worked 
and fermented there. She had 
come at last to believe them, and 
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that was the alteration, the trans- 
formation. They had kindled a 
light in which she saw herself 
afresh and, strange to say, liked 
herself better than in the old ex- 
aggerated glamour of the lecture- 
lamps. She could not tell Olive this 
yet, for it struck at the root of 
everything, and the dreadful, de- 
lightful sensation filled her with a 
kind of awe at all that it implied 
and portended. She was to burn 
everything she had adored; she 
was to adore everything she had 
burned. The extraordinary part of 
it was that though she felt the sit- 
uation to be, as I say, tremen- 
dously serious, she was not 
ashamed of the treachery which 
she — yes, decidedly, by this time 
she must admit it to herself — she 
meditated. It was simply that the 
truth had changed sides; that ra- 
diant image began to look at her 
from Basil Ransom’s expressive 
eyes. She loved, she was in love — 
she felt it in every throb of her be- 
ing. Instead of being constituted 
by nature for entertaining that sen- 
timent in an exceptionally small 
degree (which had been the im- 
plication of her whole crusade, the 
warrant for her offer of old to Ol- 
ive to renounce), she was framed, 
apparently, to allow it the largest 
range, the highest intensity. It was 
always passion, in fact; but now 
the object was other. Formerly she 
had been convinced that the fire of 
her spirit was a kind of double 
flame, one half of which was re- 
sponsive friendship for a most ex- 
traordinary person, and the other 
pity for the sufferings of women 


in general. Verena gazed aghast at 
the colourless dust into which, in 
three short months (counting from 
the episode in New York), such a 
conviction as that could crumble; 
she felt it must be a magical touch 
that could bring about such a cata- 
clysm. Why Basil Ransom had been 
deputed by fate to exercise this 
spell was more than she could say 
— poor Verena, who up to so lately 
had flattered herself that she had 
a wizard’s wand in her own pocket. 

When she saw him a little way 
off, about five o’clock —the hour 
she usually went out to meet him 
— waiting for her at a bend of the 
road which lost itself, after a wind- 
ing, straggling mile or two, in the 
indented, insulated “point,” where 
the wandering bee droned through 
the hot hours with a vague, mis- 
guided flight, she felt that his tall, 
watching figure, with the low hori- 
zon behind, represented well the 
importance, the towering eminence 
he had in her mind — the fact that 
he was just now, to her vision, the 
most definite and upright, the most 
incomparable, object in the world. 
If he had not been at his post 
when she expected him she would 
have had to stop and lean against 
something, for weakness; her whole 
being would have throbbed more 
painfully than it throbbed at pres- 
ent, though finding him there made 
her nervous enough. And who was 
he, what was he? she asked her- 
self. What did he offer her besides 
a chance (in which there was no 
compensation of brilliancy or fash- 
ion), to falsify, in a conspicuous 
manner, every hope and pledge 
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she had hitherto given? He allowed 
her, certainly, no illusion on the 
subject of the fate she should meet 
as his wife; he flung over it no 
rosiness of promised ease; he let 
her know that she should be poor, 
withdrawn from view, a partner of 
his struggle, of his severe, hard, 
unique stoicism. When he spoke of 
such. things as these, and bent his 
eyes on her, she could not keep 
the tears from her own; she felt 
that to throw herself into his life 
(bare and arid as for the time it 
was), was the condition of happi- 
ness for her, and yet that the ob- 
stacles were terrible, cruel. It must 
not be thought that the revolution 
which was taking place in her was 
unaccompanied with suffering. She 
suffered less than Olive certainly, 
for her bent was not, like her 
friend’s, in that direction; but as 
the wheel of her experience went 
round she had the sensation of be- 
ing ground very small indeed. With 
her light, bright texture, her com- 
placent responsiveness, her genial, 
graceful, ornamental cast, her de- 
sire to keep on pleasing others at 
the time when a force she had 
never felt before was pushing her 
to please herself, poor Verena lived 
in these days in a state of moral 
tension — with a sense of being 
strained and aching—which she 
didn’t betray more only because it 
was absolutely not in her power to 
look desperate. An immense pity 
for Olive sat in her heart, and she 
asked herself how far it was neces- 
sary to go in the path of self-sacri- 
fice. Nothing was wanting to make 
the wrong she should do her com- 


plete; she had deceived her up to 
the very last; only three months 
earlier she had reasserted her vows, 
given her word, with every show 
of fidelity and enthusiasm. There 
were hours when it seemed to Ve- 
rena that she must really push her 
inquiry no further, but content her- 
self with the conclusion that she 
loved as deeply as a woman could 
love and that it didn’t make any 
difference. She felt Olive’s grasp 
too clinching, too terrible. She said 
to herself that she should never 
dare, that she might as well give 
up early as late; that the scene, at 
the end, would be something she 
couldn’t face; that she had no right 
to blast the poor creature’s whole 
future. She had a vision of those 
dreadful years; she knew that Ol- 
ive would never get over the dis- 
appointment. It would touch her 
in the point where she felt every- 
thing most keenly; she would be 
incurably lonely and eternally hu- 
miliated. It was a very peculiar 
thing, their friendship; it had ele- 
ments which made it probably as 
complete as any (between women) 
that had ever existed. Of course it 
had been more on Olive’s side than 
on hers, she had always known 
that; but that, again, didn’t make 
any difference. It was of no use for 
her to tell herself that Olive had 
begun it entirely and she had only 
responded out of a kind of charmed 
politeness, at first, to a tremendous 
appeal. She had lent herself, given 
herself, utterly, and she ought to 
have known better if she didn’t 
mean to abide by it. At the end of 
the three weeks she felt that her 
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inquiry was complete, but that 
after all nothing was gained ex- 
cept an immense interest in Basil 
Ransom’s views and the prospect 
of an eternal heartache. He had 
told her he wanted her to know 
him, and now she knew him pretty 
thoroughly. She knew him and she 
adored him, but it didn’t make any 
difference. To give him up or to 
give Olive up—this effort would 
be the greater of the two. 

If Basil Ransom had the advan- 
tage, as far back as that day in 
New York, of having struck a note 
which was to reverberate, it may 
easily be imagined that he did not 
fail to follow it up. If he had pro- 
jected a new light into Verena’s 
mind, and made the idea of giving 
herself to a man more agreeable to 
her than that of giving herself to 
a movement, he found means to 
deepen this illumination, to drag 
her former standard in the dust. 
He was in a very odd situation in- 
deed, carrying on his siege with 
his hands tied. As he had to do 
everything in an hour a day, he 
perceived that he must confine 
himself to the essential. The essen- 
tial was to show her how much he 
loved her, and then to press, to 
press, always to press. His hover- 
ing about Miss Chancellor’s habi- 
tation without going in was a 
strange regimen to be subjected 
to, and he was sorry not to see 


more of Miss Birdseye, besides of- 


ten not knowing what to do with 
himself in the mornings and eve- 
nings. Fortunately he had brought 
plenty of books (volumes of rusty 
aspect, picked up at New York 


bookstalls), and in such an affair 
as this he could take the less when 
the more was forbidden him. For 
the mornings, sometimes, he had 
the resource of Doctor Prance, 
with whom he made a great many 
excursions on the water. She was 
devoted to boating and an ardent 
fisherwoman, and they used to pull 
out into the bay together, cast 
their lines, and talk a prodigious 
amount of heresy. She met him, as 
Verena met him, “in the environs,” 
but in a different spirit. He was 
immensely amused at her attitude, 
and saw that nothing in the world 
could, as he expressed it, make her 
wink. She would never blench nor 
show surprise; she had an air of 
taking everything abnormal for 
granted; betrayed no_ conscious- 
ness of the oddity of Ransom’s sit- 
uation; said nothing to indicate 
she had noticed that Miss Chan- 
cellor was in a frenzy or that Ve- 
rena had a daily appointment. You 
might have supposed from her 
manner that it was as natural for 
Ransom to sit on a fence half a 
mile off as in one of the red rock- 
ing-chairs, of the so-called “Shak- 
er” species, which adorned Miss 
Chancellor’s back verandah. The 
only thing our young man didn’t 
like about Doctor Prance was the 
impression she gave him (out of 
the crevices of her reticence he 
hardly knew how it leaked), that 
she thought Verena rather slim. 
She took an ironical view of al- 
most any kind of courtship, and 
he could see she didn’t wonder 
women were such featherheads, so 
long as, whatever brittle follies 
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they cultivated, they could get 
men to come and sit on fences for 
them. Doctor Prance told him Miss 
Birdseye noticed nothing; she had 
sunk, within a few days, into a 
kind of transfigured torpor; she 
didn’t seem to know whether Mr. 
Ransom were anywhere round or 
not. She guessed she thought he 
had just come down for a day and 
gone off again; she probably sup- 
posed he just wanted to get toned 
up a little by Miss Tarrant. Some- 
times, out in the boat, when she 
looked at him in vague, sociable 
silence, while she waited for a bite 
(she delighted in a bite), she had 
an expression of diabolical shrewd- 
ness. When Ransom was not 
scorching there beside her (he 
didn’t mind the sun of Massachu- 
setts), he lounged about in the 
pastoral land which hung (at a 
very moderate elevation), above 
the shore. He always had a book 
in his pocket, and he lay under 
whispering trees and kicked his 
heels and made up his mind on 
what side he should take Verena 
the next time. At the end of a fort- 
night he had succeeded (so he be- 
lieved, at least), far better than he 
had hoped, in this sense, that the 
girl had now the air of making 
much more light of her “gift.” He 
was indeed quite appalled at the 
facility with which she threw it 
over, gave up the idea that it was 
useful and precious. That had been 
what he wanted her to do, and the 
fact of the sacrifice (once she had 
fairly looked at it), costing her so 
little only proved his contention, 
only made it clear that it was not 


necessary to her happiness to spend 
half her life ranting (no matter 
how prettily), in public. All the 
same he said to himself that, to 
make up for the loss of whatever 
was sweet in the reputation of the 
thing, he should have to be tre- 
mendously nice to her in all the 
coming years. During the first week 
he was at Marmion she made of 
him an inquiry which touched on 
this point. 

“Well, if it’s all a mere delusion, 
why should this facility have been 
given me—why should I have 
been saddled with a superfluous 
talent? I don’t care much about it 
—I don’t mind telling you that; 
but I confess I should like to know 
what is to become of all that part 
of me, if I retire into private life, 
and live, as you say, simply to be 
charming for you. I shall be like a 
singer with a beautiful voice (you 
have told me yourself my voice is 
beautiful), who has accepted some 
decree of never raising a note. Isn’t 
that a great waste, a great viola- 
tion of natureP Were not our tal- 
ents given us to use, and have we 
any right to smother them and de- 
prive our fellow-creatures of such 
pleasure as they may confer? In 
the arrangement you propose” 
(that was Verena’s way of speak- 
ing of the question of their mar- 
riage), “I don’t see what provision 
is made for the poor faithful, dis- 
missed servant. It is all very well 
to be charming to you, but there 
are people who have told me that 
once I get on a platform I am 
charming to all the world. There 
is no harm in my speaking of that, 
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because you have told me so your- 
self. Perhaps you intend to have a 
platform erected in our front par- 
lour, where I can address you ev- 
ery evening, and put you to sleep 
after your work. I say our front 
parlour, as if it were certain we 
should have two! It doesn’t look 
as if our means would permit that 
— and we must have some place to 
dine, if there is to be a platform in 
our sitting-room.” 

“My dear young woman, it will 
be easy to solve the difficulty: the 
dining-table itself shall be our plat- 
form, and you shall mount on top 
of that.” This was Basil Ransom’s 
sportive reply to his companion’s 
very natural appeal for light, and 
the reader will remark that if it led 
her to push her investigation no 
further, she was very easily satis- 
fied. There was more reason, how- 
ever, as well as more appreciation 
of a very considerable mystery, in 
what he went on to say. “Charm- 
ing to me, charming to all the 
world? What will become of your 
charm? — is that what you want to 
know? It will be about five thou- 
sand times greater than it is now; 
that’s what will become of it. We 
shall find plenty of room for your 
facility; it will lubricate our whole 
existence. Believe me, Miss Tar- 
rant, these things will take care of 
themselves. You won't sing in the 
Music Hall, but you will sing to 
me; you will sing to every one who 
knows you and approaches you. 
Your gift is indestructible; don’t 
talk as if I either wanted to wipe 
it out or should be able to make it 
a particle less divine. I want to 


give it another direction, certainly; 
but I don’t want to stop your ac- 
tivity. Your gift is the gift of ex- 
pression, and there is nothing I 
can do for you that will make you 
less expressive. It won’t gush out 
at a fixed hour and on a fixed day, 
but it will irrigate, it will fertilise, 
it will brilliantly adorn your con- 
versation. Think how delightful it 
will be when your influence be- 
comes really social. Your facility, 
as you call it, will simply make 
you, in conversation, the most 
charming woman in America.” 

It is to be feared, indeed, that 
Verena was easily satisfied (con- 
vinced, I mean, not that she ought 
to succumb to him, but that there 
were lovely, neglected, almost un- 
suspected truths on his side); and 
there is further evidence on the 
same head in the fact that after 
the first once or twice she found 
nothing to say to him (much as 
she was always saying to herself), 
about the cruel effect her apostasy 
would have upon Olive. She fore- 
bore to plead that reason after she 
had seen how angry it made him, 
and with how almost savage a con- 
tempt he denounced so flimsy a 
pretext. He wanted to know since 
when it was more becoming to 
take up with a morbid old maid 
than with an honourable young 
man; and when Verena pronounced 
the sacred name of friendship he 
inquired what fanatical sophistry 
excluded him from a similar privi- 
lege. She had told him, in a mo- 
ment of expansion (Verena be- 
lieved she was immensely on her 
guard, but her guard was very apt 
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to be lowered), that his visits to 
Marmion cast in Olive’s view a re- 
markable light upon his chivalry; 
she chose to regard his resolute 
pursuit of Verena as a covert per- 
secution of herself. Verena re- 
pented, as soon as she had spoken, 
of having given further currency 
to this taunt; but she perceived 
the next moment no harm was 
done, Basil Ransom taking in per- 
fectly good part Miss Chancellor’s 
reflections on his delicacy, and 
making them the subject of much 
free laughter. She could not know, 
for in the midst of his hilarity the 
young man did not compose him- 
self to tell her, that he had made 
up his mind on this question be- 
fore he left New York—as long 
ago as when he wrote her the note 
(subsequent to her departure from 
that city), to which allusion has 
already been made, and which was 
simply the fellow of the letter ad- 
dressed to her after his visit to 
Cambridge: a friendly, respectful, 
yet rather pregnant sign that, de- 
cidedly, on second thoughts, sep- 
aration didn’t imply for him the 
intention of silence. We know a 
little about his second thoughts, as 
much as is essential, and especially 
how the occasion of their spring- 
ing up had been the windfall of an 
editor’s encouragement. The im- 
portance of that encouragement, to 
Basil’s imagination, was doubtless 
much augmented by his desire for 
an excuse to take up again a line 
of behaviour which he had for- 
sworn (small as had, as yet, been 
his opportunity to indulge in it), 
very much less than he supposed; 


still, it worked an appreciable rev- 
olution in his view of his case, and 
made him ask himself what amount 
of consideration he should (from 
the most refined Southern point of 
view), owe Miss Chancellor in the 
event of his deciding to go after 
Verena Tarrant in earnest. He was 
not slow to decide that he owed 
her none. Chivalry had to do with 
one’s relations with people one 
hated, not with those one loved. 
He didn’t hate poor Miss Olive, 
though she might make him yet; 
and even if he did, any chivalry 
was all moonshine which should 
require him to give up the girl he 
adored in order that his third cou- 
sin should see he could be gallant. 
Chivalry was forbearance and gen- 
erosity with regard to the weak; 
and there was nothing weak about 
Miss Olive, she was a fighting 
woman, and she would fight him 
to the death, giving him not an 
inch of odds. He felt that she was 
fighting there all day long, in her 
cottage-fortress; her resistance was 
in the air he breathed, and Ve- 
rena came out to him sometimes 
quite limp and pale from the tus- 
sle. 

It was in the same jocose spirit 
with which he regarded Olive’s 
view of the sort of standard a Mis- 
sissippian should live up to that he 
talked to Verena about the lecture 
she was preparing for her great ex- 
hibition at the Music Hall. He 
learned from her that she was to 
take the field in the manner of 
Mrs. Farrinder, for a winter cam- 
paign, carrying with her a tre- 
mendous big gun. Her engage- 
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ments were all made, her route 
was marked out; she expected to 
repeat her lecture in about fifty 
different places. It was to be called 
“A Woman’s Reason,” and both 
Olive and Miss Birdseye thought 
it, so far as they could tell in ad- 
vance, her most promising effort. 
She wasn’t going to trust to inspir- 
ation this time; she didn’t want to 
meet a big Boston audience with- 
out knowing where she was. In- 
spiration, moreover, seemed rather 
to have faded away; in conse- 
quence of Olive’s influence she had 
read and studied so much that it 
seemed now as if everything must 
take form beforehand. Olive was 
a splendid critic, whether he liked 
her or not, and she had made her 
go over every word of her lecture 
twenty times. There wasn’t an in- 
tonation she hadn’t made her prac- 
tise; it was very different from the 
old system, when her father had 
worked her up. If Basil considered 
women superficial, it was a pity he 
couldn’t see what Olive’s standard 
of preparation was, or be present 
at their rehearsals, in the evening, 
in their little parlour. Ransom’s 
state of mind in regard to the af- 
fair at the Music Hall was simply 
this —that he was determined to 
circumvent it if he could. He cov- 
ered it with ridicule, in talking of 
it to Verena, and the shafts he lev- 
elled at it went so far that he 
could see she thought he exagger- 
ated his dislike to it. In point of 
fact he could not have overstated 
that; so odious did the idea seem 
to him that she was soon to be 
launched in a more infatuated ca- 


reer. He vowed to himself that she 
should never take that fresh start 
which would commit her irretriev- 
ably if she should succeed (and 
she would succeed —he had not 
the slightest doubt of her power to 
produce a sensation in the Music 
Hall), to the acclamations of the 
newspapers. He didn’t care for her 
engagements, her campaigns, or all 
the expectancy of her friends; to 
“squelch” all that, at a stroke, was 
the dearest wish of his heart. It 
would represent to him his own 
success, it would symbolise his vic- 
tory. It became a fixed idea with 
him, and he warned her again and 
again. When she laughed and said 
she didn’t see how he could stop 
her unless he kidnapped her, he 
really pitied her for not perceiv- 
ing, beneath his ominous pleas- 
antries, the firmness of his resolu- 
tion. He felt almost capable of kid- 
napping her. It was palpably in 
the air that she would become 
“widely popular,” and that idea 
simply sickened him. He felt as 
differently as possible about it 
from Mr. Matthias Pardon. 

One afternoon, as he returned 
with Verena from a walk which 
had been accomplished completely 
within the prescribed conditions, 
he saw, from a distance, Doctor 
Prance, who had emerged bare- 
headed from the cottage, and, 
shading her eyes from the red, de- 
clining sun, was looking up and 
down the road. It was part of the 
regulation that Ransom should 
separate from Verena before reach- 
ing the house, and they had just 
paused to exchange their last 
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words (which every day promoted 
the situation more than any oth- 
ers), when Doctor Prance began 
to beckon to them with much ani- 
mation. They hurried forward, Ve- 
rena pressing her hand to her 
heart, for she had instantly guessed 
that something terrible had hap- 
pened to Olive—she had given 
out, fainted away, perhaps fallen 
dead, with the cruelty of the strain. 
Doctor Prance watched them 
come, with a curious look in her 
face; it was not a smile, but a kind 
of exaggerated intimation that she 
noticed nothing. In an instant she 
had told them what was the mat- 
ter. Miss Birdseye had had a sud- 
den weakness: she had remarked 
abruptly that she was dying, and 
her pulse, sure enough, had fallen 
to nothing. She was down on the 
piazza with Miss Chancellor and 
herself, and they had tried to get 
her up to bed. But she wouldn’t 
let them move her; she was pass- 
ing away, and she wanted to pass 
away just there, in such a pleas- 
ant place, in her customary chair, 
looking at the sunset. She asked 
for Miss Tarrant, and Miss Chan- 
cellor told her she was out — walk- 
ing with Mr. Ransom. Then she 
wanted to know if Mr. Ransom 
was still there—she supposed he 
had gone. (Basil knew, by Verena, 
apart from this, that his name had 
not been mentioned to the old lady 
since the morning he saw _ her.) 
She expressed a wish to see him — 
she had something to say to him; 
and Miss Chancellor told her that 
he would be back soon, with Ve- 
rena, and that they would bring 


him in. Miss Birdseye said she 
hoped they wouldn’t be long, be- 
cause she was sinking; and Doc- 
tor Prance now added, like a per- 
son who knew what she was talk- 
ing about, that it was, in fact, the 
end. She had darted out two or 
three times to look for them, and 
they must step right in. Verena had 
scarcely given her time to tell her 
story; she had already rushed into 
the house. Ransom followed with 
Doctor Prance, conscious that for 
him the occasion was doubly sol- 
emn; inasmuch as if he was to see 
poor Miss Birdseye yield up her 
philanthropic soul, he was on the 
other hand doubtless to receive 
from Miss Chancellor a reminder 
that she had no intention of quit- 
ting the game. 

By the time he had made this 
reflection he stood in the presence 
of his kinswoman and her vener- 
able guest, who was sitting just as 
he had seen her before, muffled 
and bonneted, on the back piazza 
of the cottage. Olive Chancellor 
was on one side of her, holding 
one of her hands, and on the other 
was Verena, who had dropped’ on 
her knees, close to her, bending 
over those of the old lady. “Did 
you ask for me—did you want 
me?” the girl said, tenderly. “I will 
never leave you again.” 

“Oh, I won’t keep you long. I 
only wanted to see you once more.” 
Miss Birdseye’s voice was very 
low, like that of a person breath- 
ing with difficulty; but it had no 
painful nor querulous note — it ex- 
pressed only the cheerful weari- 
ness which had marked all this last 
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period of her life, and which 
seemed to make it now as blissful 
as it was suitable that she should 
pass away. Her head was thrown 
back against the top of the chair, 
the ribbon which confined her an- 
cient hat hung loose, and the late 
afternoon-light covered her octo- 
genarian face and gave it a kind 
of fairness, a double placidity. 
There was, to Ransom, something 
almost august in the trustful re- 
nunciation of her countenance; 
something in it seemed to say that 
she had been ready long before, 
but as the time was not ripe she 
had waited, with her usual faith 
that all was for the best; only, at 
present, since the right conditions 
met, she couldn’t help feeling that 
it was quite a luxury, the greatest 
she had ever tasted. Ransom knew 
why it was that Verena had tears 
in her eyes as she looked up at her 
patient old friend; she had spoken 
to him, often, during the last three 
weeks, of the stories Miss Birds- 
eye had told her of the great work 
of her life, her mission, repeated 
year after year, among the South- 
ern blacks. She had gone among 
them with every precaution, to 
teach them to read and write; she 
had carried them Bibles and told 
them of the friends they had in the 
North who prayed for their deliv- 
erance. Ransom knew that Verena 
didn’t reproduce these legends with 
a view to making him ashamed of 
his Southern origin, his connection 
with people who, in a past not yet 
remote, had made that kind of 
apostleship necessary; he knew 


this because she had heard what 


he thought of all that chapter him- 
self; he had given her a kind of 
historical summary of the slavery- 
question which left her no room to 
say that he was more tender to 
that particular example of human 
imbecility than he was to any oth- 
er. But she had told him that this 
was what she would have liked to 
do—to wander, alone, with her 
life in her hand, on an errand of 
mercy, through a country in which 
society was arrayed against her; 
she would have liked it much bet- 
ter than simply talking about the 
right from the gas-lighted vantage 
of the New England platform. Ran- 
some had replied simply “Balder- 
dash!” it being his theory, as we 
have perceived, that he knew much 
more about Verena’s native bent 
than the young lady herself. This 
did not, however, as he was per- 
fectly aware, prevent her feeling 
that she had come too late for the 
heroic age of New England life, 
and regarding Miss Birdseye as a 
battered, immemorial monument 
of it. Ransom could share such an 
admiration as that, especially at 
this moment; he had said to Ve- 
rena, more than once, that he 
wished he might have met the old 
lady in Carolina or Georgia before 
the war — shown her round among 
the negroes and talked over New 
England ideas with her; there were 
a good many he didn’t care much 
about now, but at that time they 
would have been tremendously re- 
freshing. Miss Birdseye had given 
herself away so lavishly all her life 
that it was rather odd there was 
anything left of her for the su- 
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preme surrender. When he looked 
at Olive he saw that she meant to 
ignore him; and during the few 
minutes he remained on the spot 
his kinswoman never met his eye. 
She turned away, indeed, as soon 
as Doctor Prance said, leaning 
over Miss Birdseye, “I have 
brought Mr. Ransom to you. Don’t 
you remember you asked for him?” 

“I am very glad to see you 
again,” Ransom remarked. “It was 
very good of you to think of me.” 
At the sound of his voice Olive 
rose and left her place; she sank 
into a chair at the other end of the 
piazza, turning round to rest her 
arms on the back and bury her 
head in them. 

Miss Birdseye looked at the 
young man still more dimly than 
she had ever done before. “I 
thought you were gone. You never 
came back.” 

“He spends all his time in long 
walks; he enjoys the country so 
much,” Verena said. : 

“Well, it’s very beautiful, what 
I see from here. I haven’t been 
strong enough to move round since 
the first days. But I am going to 
move now.” She smiled when Ran- 
som made a gesture as if to help 
her, and added: “Oh, I don’t mean 
I am going to move out of my 
chair.” 

“Mr. Ransom has been out in a 
boat with me several times. I have 
been showing him how to cast a 
line,” said Doctor Prance, who ap- 
peared to deprecate a sentimental 
tendency. 

“Oh, well, then, you have been 
one of our party; there seems to 


be every reason why you should 
feel that you belong to us.” Miss 
Birdseye looked at the visitor with 
a sort of misty earnestness, as if 
she wished to communicate with 
him further; then her glance turned 
slightly aside; she tried to see what 
had become of Olive. She per- 
ceived that Miss Chancellor had 
withdrawn herself, and, closing her 
eyes, she mused, ineffectually, on 
the mystery she had not grasped, 
the peculiarity of Basil Ransom’s 
relations with her hostess. She was 
visibly too weak to concern herself 
with it very actively; she only felt, 
now that she seemed really to be 
going, a desire to reconcile and 
harmonise. But she presently ex- 
haled a low, soft sigh—a kind of 
confession that it was too mixed, 
that she gave it up. Ransom had 
feared for a moment that she was 
about to indulge in some appeal to 
Olive, some attempt to make him 
join hands with that young lady, 
as a supreme satisfaction to her- 
self. But he saw that her strength 
failed her, and _ that, besides, 
things were getting less clear to 
her, to his considerable relief, in- 
asmuch as, though he would 
not have objected to joining hands, 
the expression of Miss Chancellor’s 
figure and her averted face, with 
their desperate collapse, showed 
him well enough how she would 
have met such a proposal. What 
Miss Birdseye clung to, with be- 
nignant perversity, was the idea 
that, in spite of his exclusion from 
the house, which was perhaps only 
the result of a certain high-strung 
jealousy on Olive’s part of her 
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friend’s other personal ties, Verena 
had drawn him in, and made him 
sympathise with the great reform 
and desire to work for it. Ransom 
saw no reason why such an illu- 
sion should be dear to Miss Birds- 
eye; his contact with her in the 
past had been so momentary that 
he could not account for her tak- 
ing an interest in his views, in his 
throwing his weight into the right 
scale. It was part of the general 
desire for justice that fermented 
within her, the passion for prog- 
ress; and it was also in some de- 
gree her interest in Verena — a sus- 
picion, innocent and idyllic, as any 
such suspicion on Miss Birdseye’s 
part must be, that there was some- 
thing between them, that the clos- 
est of all unions (as Miss Birdseye 
at least supposed it was), was pre- 
paring itself. Then his being a 
Southerner gave a point to the 
whole thing; to bring round a 
Southerner would be a real en- 
couragement for one who had seen, 
even at a time when she was al- 
ready an old woman, what was the 
tone of opinion in the cotton States. 
Ransom had no wish to discourage 
her, and he bore well in mind the 
caution Doctor Prance had given 
him about destroying her last the- 
ory. He only bowed his head very 
humbly, not knowing what he had 
done to earn the honour of being 
the subject of it. His eyes met Ve- 
rena’s as she looked up at him 
from her place at Miss Birdseye’s 
feet, and he saw she was follow- 
ing his thought, throwing herself 
into it, and trying to communicate 
to him a wish. The wish touched 


him immensely; she was dread- 
fully afraid he would betray her to 
Miss Birdseye — let her know how 
she had cooled off. Verena was 
ashamed of that now, and trem- 
bled at the danger of exposure; 
her eyes adjured him to be care- 
ful of what he said. Her tremor 
made him glow a little in return, 
for it seemed to him the fullest 
confession of his influence she had 
yet made. 

“We have been a very happy lit- 
tle party,” she said to the old lady. 
“It is delightful that you should 
have been able to be with us all 
these weeks.” 

“It has been a great rest. I am 
very tired. I can’t speak much. It 
has been a lovely time. I have 
done so much — so many things.” 

“IT guess I wouldn’t talk much, 
Miss Birdseye,” said Doctor 
Prance, who had now knelt down 
on the other side of her. “We know 
how much you have done. Don’t 
you suppose every one knows your 
life?” 

“It isn’t much—only I tried to 
take hold. When I look back from 
here, from where we've sat, I can 
measure the progress. That’s what 
I wanted to say to you and Mr. 
Ransom — because I’m going fast. 
Hold on to me, that’s right; but 
you can’t keep me. I don’t want to 
stay now; I presume I shall join 
some of the others that we lost 
long ago. Their faces come back 
to me now, quite fresh. It seems as 
if they might be waiting; as if they 
were all there; as if they wanted 
to hear. You mustn’t think there’s 
no progress because you don’t see 
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it all right off; that’s what I want- 
ed to say. It isn’t till you have gone 
a long way that you can feel what’s 
been done. That’s what I see when 
I look back from here; I see that 
the community wasn’t half waked 
up when I was young.” 

“It is you that have waked it up 
more than any one else, and it’s 
for that we honour you, Miss Birds- 
eye!” Verena cried, with a sudden 
violence of emotion. “If you were 
to live for a thousand years, you 
would think only of others — you 
would think only of helping on hu- 
manity. You are our heroine, you 
are our saint, and there has never 
been anyone like you!” Verena had 
no glance for Ransom now, and 
there was neither deprecation nor 
entreaty in her face. A wave of 
contrition, of shame, had swept 
over her—a quick desire to atone 
for her secret swerving by a re- 
newed recognition of the noble- 
ness of such a life as Miss Birds- 
eye’s, 

“Oh, I haven’t effected very 
much; I have only cared and 
hoped. You will do more than I 
have ever done—you and Olive 
Chancellor, because you are young 
and bright, brighter than I ever 
was; and besides, everything has 
got started.” 

“Well, you’ve got started, Miss 
Birdseye,” Doctor Prance_ re- 
marked, with raised eyebrows, pro- 
testing drily but kindly, and put- 
ting forward, with an air as if, 
after all, it didn’t matter much, an 


authority that had been super-, 


seded. The manner in which this 
competent little woman indulged 


her patient showed sufficiently that 
the good lady was sinking fast. 

“We will think of you always, 

and your name will be sacred to 
us, and that will teach us single- 
ness and devotion,” Verena went 
on, in the same tone, still not meet- 
ing Ransom’s eyes again, and 
speaking as if she were trying now 
to stop herself, to tie herself by a 
vow. 
“Well, it’s the thing you and Ol- 
ive have given your lives to that 
has absorbed me most, of late 
years. I did want to see justice 
done — to us. I haven’t seen it, but 
you will. And Olive will. Where is 
she — why isn’t she near me, to bid 
me farewell? And Mr. Ransom will 
—and he will be proud to have 
helped.” | 

“Oh, mercy, mercy!” cried Ve- 
rena, burying her head in Miss 
Birdseye’s lap. 

“You are not mistaken if you 
think I desire above all things that 
your weakness, your generosity, 
should be protected,” Ransom 
said, rather ambiguously, but with 
pointed respectfulness. “I shall re- 
member you as an example of 
what women are capable of,” he 
added; and he had no subsequent 
compunctions for the speech, for 
he thought poor Miss Birdseye, for 
all her absence of profile, essen- 
tially feminine. 

A kind of frantic moan from 
Olive Chancellor responded to 
these words, which had evidently 
struck her as an insolent sarcasm; 
and at the same moment Doctor 
Prance sent Ransom a_ glance 
which was an adjuration to depart. 
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“Good-bye, Olive Chancellor,” 
Miss Birdseye murmured. “I don’t 
want to stay, though I should like 
to see what you will see.” 

“I shall see nothing but shame 
and ruin!” Olive shrieked, rushing 
across to her old friend, while Ran- 
som discreetly quitted the scene. 
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He met Doctor Prance in the vil- 
lage the next morning, and as soon 
as he looked at her he saw that the 
event which had been impending 
at Miss Chancellor’s had taken 
place. It was not that her aspect 
was funereal; but it contained, 
somehow, an announcement that 
she had, for the present, no more 
thought to give to casting a line. 
Miss Birdseye had quietly passed 
away, in the evening, an hour or 
two after Ransom’s visit. They had 
wheeled her chair into the house; 
there had been nothing to do but 
wait for complete extinction. Miss 
Chancellor and Miss Tarrant had 
sat by her there, without moving, 
each’ of her hands in theirs, and 
she had just melted away, towards 
eight o’clock. It was a lovely death; 
Doctor Prance intimated that she 
had never seen any that she 
thought more seasonable. She add- 
ed that she was a good woman — 
one of the old sort; and that was 
the only funeral oration that Basil 
Ransom was destined to hear pro- 
nounced upon Miss Birdseye. The 
impression of the simplicity and 


humility of her end remained with 
him, and he reflected more than 
once, during the days that fol- 
lowed, that the absence of pomp 
and circumstance which had 
marked her career marked also the 
consecration of her memory. She 
had been almost celebrated, she 
had been active, earnest, ubiqui- 
tous beyond any one else, she had 
given herself utterly to charities 
and creeds and causes; and yet the 
only persons, apparently, to whom 
her death made a real difference 
were three young women in a 
small “frame-house” on Cape Cod. 
Ransom learned from Doctor 
Prance that her mortal remains 
were to be committed to their rest 
in the little cemetery at Marmion, 
in sight of the pretty sea-view she 
loved to gaze at, among old mossy 
headstones of mariners and fisher- 
folk. She had seen the place when 
she first came down, when she 
was able to drive out a little, and 
she had said she thought it must 
be pleasant to lie there. It was not 
an injunction, a definite request; it 
had not occurred to Miss Birdseye, 
at the end of her days, to take an 
exacting line or to make, for the 
first time in eighty years, a per- 
sonal claim. But Olive Chancellor 
and Verena had put their construc- 
tion on her appreciation of the qui- 
etest corner of the striving, suffer- 
ing world so weary a pilgrim of 
philanthropy had ever beheld. 

In the course of the day Ran- 
som received a note of five lines 
from Verena, the purport of which 
was to tell him that he must not 
expect to see her again for the 
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present; she wished to be very 
quiet and think things over. She 
added the recommendation that 
he should leave the neighbour- 
hood for three or four days; there 
were plenty of strange old places 
to see in that part of the country. 
Ransom meditated deeply on this 
missive, and perceived that he 
should be guilty of very bad taste 
in not immediately absenting him- 
self. He knew that to Olive Chan- 
cellor’s vision his conduct already 
wore that stain, and it was useless, 
therefore, for him to consider how 
he could displease her either less 
or more. But he wished to convey 
to Verena the impression that he 
would do anything in the wide 
world to gratify her except give 
her up, and as he packed his va- 
lise he had an idea that he was 
both behaving beautifully and 
showing the finest diplomatic 
sense. To go away proved to him- 
self how secure he felt, what a 
conviction he had that however 
she might turn and twist in his 
grasp he held her fast. The emo- 
tion she had expressed as he stood 
there before poor Miss Birdseye 
was only one of her instinctive con- 
tortions; he had taken due note of 
that — said to himself that a good 
many more would probably occur 
before she would be quiet. A wom- 
an that listens is lost, the old prov- 
erb says; and what had Verena 
done for the last three weeks but 
listenP — not very long each day, 
but with a degree of attention of 
which her not withdrawing from 
Marmion was the measure. She 
had not told him that Olive want- 


ed to whisk her away, but he had 
not needed this confidence to know 
that if she stayed on the field it 
was because she preferred to. She 
probably had an idea she was 
fighting, but if she should fight no 
harder than she had fought up to 
now he should continue to take 
the same view of his success. She 
meant her request that he should 
go away for a few days as some- 
thing combative; but, decidedly, 
he scarcely felt the blow. He liked 
to think that he had great tact 
with women, and he was sure Ve- 
rena would be struck with this 
quality in reading, in the note he 
presently addressed her in reply 
to her own, that he had deter- 
mined to take a little run to Prov- 
incetown. As there was no one un- 
der the rather ineffectual roof 
which sheltered him to whose hand 
he could intrust the billet — at the 
Marmion hotel one had to be one’s 
own messenger — he walked to the 
village post-office to request that 
his note should be put into Miss 
Chancellor’s box. Here he met 
Doctor Prance, for a second time 
that day; she had come to deposit 
the letters by which Olive notified 
a few of Miss Birdseye’s friends of 
the time and place of her obse- 
quies. This young lady was shut 
up with Verena, and Doctor Prance 
was transacting all their ,\business 
for them. Ransom felt that he made 
no admission that would impugn 
his estimate of the sex to which 
she in a manner belonged, in re- 
flecting that she would acquit her- 
self of these delegated duties with 
the greatest rapidity and accuracy. 
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He told her he was going to absent 
himself for a few days, and ex- 
pressed a friendly hope that ,he 
should find her at Marmion on his 
return. 

Her keen eye gauged him a mo- 
ment, to see if he were joking; 
then she said, “Well, I presume 
you think I can do as I like. But I 
can’t.” 

“You mean you have got to go 
back to work?” 

“Well, yes; my place is empty 
in the city.” 

“So is every other place. You 
had better remain till the end of 
the season.” 

“It’s all one season to me. I 
want to see my office-slate. I 
wouldn’t have stayed so long for 
any one but her.” 

“Well, then, good-bye,” Ran- 
som said. “I shall always remem- 
ber our little expeditions. And I 
wish you every professional dis- 
tinction.” 

“That’s why I want to go back,” 
Doctor Prance replied, with her 
flat, limited manner. He kept her 
a moment; he wanted to ask her 
about Verena. While he was hesi- 
tating how to form his question 
she remarked, evidently wishing to 
leave him a little memento of her 
sympathy, “Well, I hope you will 
be able to follow up your views.” 

“My views, Miss Prance? I am 
sure I have never mentioned them 
to you!” Then Ransom added, 
“How is Miss Tarrant to-day? is 
she more calm?” 

“Oh no, she isn’t calm at all,” 
Doctor Prance answered, very defi- 
nitely. 


“Do you mean she’s excited, 
emotional?” 

“Well, she doesn’t talk, she’s 
perfectly still, and so is Miss Chan- 
cellor. Theyre as still as two 
watchers — they don’t speak. But 
you can hear the silence vibrate.” 

“Vibrate?” 

“Well, they are very nervous.” 

Ransom was confident, as I say, 
yet the effort that he made to ex- 
tract a good omen from this char- 
acterisation of the two ladies at 
the cottage was not altogether suc- 
cessful. He would have liked to 
ask Doctor Prance whether she 
didn’t think he might count on Ve- 
rena in the end; but he was too 
shy for this, the subject of his rela- 
tions with Miss Tarrant never yet 
having been touched upon between 
them; and, besides, he didn’t care 
to hear himself put a question 
which was more or less an impli- 
cation of a doubt. So he compro- 
mised, with a sort of oblique and 
general inquiry about Olive; that 
might draw some light. “What do 
you think of Miss Chancellor — 
how does she strike you?” 

Doctor Prance reflected a little, 
with an apparent consciousness 
that he meant more than he asked. 
“Well, she’s losing flesh,” she pres- 
ently replied; and Ransom turned 
away, not encouraged, and feeling 
that, no doubt, the little doctress 
had better go back to her office- 
slate. 

He did the thing handsomely, 
remained at Provincetown a week, 
inhaling the delicious air, smoking 
innumerable cigars, and lounging 
among the ancient wharves, where 
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the grass grew thick and the im- 
pression of fallen greatness was 
still stronger than at Marmion. 
Like his friends the Bostonians he 
was very nervous; there were days 
when he felt that he must rush 
_back to the margin of that mild in- 


let; the voices of the air whispered 


to him that in his absence he was 
being outwitted. Nevertheless he 
stayed the time he had determined 
to stay; quieting himself with the 
reflection that there was nothing 
they could do to elude him un- 
less, perhaps, they should start 
again for Europe, which they were 
not likely to do. If Miss’ Olive tried 
to hide Verena away in the United 
States he would undertake to find 
her—though he was obliged to 
confess that a flight to Europe 
would baffle him, owing to his 
want of cash for pursuit. Nothing, 
however, was less probable than 
that they would cross the Atlantic 
on the eve of Verena’s projected 
début at the Music Hall. Before he 
went back to Marmion he wrote to 
this young lady, to announce his 
reappearance there and let her 
know that he expected she would 
come out to meet him the morning 
after. This conveyed the assurance 
that he intended to take as much 
of the day as he could get; he had 
had enough of the system of drag- 
ging through all the hours till a 
mere fraction of time was left be- 
fore night, and he couldn’t wait so 
long, at any rate, the day after his 
return. It was the afternoon-train 
that had brought him back from 
Provincetown, and in the evening 
he ascertained that the Bostonians 


had not deserted the field. There 
were lights in the windows of the 
house under the elms, and he stood 
where he had stood that evening 
with Doctor Prance and listened to . 
the waves of Verena’s voice, as she 
rehearsed her lecture. There were 
no waves this time, no sounds, and 
no sign of life but the lamps; the 
place had apparently not ceased to 
be given over to the conscious si- 
lence described by Doctor Prance. 
Ransom felt that he gave an im- 
mense proof of chivalry in not call- 
ing upon Verena to grant him an 
interview on the spot. She had not 
answered his last note, but the 
next day she kept the tryst, at the 
hour he had proposed; he saw her 
advance along the road, in a white 
dress, under a big parasol, and 
again he found himself liking im- 
mensely the way she walked. He 
was dismayed, however, at her 
face and what it portended; pale, 
with red eyes, graver than she had 
ever been before, she appeared to 
have spent the period of his ab- 
sence in violent weeping. Yet that 
it was not for him she had been 
crying was proved by the very first 
words she spoke. 

“I only came out to tell you 
definitely it’s impossible! I have 
thought over everything, taking 
plenty of time—over and over; 
and that is my answer, finally, pos- 
itively. You must take it—you 
shall have no other.” 

Basil Ransom gazed, frowning 
fearfully. “And why not, pray?” 

“Because I can’t, I can’t, I can’t, 
I can’t!” she repeated, passionately, 
with her altered, distorted face. 


714 


The Bostonians 


“Damnation!” murmured the 
young man. He seized her hand, 
drew it into his arm, forcing her to 
walk with him along the road. ~ 

That afternoon Olive Chancel- 
lor came out of her house and 
wandered for a long time upon the 
shore. She looked up and down the 
bay, at the sails that gleamed on 
the blue water, shifting in the 
breeze and the light; they were a 
source of interest to her that they 
had never been before. It was a 
day she was destined never to for- 
get; she felt it to be the saddest, 
the most wounding of her life. Un- 
rest and haunting fear had not 
possession of her now, as they had 
held her in New York when Basil 
Ransom carried off Verena, to 
mark her for his own, in the park. 
But an immeasurable load of mis- 
ery seemed to sit upon her soul; 
she ached with the bitterness of 
her melancholy, she was dumb and 
cold with despair. She had spent 
the violence of her terror, the ea- 
gerness of her belief, and now she 
was too weary to struggle with 
fate. She appeared to herself al- 
most to have accepted it, as she 
wandered forth in the beautiful 
afternoon with the knowledge that 
the “ten minutes” which Verena 
had told her she meant to devote 
to Mr. Ransom that morning had 
developed suddenly into an embar- 
kation for the day. They had gone 
out in a boat together; one of the 
village-worthies, from whom small 
craft were to be hired, had, at Ve- 
rena’s request, sent his little son to 
Miss Chancellor’s cottage with that 
information. She had not under- 


stood whether they had taken the 
boatman with them. Even when 
the information came (and it came 
at a moment of considerable reas- 
surance), Olive’s nerves were not 
ploughed up by it as they had 
been, for instance, by the other ex- 
pedition, in New York; and she 
could measure the distance she had 
traversed since then. It had not 
driven her away on the instant to 
pace the shore in frenzy, to chal- 
lenge every boat that passed, and 
beg that the young lady who was 
sailing somewhere in the bay with 
a dark gentleman with long hair, 
should be entreated immediately 
to return. On the contrary, after 
the first quiver of pain inflicted by 
the news she had been able to oc- 
cupy herself, to look after her 
house, to write her morning’s let- 
ters, to go into her accounts, which 
she had had some time on her 
mind. She had wanted to put off 
thinking, for she knew to what 
hideous recognitions that would 
bring her round again. These were 
summed up in the fact that Ve- 
rena was now not to be trusted for 
an hour. She had sworn to her the 
night before, with a face like a 
lacerated angel’s, that her choice 
was made, that their union and 
their work were more to her than 
any other life could ever be, and 
that she deeply believed that 
should she forswear these holy 
things she should simply waste 
away, in the end, with remorse 
and shame. She would see Mr. 
Ransom just once more, for ten 
minutes, to utter one or two su- 
preme truths to him, and then 
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they would take up their old, hap- 
py, active, fruitful days again, 
would throw themselves more than 
ever into their splendid effort. Ol- 
ive had seen how Verena was 
moved by Miss Birdseye’s death, 
how at the sight of that unique 
woman’s majestically simple with- 
drawal from a scene in which she 
had held every vulgar aspiration, 
every worldly standard and lure, 
so cheap, the girl had been touched 
again with the spirit of their most 
confident hours, had flamed up 
with the faith that no narrow per- 
sonal joy could compare in sweet- 
ness with the idea of doing some- 
thing for those who had always 
suffered and who waited still. This 
helped Olive to believe that she 
might begin to count upon her 
again, conscious as she was at the 
same time that Verena had been 
strangely weakened and strained 
by her odious ordeal. Oh, Olive 
knew that she loved him — knew 
what the passion was with which 
the wretched girl had to struggle; 
and she did her the justice to be- 
lieve that her professions were sin- 
cere, her effort was real. Harassed 
and embittered as she was, Olive 
Chancellor still proposed to herself 
to be rigidly just, and that is why 
she pitied Verena now with an un- 
speakable pity, regarded her as the 
victim of an atrocious spell, and 
reserved all her execration and 
contempt for the author of their 
common misery. If Verena had 
stepped into a boat with him half 
an hour after declaring that she 
would give him his dismissal in 
twenty words, that was because he 


had ways, known to himself and 
other men, of creating situations 
without an issue, of forcing her to 
do things she could do only with 
sharp repugnance, under the men- 
ace of pain that would be sharper 
still. But all the same, what actu- 
ally stared her in the face was that 
Verena was not to be trusted, even 
after rallying again as passionately 
as she had done during the days 
that followed Miss  Birdseye’s 
death, Olive would have liked to 
know the pang of penance that 
she would have been afraid, in her 
place, to incur; to see the locked 
door which she would not have 
managed to force open! 

This inexpressibly mournful 
sense that, after all, Verena, in her 
exquisite delicacy and generosity, 
was appointed only to show how 
women had from the beginning of 
time been the sport of men’s self- 
ishness and avidity, this dismal 
conviction accompanied Olive on 
her walk, which lasted all the aft- 
ernoon, and in which she found a 
kind of tragic relief. She went very 
far, keeping in the lonely places, 
unveiling her face to the splendid 
light, which seemed to make a 
mock of the darkness and bitter- 
ness of her spirit. There were lit- 
tle sandy coves, where the rocks 
were clean, where she made long 
stations, sinking down in them as 
if she hoped she should never rise 
again. It was the first time she had 
been out since Miss Birdseye’s 
death, except the hour when, with 
the dozen sympathisers who came 
from Boston, she stood by the tired 
old woman’s grave. Since then, for 
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three days, she had been writing 
letters, narrating, describing to 
those who hadn’t come; there were 
some, she thought, who might have 
managed to do so, instead of des- 
patching her pages of diffuse remi- 
niscence and asking her for all 
particulars in return. Selah Tar- 
rant and his wife had come, obtru- 
sively, as she thought, for they 
never had had very much inter- 
course with Miss Birdseye; and if 
it was for Verena’s sake, Verena 
was there to pay every tribute her- 
self. Mrs. Tarrant had evidently 
hoped Miss Chancellor would ask 
her to stay on at Marmion, but Ol- 
ive felt how little she was in a state 
for such heroics of hospitality. It 
was precisely in order that she 
should not have to do that sort of 
thing that she had given Selah 
such considerable sums, on two oc- 
casions, at a year’s interval. If the 
Tarrants wanted a change of air 
they could travel all over the coun- 
try — their present means permitted 
it; they could go to Saratoga or 
Newport if they liked. Their ap- 
pearance showed that they could 
put their hands into their pockets 
(or into hers); at least Mrs. Tar- 
rant’s did. Selah still sported (on 
a hot day in August), his imme- 
morial waterproof; but his wife 
rustled over the low tombstones at 
Marmion in garments of which 
(little as she was versed in such 
inquiries), Olive could see that the 
cost had been large. Besides, after 
Doctor Prance had gone (when all 
was over), she felt what a relief it 
was that Verena and she could be 
just together —together with the 


monstrous wedge of a question 
that had come up between them. 
That was company enough, great 
heaven! and she had not got rid of 
such an inmate as Doctor Prance 
only to put Mrs. Tarrant in her 
place. 

Did Verena’s strange aberra- 
tion, on this particular day, sug- 
gest to Olive that it was no use 
striving, that the world was all a 
great trap or trick, of which wom- 
en were ever the punctual dupes, 
so that it was the worst of the curse 
that rested upon them that they 
must most humiliate those who had 
most their cause at heart? Did she 
say to herself that their weakness © 
was not only lamentable but hide- 
ous—hideous their predestined 
subjection to man’s larger and 
grosser insistence? Did she ask her- 
self why she should give up her 
life to save a sex which, after all, 
didn’t wish to be saved, and which 
rejected the truth even after it had 
bathed them with its auroral light 
and they had pretended to be fed 
and fortified? These are mysteries 
into which I shall not attempt to 
enter, speculations with which I 
have no concern; it is sufficient for 
us to know that all human effort 
had never seemed to her so bar- 
ren and thankless as on that fatal 
afternoon. Her eyes rested on the 
boats she saw in the distance, and 
she wondered if in one of them Ve- 
rena were floating to her fate; but 
so far from straining forward to 
beckon her home she almost wished 
that she might glide away for ever, 
that she might never see her again, 
never undergo the horrible details 
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of a more deliberate separation. 
Olive lived over, in her miserable 
musings, her life for the last two 
years; she knew, again, how no- 
ble and beautiful her scheme had 
been, but how it had all rested on 
an illusion of which the very 
thought made her feel faint and 
sick. What was before her now 
was the reality, with the beautiful, 
indifferent sky pouring down its 
complacent rays upon it. The re- 
ality was simply that Verena had 
been more to her than she ever 
was to Verena, and that, with her 
exquisite natural art, the girl had 
cared for their cause only because, 
for the time, no interest, no fasci- 
nation, was greater. Her talent, the 
talent which was to achieve such 
wonders, was nothing to her; it 
was too easy, she could leave it 
alone, as she might close her pi- 
ano, for months; it was only to Ol- 
ive that it was everything. Verena 
had submitted, she had responded, 
she had lent herself to Olive’s in- 
citement and exhortation, because 
she was sympathetic and young 
and abundant and fanciful; but it 
had been a kind of hothouse loy- 
alty, the mere contagion of exam- 
ple, and a sentiment springing up 
from within had easily breathed a 
chill upon it. Did Olive ask herself 
whether, for so many months, her 
companion had been only the most 
unconscious and most successful of 
humbugs? Here again I must 
plead a certain incompetence to 
give an answer. Positive it is that 
she spared herself none of the in- 
ductions of a reverie that seemed 
to dry up the mists and ambigui- 


ties of life. These hours of back- 
ward clearness come to all men 
and women, once at least, when 
they read the past in the light of 
the present, with the reasons of 
things, like unobserved finger- 
posts, protruding where they nev- 
er saw them before. The journey 
behind them is mapped out and 
figured, with its false steps, its 
wrong observations, all its infatu- 
ated, deluded geography. They 
understand as Olive understood, 
but it is probable that they rarely 
suffer as she suffered. The sense of 
regret for her baffled calculations 
burned within her like a fire, and 
the splendour of the vision over 
which the curtain of mourning 
now was dropped brought to her 
eyes slow, still tears, tears that 
came one by one, neither easing 
her nerves nor lightening her load 
of pain. She thought of her innu- 
merable talks with Verena, of the 
pledges they had exchanged, of 
their earnest studies, their faithful 
work, their certain reward, the 
winter-nights under the lamp, 
when they thrilled with previsions 
as just and a passion as high as had 
ever found shelter in a pair of hu- 
man hearts. The pity of it, the mis- 
ery of such a fall after such a 
flight, could express itself only, as 
the poor girl prolonged the vague 
pauses of her unnoticed ramble, in 
a low, inarticulate murmur of an- 
guish. 

The afternoon waned, bringing 
with it the slight chill which, at 
the summer’s end, begins to mark 
the shortening days. She turned 
her face homeward, and by this 
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time became conscious that if Ve- 
rena’s companion had not yet 
brought her back there might .be 
ground for uneasiness as to what 
had happened to them. It seemed 
to her that no sail-boat could have 
put into the town without passing 
more or less before her eyes and 
showing her whom it carried; she 
had seen a dozen, freighted only 
with the figures of men. An acci- 
dent was perfectly possible (what 
could Ransom, with his plantation- 
habits, know about the manage- 
ment of a sailP), and once that 
danger loomed before her — the 
signal loveliness of the weather 
had prevented its striking her be- 
fore — Olive’s imagination hurried, 
with a bound, to the worst. She 
saw the boat overturned and drift- 
ing out to sea, and (after a week 
of nameless horror) the body of 
an unknown young woman, de- 
faced beyond recognition, but with 
long auburn hair and in a white 
dress, washed up in some far-away 
cove. An hour before, her mind 
had rested with a sort of relief on 
the idea that Verena should sink 
for ever beneath the horizon, so 
that their tremendous trouble 
might never be; but now, with the 
lateness of the hour, a sharp, im- 
mediate anxiety took the place of 
that intended resignation; and she 
quickened her step, with a heart 
that galloped too as she went. 
Then it was, above all, that she 
felt how she had _ understood 
friendship, and how never again to 
see the face of the creature she 
had taken to her soul would be for 
her as the stroke of blindness. The 


twilight had become thick by the 
time she reached Marmion and 
paused for an instant in front of 
her house, over which the elms 
that stood on the grassy wayside 
appeared to her to hang a blacker 
curtain than ever before. 

There was no candle in any win- 
dow, and when she pushed in and 
stood in the hall, listening a mo- 
ment, her step awakened no an- 
swering sound. Her heart failed 
her; Verena’s staying out in a boat 
from ten o’clock in the morning till 
nightfall was too unnatural, and 
she gave a cry, as she rushed into 
the low, dim parlour (darkened on 
one side, at that hour, by the wide- 
armed foliage, and on the other by 
the verandah and trellis), which 
expressed only a wild personal pas- 
sion, a desire to take her friend in 
her arms again on any terms, even 
the most cruel to herself. The next 
moment she started back, with an- 
other and a different exclamation, 
for Verena was in the room, mo- 
tionless, in a corner — the first place 
in which she had seated herself on 
re-entering the house — looking at 
her with a silent face which seemed 
strange, unnatural, in the dusk. Ol- 
ive stopped short, and for a min- 
ute the two women remained as 
they were, gazing at each other in 
the dimness. After that, too, Olive 
still said nothing; she only went to 
Verena and sat down beside her. 
She didn’t know what to make of 
her manner; she had never been 
like that before. She was unwilling 
to speak; she seemed crushed and 
humbled. This was almost the 
worst — if anything could be worse 
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than what had gone before; and 
Olive took her hand with an irre- 
sistible impulse of compassion and 
reassurance. From the way it lay 
in her own she guessed her whole 
feeling —saw it was a kind of 
shame, shame for her weakness, 
her swift surrender, her insane gy- 
ration, in the morning. Verena ex- 
pressed it by no protest and no ex- 
planation; she appeared not even 
to wish to hear the sound of her 
own voice. Her silence itself was 
an appeal—an appeal to Olive to 
ask no questions (she could trust 
her to inflict no spoken reproach); 
only to wait till she could lift up 
her head again. Olive understood, 
or thought she understood, and the 
wofulness of it all only seemed the 
deeper. She would just sit there 
and hold her hand; that was all she 
could do; they were beyond each 
other’s help in any other way now. 
Verena leaned her head back and 
closed her eyes, and for an hour, as 
nightfall settled in the room, nei- 
ther of the young women spoke. 
Distinctly, it was a kind of shame. 
After a while the parlour-maid, 
very casual, in the manner of the 
servants at Marmion, appeared on 
the threshold with a lamp; but Ol- 
ive motioned her frantically away. 
She wished to keep the darkness. 
It was a kind of shame. 

The next morning Basil Ransom 
rapped loudly with his walking- 
stick on the lintel of Miss Chan- 
cellor’s house-door, which, as usual 
on fine days, stood open. There 
was no need he should wait till 
the servant had answered his sum- 
mons; for Olive, who had reason 


to believe he would come, and 
who had been lurking in the sit- 
ting-room for a purpose of her 
own, stepped forth into the little 
hall. 

“TI am sorry to disturb you; I had 
the hope that—for a moment —I 
might see Miss Tarrant.” That was 
the speech with which (and a 
measured salutation), he greeted 
his advancing kinswoman. She 
faced him an instant, and her 
strange green eyes caught the light. 

“It’s impossible. You may be- 
lieve that when I say it.” 

“Why is it impossible?” he 
asked, smiling in spite of an in- 
ward displeasure. And as Olive 
gave him no answer, only gazing 
at him with a cold audacity which 
he had not hitherto observed in 
her, he added a little explanation. 
“It is simply to have seen her 
before I go—to have said five 
words to her. I want her to know 
that I have made up my mind 
—since yesterday —to leave this 
place; I shall take the train at 
noon.” 

It was not to gratify Olive Chan- 
cellor that he had determined to 
go away, or even that he told her 
this; yet he was surprised that his 
words brought no expression of 
pleasure to her face. “I don’t think 
it is of much importance whether 
you go away or not. Miss Tarrant 
herself has gone away.” 

“Miss Tarrant— gone away?” 
This announcement was so much 
at variance with Verena’s apparent 
intentions the night before that his 
ejaculation expressed chagrin as 
well as surprise, and in doing so it 


720 


The Bostonians 


gave Olive a momentary advan- 
tage. It was the only one she had 
ever had, and the poor girl may be 
excused for having enjoyed it — so 
far as enjoyment was possible to 
her. Basil Ransom’s visible discom- 
fiture was more agreeable to her 
than anything had been for a long 
time. 

“I went with her myself to the 
early train; and I saw it leave the 
station.” And Olive kept her eyes 
unaverted, for the satisfaction of 
seeing how he took it. 

It must be confessed that he 
took it rather ill. He had decided 
it was best he should retire, but 
Verena’s retiring was another mat- 
ter. “And where is she gone?” he 
asked, with a frown. 

“I don’t think I am obliged to 
tell you.” 

“Of course not! Excuse my ask- 
ing. It is much better that I should 
find it out for myself, because if I 
owed the information to you I 
should perhaps feel a certain deli- 
cacy as regards profiting by it.” 

“Gracious heaven!” cried Miss 
Chancellor, at the idea of Ransom’s 
delicacy. Then she added more de- 
liberately: “You will not find out 
for yourself.” 

“You think not?” 

“J am sure of it!” And her en- 
joyment of the situation becoming 
acute, there broke from her lips a 
shrill, unfamiliar, troubled sound, 
which performed the office of a 
laugh, a laugh of triumph, but 
which, at a distance, might have 
passed almost as well for a wail of 
despair. It rang in Ransom’s ears 
as he quickly turned away. 
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Ir was Mrs. Luna who received 
him, as she had received him on 
the occasion of his first visit to 
Charles Street; by which I do not 
mean quite in the same way. She 
had known very little about him 
then, but she knew too much for 
her happiness to-day, and she had 
with him now a little invidious, 
contemptuous manner, as if ev- 
erything he should say or do could 
be a proof only of abominable du- 
plicity and perversity. She had a 
theory that he had treated her 
shamefully; and he knew it—I do 
not mean the fact, but the theory: 
which led him to reflect that her 
resentments were as shallow as her 
opinions, inasmuch as if she re- 
ally believed in her grievance, or if 
it had had any dignity, she would 
not have consented to see him. He 
had not presented himself at Miss 
Chancellor’s door without a very 
good reason, and having done so 
he could not turn away so long as 
there was any one in the house of 
whom he might have speech. He 
had sent up his name to Mrs. 
Luna, after being told that she was 
staying there, on the mere chance 
that she would see him; for he 
thought a refusal a very possible 
sequel to the letters she had 
written him during the past four 
or five months—letters he had 
scarcely read, full of allusions of 
the most cutting sort to proceed- 
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ings of his, in the past, of which 
he had no recollection whatever. 
They bored him, for he had quite 
other matters in his mind. 

“I don’t wonder you have the 
bad taste, the crudity,” she said, as 
soon as he came into the room, 
looking at him more sternly than 
he would have believed possible to 
her. 

He saw that this was an allusion 
to his not having been to see her 
since the period of her sister’s visit 
to New York; he having conceived 
for her, the evening of Mrs. Bur- 
rage’s party, a sentiment of aver- 
sion which put an end to such at- 
tentions. He didn’t laugh, he was 
too worried and preoccupied; but 
he replied, in a tone which appar- 
ently annoyed her as much as any 
indecent mirth: “I thought it very 
possible you wouldn’t see me.” 

“Why shouldn’t I see you, if I 
should take it into my head? Do 
you suppose I care whether I see 
you or not?” 

“I suppose you wanted to, from 
your letters.” 

“Then why did you think I 
would refuse?” 

“Because that’s the sort of thing 
women do.” 

“Women — women! 
much about them!” 

“I am learning something every 
day.” 

“You haven’t learned yet, appar- 
ently, to answer their letters. It’s 
rather a surprise to me that you 
don’t pretend not to have received 
mine.” 

Ransom could smile now; the 
opportunity to vent the exaspera- 


You know 


tion that had been consuming him 
almost restored his good humour. 
“What could I sayP You over- 
whelmed me. Besides, I did an- 
swer one of them.” 

“One of them? You speak as if 
I had written you a dozen!” Mrs. 
Luna cried. 

“I thought that was your con- 
tention — that you had done me the 
honour to address me so many. 
They were crushing, and when a 
man’s crushed, it’s all over.” 

“Yes, you look as if you were in 
very small pieces! I am glad I shall 
never see you again.” 

“I can see now why you received 
me — to tell me that,” Ransom said. 

“It is a kind of pleasure. I am 
going back to Europe.” 

“Really? for Newton’s educa- 
tion?” 

“Ah, I wonder you can have the 
face to speak of that—after the 
way you deserted him!” 

“Let us abandon the subject, 
then, and I will tell you what I 
want.” 

“I don’t in the least care what 
you want,” Mrs. Luna remarked. 
“And you haven’t even the grace 
to ask me where I am going— 
over there.” 

“What difference does that make 
to me—once you leave these 
shores?” 

Mrs. Luna rose to her feet. “Ah, 
chivalry, chivalry!” she exclaimed. 
And she walked away to the win- 
dow—one of the windows from 
which Ransom had first enjoyed, 
at Olive’s solicitation, the view of 
the Back Bay. Mrs. Luna looked 
forth at it with little of the air of 
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a person who was sorry to be about 
to lose it. “I am determined you 
shall know where I am going,” 
she said in a moment. “I am go- 
ing to Florence.” 

“Don’t be afraid!” he replied. “I 
shall go to Rome.” 

“And you'll carry there more im- 
pertinence than has been seen 
‘there since the old emperors.” 

“Were the emperors imperti- 
nent, in addition to their other 
vicesP I am determined, on my 
side, that you shall know what I 
have come for,” Ransom said. “I 
wouldn’t ask you if I could ask 
any one else; but I am very hard 
pressed, and I don’t know who can 
help me.” 

Mrs. Luna turned on him a face 
of the frankest derision. “Help you? 
Do you remember the last time I 
asked you to help me?” 

“That evening at Mrs. Burrage’s? 
Surely I wasn’t wanting then; I re- 
member urging on your acceptance 
a chair, so that you might stand 
on it, to see and to hear.” 

“To see and to hear what, 
please? Your disgusting infatua- 
tion!” 

“Tt’s just about that I want to 
speak to you,” Ransom pursued. 
“As you already know all about it, 
you have no new shock to receive, 
and I therefore venture to ask 
you == | 

“Where tickets for her lecture 
to-night can be obtained? Is it pos- 
sible she hasn’t sent you one?” 

“I assure you I didn’t come to 
Boston to hear it,” said Ransom, 
with a sadness which Mrs. Luna 
evidently regarded as a refinement 


of outrage. “What I should like to 
ascertain is where Miss Tarrant 
may be found at the present mo- 
ment.” 

“And do you think that’s a deli- 
cate inquiry to make of me?” 

“I don’t see why it shouldn’t be, 
but I know you don’t think it is, 
and that is why, as I say, I men- 
tion the matter to you only because 
I can imagine absolutely no one 
else who is in a position to assist 
me. I have been to the house of 
Miss Tarrant’s parents, in Cam- 
bridge, but it is closed and empty, 
destitute of any sign of life. I went 
there first, on arriving this morn- 
ing, and rang at this door only 
when my journey to Monadnoc 
Place had proved fruitless. Your 
sister’s servant told me that Miss 
Tarrant was not staying here, but 
she added that Mrs. Luna was. No 
doubt you won't be pleased at hav- 
ing been spoken of as a sort of 
equivalent; and I didn’t say to my- 
self —or to the servant — that you 
would do as well; I only reflected 
that I could at least try you. I 
didn’t even ask for Miss Chan- 
cellor, as I am sure she would 
give me no information what- 
ever.” 

Mrs. Luna listened to this can- 
did account of the young man’s 
proceedings with her head turned 
a little over her shoulder at him, 
and her eyes fixed as unsympathet- 
ically as possible upon his own. 
“What you propose, then, as I un- 
derstand it,” she said in a moment, 
“is that I should betray my sister 
to you.” 

“Worse than that; I propose that 
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you should betray Miss Tarrant 
herself.” 

“What do I care about Miss Tar- 
rant? I don’t know what you are 
talking about.” 

“Haven't you really any idea 
where she is living? Haven’t you 
seen her here? Are Miss Olive and 
she not constantly together?” 

Mrs. Luna, at this, turned full 
round upon him, and, with folded 
arms and her head tossed back, ex- 
claimed: “Look here, Basil Ran- 
som, I never thought you were a 
fool, but it strikes me that since 
we last met you have lost your 
wits!” 

“There is no doubt of that,” Ran- 
som answered, smiling. 

“Do you mean to tell me you 
don’t know everything about Miss 
Tarrant that can be known?” 

“J have neither seen her nor 
heard of her for the last ten weeks; 
Miss Chancellor has hidden her 
away.” 

“Hidden her away, with all the 
walls and fences of Boston flaming 
to-day with her name?” 

“Oh yes, I have noticed that, 
and I have no doubt that by wait- 
ing till this evening I shall be able 
to see her. But I don’t want to 
wait till this evening; I want to see 
her now, and not in public—in 
private.” 

“Do you indeed? — how inter- 
esting!” cried Mrs. Luna, with rip- 
pling laughter. “And pray what do 
you want to do with her?” 

Ransom hesitated a little. “I 
think I would rather not tell you.” 

“Your charming frankness, then, 
has its limits! My poor cousin, you 


are really too naif. Do you suppose 
it matters a straw to me?” 

Ransom made no answer to this 
appeal, but after an instant he 
broke out: “Honestly, Mrs. Luna, 
can you give me no clue?” 

“Lord, what terrible eyes you 
make, and what terrible words you 
use! ‘Honestly,’ quoth he! Do you 
think I am so fond of the creature: 
that I want to keep her all to my- 
self?” 

“Tt don’t know; I don’t under- 
stand,” said Ransom, slowly and 
softly, but still with his terrible 
eyes. 

“And do you think I understand 
any better? You are not a very edi- 
fying young man,” Mrs. Luna went 
on; “but I really think you have 
deserved a better fate than to be 
jilted and thrown over by a girl of 
that class.” 

“T haven’t been jilted. I like her 
very much, but she never encour- 
aged me.” 

At this Mrs. Luna broke again 
into articulate scoffing. “It is very 
odd that at your age you should 
be so little a man of the world!” 

Ransom made her no other an- 
swer than to remark, thoughtfully 
and rather absently: “Your sister is 
really very clever.” 

“By which you mean, I suppose, 
that I am not!” Mrs. Luna sud- 
denly changed her tone, and said, 
with the greatest sweetness and 
humility: “God knows, I have nev- 
er pretended to be!” 

Ransom looked at her a moment, 
and guessed the meaning of this 
altered note. It had suddenly come 
over her that with her portrait in 
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half the shop-fronts, her advertise- 
ment on all the fences, and the 
great occasion on which she was to 
reveal herself to the country at 
large close at hand, Verena had 
become so conscious of high des- 
tinies that her dear friend’s South- 
ern kinsman really appeared to her 
very small game, and she might 
therefore be regarded as having 
cast him off. If this were the case, 
it would perhaps be well for Mrs. 
Luna still to hold on. Basil’s in- 
duction was very rapid, but it gave 
him time to decide that the best 
thing to say to his interlocutress 
was: “On what day do you sail for 
Europe?” 

“Perhaps I shall not sail at all,” 
Mrs. Luna replied, looking out of 
the window. 

“And in that case— poor New- 
ton’s education?” 

“J should try to content myself 
with a country which has given 
you yours.” 

“Don’t you want him, then, to 
be a man of the world?” 

“Ah, the world, the world!” she 
murmured, while she watched, in 
the deepening dusk, the lights of 
the town begin to reflect them- 
selves in the Back Bay. “Has it 
been such a source of happiness to 
me that I belong to it?” 

“Perhaps, after all, I shall be 
able to go to Florence!” said Ran- 
som, laughing. 

She faced him once more, this 
time slowly, and declared that she 
had never known anything so 
strange as his state of mind — she 
would be so glad to have an ex- 
planation of it. With the opinions 


he professed (it was for them she 
had liked him — she didn’t like his 
character), why on earth should 
he be running after a little fifth- 
rate poseuse, and in such a frenzy 
to get hold of her? He might say it 
was none of her business, and of 
course she would have no answer 
to that; therefore she admitted 
that she asked simply out of intel- 
lectual curiosity, and because one 
always was tormented at the sight 
of a painful contradiction. With 
the things she had heard him say 
about his convictions and theories, 
his view of life and the great ques- 
tions of the future, she should 
have thought he would find Miss: 
Tarrant’s attitudinising absolutely 
nauseous. Were not her views the 
same as Olive’s, and hadn’t Olive 
and he signally failed to hit it off 
together? Mrs. Luna only asked 
because she was really quite puz- 
zled. “Don’t you know that some 
minds, when they see a mys- 
tery, can’t rest till they clear it 
mee? 

“You can’t be more puzzled 
than I am,” said Ransom. “Appar- 
ently the explanation is to be found 
in a sort of reversal of the formula 
you were so good, just now, as to 
apply to me. You like my opinions, 
but you entertain a different senti- 
ment for my character. I deplore 
Miss Tarrant’s opinions, but her 
character — well, her character 
pleases me.” 

Mrs. Luna stared, as if she were 
waiting, the explanation surely not 
being complete. “But as much as 
that?” she inquired. 

“As much as what?” said Ran- 
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som, smiling. Then he added, 
“Your sister has beaten me.” 

“T thought she had beaten some 
one of late; she has seemed so gay 
and happy. I didn’t suppose it was 
all because I was going away.” 

“Has she seemed very gay?” 
Ransom inquired, with a sinking of 
the heart. He wore such a long 
face, as he asked this question, 
that Mrs. Luna was again moved 
to audible mirth, after which she 
explained: ’ 

“Of course I mean gay for her. 
Everything is relative. With her 
impatience for this lecture of her 
friend’s to-night, she’s in an un- 
speakable state! She can’t sit still 
for three minutes, she goes out fif- 
teen times a day, and there has 
been enough arranging and inter- 
viewing, and discussing and tele- 
graphing and advertising, enough 
wire-pulling and rushing about, to 
put an army in the field. What is 
it they are always doing to the 
armies in Europe? — mobilising 
them? Well, Verena has been mo- 
bilised, and this has been head- 
quarters.” 

“And shall you go to the Music 
Hall to-night?” 

“For what do you take me? I 
have no desire to be shrieked at 
for an hour.” 

“No doubt, no doubt, Miss Olive 
must be in a state,” Ransom went 
on, rather absently. Then he said, 
with abruptness, in a _ different 
tone: “If this house has been, as 
you say, headquarters, how comes 
it you haven’t seen her?” 

“Seen Olive? I have seen nothing 
else!” 


“TJ mean Miss Tarrant. She must 
be somewhere —in the place — if 
she’s to speak to-night.” | 

“Should you like me to go out 
and look for her? Il ne manquerait 
plus que cela!” cried Mrs. Luna. 
“What’s the matter with you, Basil 
Ransom, and what are you after?” 
she demanded, with considerable 
sharpness. She had tried haughti- 
ness and she had tried humility, 
but they brought her equally face 
to face with a competitor whom 
she couldn’t take seriously, yet 
who was none the less objection- 
able for that. 

I know not whether Ransom 
would have attempted to answer 
her question had an obstacle not 
presented itself; at any rate, at 
the moment she spoke, the curtain 
in the doorway was pushed aside, 
and a visitor crossed the threshold. 
“Mercy! how provoking!” Mrs. 
Luna exclaimed, audibly enough; 
and without moving from her place 
she bent an uncharitable eye upon 
the invader, a gentleman whom 
Ransom had the sense of having 
met before. He was a young man 
with a fresh face and abundant 
locks, prematurely white; he stood 
smiling at Mrs. Luna, quite un- 
daunted by the absence of any 
demonstration in his favour. She 
looked as if she didn’t know him, 
while Ransom prepared to depart, 
leaving them to settle it together. 

“Tm afraid you don’t remember 
me, though I have seen you be- 
fore,” said the young man, very 
amiably. “I was here a week ago, 
and Miss Chancellor presented me 
to you.” 
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“Oh, yes; she’s not at home 
now, Mrs. Luna _ returned, 
vaguely. 

“So I was told — but I didn’t let 
that prevent me.” And the young 
man included Basil Ransom in the 
smile with which he made himself 
more welcome than Mrs. Luna ap- 
peared to be disposed to make 
him, and by which he seemed to 
call attention to his superiority. 
“There is a matter on which I 
want very much to obtain some 
information, and I have no doubt 
you will be so good as to give it to 
me.” 

“It comes back to me — you have 
something to do with the newspa- 
pers,” said Mrs. Luna; and Ran- 
som too, by this time, had placed 
the young man among his rem- 
iniscences. He had been at Miss 
Birdseye’s famous party, and Doc- 
tor Prance had there described him 
as a brilliant journalist. 

It was quite with the air of such 
a personage that he accepted Mrs. 
Luna’s definition, and he contin- 
ued to radiate towards Ransom (as 
if, in return, he remembered his 
face), while he dropped, confiden- 
tially, the word that expressed ev- 


erything —““The Vesper, don't 
you know?” Then he went on: 
“Now, Mrs. Luna, I don’t care, 


I’m not going to let you off! We 
want the last news about Miss Ve- 
rena, and it has got to come out of 
this house.” 

“Oh murder!” Ransom muttered, 
beneath his breath, taking up his 
hat. 

“Miss Chancellor has hidden her 
away; I have been scouring the 


city in search of her, and her own 
father hasn’t seen her for a week. 
We have got his ideas; they are 
very easy to get, but that isn’t 
what we want.” 

“And what do you want?” Ran- 
som was now impelled to inquire, 
as Mr. Pardon (even the name at 
present came back to him), ap- 
peared sufficiently to have intro- 
duced himself. 

“We want to know how she feels 
about to-night; what report she 
makes of her nerves, her anticipa- 
tions; how she looked, what she 
had on, up to six o’clock. Gracious! 
if I could see her I should know 
what I wanted, and so would she, 
I guess!” Mr. Pardon exclaimed. 
“You must know something, Mrs. 
Luna; it isn’t natural you shouldn’t. 
I won’t inquire any further where 
she is, because that might seem a 
little pushing, if she does wish to 
withdraw herself —though I am 
bound to say I think she makes a 
mistake; we could work up these 
last hours for her! But can’t you 
tell me any little personal items — 
the sort of thing the people like? 
What is she going to have for sup- 
per? or is she going to speak —a — 
without previous nourishment?” 

“Really, sir, I don’t know, and I 
don’t in the least care; I have noth- 
ing to do with the business!” Mrs. 
Luna cried, angrily. 

The reporter stared; then, ea- 
gerly, “You have nothing to do 
with it— you take an unfavorable 
view, you protest?” And he was 
already. feeling in a poe 
for his note-book. 

“Mercy on us! are you going to 


727 


The Bostonians 


put that in the paper?” Mrs. Luna 
exclaimed; and in spite of the 
sense, detestable to him, that ev- 
erything he wished most to avert 
was fast closing over the girl, Ran- 
some broke into cynical laughter. 

“Ah, but do protest, madam; let 
us at least have that fragment!” 
Mr. Pardon went on. “A protest 
from this house would be a charm- 
ing note. We must have it — we’ve 
got nothing else! The public are al- 
most as much interested in your 
sister as they are in Miss Verena; 
they know to what extent she has 
backed her: and I should be so 
delighted (I see the heading, from 
here, so attractive!) just to take 
down ‘What Miss Chancellor’s 
Family Think about It!’” 

Mrs. Luna sank into the nearest 
chair, with a groan, covering her 
face with her hands. “Heaven help 
me, I am glad I am going to Eu- 
rope!” 

“That is another little item — ev- 
erything counts,” said Matthias 
Pardon, making a rapid entry in 
his tablets. “May I inquire whether 
you are going to Europe in conse- 
quence of your disapproval of your 
sister’s views?” 

Mrs. Luna sprang up again, al- 
most snatching the memoranda out 
of his hand. “If you have the im- 
pertinence to publish a word about 
me, or to mention my name in 
print, I will come to your office and 
make such a scene!” 

“Dearest lady, that would be a 
godsend!” Mr. Pardon cried, en- 
thusiastically; but he put his note- 
book back into his pocket. 

“Have you made an exhaustive 


search for Miss Tarrant?” Basil 
Ransom asked of him. Mr. Pardon, 
at this inquiry, eyed him with a 
sudden, familiar archness, expres- 
sive of the idea of competition; so 
that Ransom aded: “You needn’t 
be afraid, I’m not a reporter.” 

“J didn’t know but what you 
had come on from New York.” 

“So I have — but not as the rep- 
resentative of a newspaper.” 

“Fancy his taking you——” 
Mrs. Luna murmured, with indig- 
nation. 

“Well, I have been everywhere 
I could think of,” Mr. Pardon re- 
marked. “I have been hunting 
round after your sister’s agent, but 
I haven’t been able to catch up 
with him; I suppose he has been 
hunting on his side. Miss Chancel- 
lor told me— Mrs. Luna may re- 
member it —that she shouldn’t be 
here at all during the week, and 
that she preferred not to tell me ei- 
ther where or how she was to spend 
her time until the momentous eve- 
ning. Of course I let her know that 
I should find out if I could, and you 
may remember,” he said to Mrs. 
Luna, “the conversation we had on 
the subject. I remarked, candidly, 
that if they didn’t look out they 
would overdo the quietness. Doctor 
Tarrant has felt very low about it. 
However, I have done what I 
could with the material at my 
command, and the ‘Vesper’ has let 
the public know that her where- 
abouts was the biggest mystery of 
the season. It’s difficult to get 
round the ‘Vesper.’ ” 

“I am almost afraid to open my 
lips in your presence,” Mrs. Luna 
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broke in, “but I must say that I 
think my sister was strangely com- 
municative. She told you ever so 
much that I wouldnt have 
breathed.” 

“I should like to try you with 
something you know!” Matthias 
Pardon returned, imperturbably. 
“This isn’t a fair trial, because you 
don’t know. Miss Chancellor came 
round — came round considerably, 
there’s no doubt of that; because 
a year or two ago she was terribly 
unapproachable. If I have molli- 
fied her, madam, why shouldn’t I 
mollify you? She realises that I can 
help her now, and as [J ain’t ran- 
corous I am willing to help her all 
shell let me. The trouble is, she 
won't let me enough, yet; it seems 
as if she couldn’t believe it of me. 
At any rate,” he pursued, address- 
ing himself more particularly to 
Ransom, “half an hour ago, at the 
Hall, they knew nothing whatever 
about Miss Tarrant, beyond the 
fact that about a month ago she 
came there, with Miss Chancellor, 
to try her voice, which rang all 
over the place, like silver, and that 
Miss Chancellor guaranteed her 
absolute punctuality to-night.” 

“Well, that’s all that is required,” 
said Ransom, at hazard; and he 
put out his hand, in farewell, to 
Mrs. Luna. 

“Do you desert me already?” she 
demanded, giving him a glance 
which would have embarrassed 
any spectator but a reporter of the 
“Vesper.” 

“T have fifty things to do; you 
must excuse me.” He was nervous, 
restless, his heart was beating much 


faster than usual; he couldn’t stand 
still, and he had no compunction 
whatever about leaving her to get 
rid, by herself, of Mr. Pardon. 

This gentleman continued to mix 
in the conversation, possibly from 
the hope that if he should linger 
either Miss Tarrant or Miss Chan- 
cellor would make her appearance. 
“Every seat in the Hall is sold; the 
crowd is expected to be immense. 
When our Boston public does take 
an idea!” Mr. Pardon exclaimed. 

Ransom only wanted to get 
away, and in order to facilitate his 
release by implying that in such a 
case he should see her again, he 
said to Mrs. Luna, rather hypocrit- 
ically, from the threshold, “You 
had really better come to-night.” 

“I am not like the Boston pub- 
lic—I don’t take an idea!” she re- 
plied. 

“Do you mean to say you are 
not going?” cried Mr. Pardon, with 
widely-open eyes, clapping his 
hand again to his pocket. “Don’t 
you regard her as a wonderful 
genius?” 

Mrs. Luna was sorely tried, and 
the vexation of seeing Ransom slip 
away from her with his thoughts 
visibly on Verena, leaving her face 
to face with the odious newspa- 
perman, whose presence made pas- 
sionate protest impossible — the an- 
noyance of seeing everything and 
every one mock at her and fail to 
compensate her was such that she 
lost her head, while rashness leaped 
to her lips and jerked out the an- 
swer — “No indeed; I think her a 
vulgar idiot!” 

“Ah, madam, I should never 
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permit myself to print that!” Ran- 
som heard Mr. Pardon rejoin, re- 
proachfully, as he dropped the 
portiére of the drawing-room. 
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HE walked about for the next two 
hours, walked all over Boston, 
heedless of his course, and con- 
scious only of an unwillingness to 
return to his hotel and an inability 
to eat his dinner or rest his weary 
legs. He had been roaming in very 
much the same desperate fashion, 
at once eager and purposeless, for 
many days before he left New 
York, and he knew that his agita- 
tion and suspense must wear them- 
selves out. At present they pressed 
him more than ever; they had be- 
come tremendously acute. The 
early dusk of the last half of No- 
vember had gathered thick, but 
the evening was fine and the light- 
ed streets had the animation and 
variety of a winter that had begun 
with brilliancy. The shop-fronts 
elowed through frosty panes, the 
passers bustled on the pavement, 
the bells of the street-cars jangled 
in the cold air, the newsboys 
hawked the evening-papers, the 
vestibules of the theatres, illumi- 
nated and flanked with coloured 
posters and the photographs of 
actresses, exhibited seductively 
their swinging doors of red leather 
or baize, spotted with little brass 
nails. Behind great plates of glass 
the interior of the hotels became 


visible, with marble-paved lobbies, 
white with electric lamps, and col- 
umns, and Westerners on divans 
stretching their legs, while behind 
a counter, set apart and covered 
with an array of. periodicals and 
novels in paper covers, little boys, 
with the faces of old men, showing 
plans of the play-houses and offer- 
ing librettos, sold orchestra-chairs 
at a premium. When from time to 
time Ransom paused at a corner, 
hesitating which way to drift, he 
looked up and saw the stars, sharp 
and near, scintillating over the 
town. Boston seemed to him big 
and full of nocturnal life, very 
much awake and preparing for an 
evening of pleasure. 

He passed and repassed the Mu- 
sic Hall, saw Verena immensely 
advertised, gazed down the vista, 
the approach for pedestrians, which 
leads out of School Street, and 
thought it looked expectant and 
ominous. People had not begun to 
enter yet, but the place was ready, 
lighted and open, and the interval 
would be only too short. So it ap- 
peared to Ransom, while at the 
same time he wished immensely 
the crisis were over. Everything 
that surrounded him referred itself 
to the idea with which his mind 
was palpitating, the question 
whether he might not still inter- 
vene as against the girl’s jump into 
the abyss. He believed that all Bos- 
ton was going to hear her, or that 
at least every one was whom he 
saw in the streets; and there was a 
kind of incentive and inspiration 
in his thought. The vision of 
wresting her from the mighty mul- 
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titude set him off again, to stride 
through the population that would 
fight for her. It was not too late, 
for he felt strong; it would not be 
too late even if she should already 
stand there before thousands of 
converging eyes. He had had his 
ticket since the morning, and now 
the time was going on. He went 
back to his hotel at last for ten 
minutes, and refreshed himself by 
dressing a little and by drinking a 
glass of wine. Then he took his 
way once more to the Music Hall, 
and saw that people were begin- 
ning to go in—the first drops of 
the great stream, among whom 
there were many women. Since 
seven o'clock the minutes had 
moved fast — before that they had 
dragged — and now there was only 
half an hour. Ransom passed in 
with the others; he knew just where 
his seat was; he had chosen it, on 
reaching Boston, from the few that 
were left, with what he believed 
to be care. But now, as he stood 
beneath the far-away panelled 
roof, stretching above the line of 
little tongues of flame which 
marked its junction with the walls, 
he felt that this didn’t matter 
much, since he certainly was not 
going to subside into his place. He 
was not one of the audience; he 
was apart, unique, and had come 
on a business altogether special. It 
wouldn’t have mattered if, in ad- 
vance, he had got no place at all 
and had just left himself to pay for 
standing-room at the last. The peo- 
ple came pouring in, and in a very 
short time there would only be 
standing-room left. Ransom had no 


definite plan; he had mainly want- 
ed to get inside of the building, so 
that, on a view of the field, he 
might make up his mind. He had 
never been in the Music Hall be- 
fore, and its lofty vaults and rows 
of overhanging balconies made it 
to his imagination immense and 
impressive. There were two or 
three moments during which he 
felt as he could imagine a young 
man to feel who, waiting in a pub- 
lic place, has made up his mind, 
for reasons of his own, to discharge 
a pistol at the king or the presi- 
dent. 

The place struck him with a 
kind of Roman vastness; the doors 
which opened out of the upper bal- 
conies, high aloft, and which were 
constantly swinging to and _ fro 
with the passage of spectators and 
ushers, reminded him of the vom- 
itoria that he had read about in 
descriptions of the Colosseum. The 
huge organ, the background of the 
stage —a stage occupied with tiers 
of seats for choruses and civic 
worthies — lifted to the dome its 
shining pipes and sculptured pin- 
nacles, and some genius of music 
or oratory erected himself in mon- 
umental bronze at the base. The 
hall was so capacious and serious, 
and the audience increased so rap- 
idly without filling it, giving Ran- 
som a sense of the numbers it 
would contain when it was packed, 
that the courage of the two young 
women, face to face with so tre- 
mendous an ordeal, hovered be- 
fore him as really sublime, espe- 
cially the conscious tension of poor 
Olive, who would have been spared 
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none of the anxieties and tremors, 
none of the previsions of accident 
or calculations of failure. In the 
‘front of the stage was a slim, high 
desk, like a music-stand, with a 
cover of red velvet, and near it 
was a light ornamental chair, on 
which he was sure Verena would 
not seat herself, though he could 
fancy her leaning at moments on 
the back. Behind this was a kind 
of semicircle of a dozen arm-chairs, 
which had evidently been arranged 
for the friends of the speaker, her 
sponsors and patrons. The hall was 
more and more full of premonitory 
sounds; people making a noise as 
they unfolded, on hinges, their 
seats, and itinerant boys, whose 
voices as they cried out “Photo- 
graphs of Miss Tarrant — sketch of 
her life!” or “Portraits of the Speak- 
er — story of her career!” sounded 
small and piping in the general 
immensity. Before Ransom was 
aware of it several of the arm- 
chairs, in the row behind the lec- 
turer’s desk, were occupied, with 
gaps, and in a moment he recog- 
nised, even across the interval, 
three of the persons who had 
appeared. The straight-featured 
woman with bands of glossy hair 
and eyebrows that told at a dis- 
tance, could only be Mrs. Farrin- 
der, just as the gentleman beside 
her, in a white overcoat, with an 
umbrella and a vague face, was 
probably her husband Amariah. At 
the opposite end of the row were 
another pair, whom Ransom, unac- 
quainted with certain chapters of 
Verena’s history, perceived with- 
out surprise to be Mrs. Burrage 


and her insinuating son. Appar- 
ently their interest in Miss Tarrant 
was more than a momentary fad, 
since —like himself—they had 
made the journey from New York 
to hear her. There were other fig- 
ures, unknown to our young man, 
here and there, in the semicircle; 
but several places were still empty 
(one of which was of course re- 
served for Olive), and it occurred 
to Ransom, even in his preoccupa- 
tion, that one of them ought to re- 
main so— ought to be left to sym- 
bolise the presence, in the spirit, 
of Miss Birdseye. 

He bought one of the photo- 
graphs of Verena, and thought it 
shockingly bad, and bought also 
the sketch of her life, which many 
people seemed to be reading, but 
crumpled it up in his pocket for 
future consideration. Verena was 
not in the least present to him in 
connection with this exhibition of 
enterprise and puffery; what he 
saw was Olive, struggling and 
yielding, making every sacrifice of 
state for the sake of the largest 
hearing, and conforming herself to 
a great popular system. Whether 
she had struggled or not, there was 
a catch-penny effect about the 
whole thing which added to the 
fever in his cheek and made him 
wish he had money to buy up the 
stock of the vociferous little boys. 
Suddenly the notes of the organ 
rolled out into the hall, and he be- 
came aware that the overture or 
prelude had begun. This, too, 
seemed to him a piece of claptrap, 
but he didn’t wait to think of it; 
he instantly edged out of his place, 
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which he had chosen near the end 
of a row, and reached one of the 
numerous doors. If he had had no 
definite plan he now had at least 
an irresistible impulse, and he felt 
the prick of shame at having fal- 
tered for a moment. It had been 
his tacit calculation that Verena, 
still enshrined in mystery by her 
companion, would not have 
reached the scene of her perform- 
ance till within a few minutes of 
the time at which she was to come 
forth; so that he had lost nothing 
by waiting, up to this moment, be- 
fore the platform. But now he must 
overtake his opportunity. Before 
passing out of the hall into the 
lobby he paused, and with his back 
to the stage, gave a look at the 
gathered auditory. It had become 
densely numerous, and, suffused 
with the evenly distributed gas- 
light, which fell from a great ele- 
vation, and the thick atmosphere 
that hangs for ever in such places, 
it appeared to pile itself high and 
to look dimly expectant and for- 
midable. He had a throb of unea- 
siness at his private purpose of 
balking it of its entertainment, its 
victim —a glimpse of the ferocity 
that lurks in a disappointed mob. 
But the thought of that danger 
only made him pass more quickly 
through the ugly corridors; he felt 
that his plan was definite enough 
now, and he found that he had no 
need even of asking the way to a 
certain small door (one or more of 
them), which he meant to push 
open. In taking his place in the 
morning he had assured himself as 
to the side of the house on which 


(with its approach to the platform), 
the withdrawing room of singers 
and speakers was situated; he had 
chosen his seat in that quarter, 
and he now had not far to go be- 
fore he reached it. No one heeded 
or challenged him; Miss Tarrant’s 
auditors were still pouring in (the 
occasion was evidently to have 
been an unprecedented success of 
curiosity), and had all the atten- 
tion of the ushers. Ransom opened 
a door at the end of a passage, and 
it admitted him into a sort of ves- 
tibule, quite bare save that at a 


_ second door, opposite to him, stood 


a figure at the sight of which he 
paused for a moment in his ad- 
vance. 

The figure was simply that of a 
robust policeman, in his helmet 
and brass buttons—a policeman 
who was expecting him — Ransom 
could see that in a twinkling. He 
judged in the same space of time 
that Olive Chancellor had. heard of 
his having arrived and had applied 
for the protection of this function- 
ary, who was now simply guarding 
the ingress and was prepared to 
defend it against all comers. There 
was a slight element of surprise in 
this, as he had reasoned that his 
nervous kinswoman was absent 
from her house for the day — had 
been spending it all in Verena’s 
retreat, wherever that was. The 
surprise was not great enough, 
however, to interrupt his course 
for more than an instant, and he 
crossed the room and stood before 
the belted sentinel. For a moment 
neither spoke; they looked at each 
other very hard in the eyes, and 
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Ransom heard the organ, beyond 
partitions, launching its waves of 
sound through the hall. They 
seemed to be very near it, and the 
whole place vibrated. The police- 
man was a tall, lean-faced, sallow 
man, with a stoop of the shoulders, 
a small, steady eye, and something 
in his mouth which made a pro- 
tuberance in his cheek. Ransom 
could see that he was very strong, 
but he believed that he himself 
was not materially less so. How- 
ever, he had not come there to 
show physical fight — a public tus- 
sle about Verena was not an at- 
tractive idea, except perhaps, after 
all, if he should get the worst of it, 
from the point of view of Olive’s 
new system of advertising; and, 
moreover, it would not be in the 
least necessary. Still he said noth- 
ing, and still the policeman re- 
mained dumb, and there was some- 
thing in the way the moments 
elapsed and in our young man’s 
consciousness that Verena was sep- 
arated from him only by a couple 
of thin planks, which made him 
feel that she too expected him, but 
in another sense; that she had noth- 
ing to do with this parade of re- 
sistance, that she would know in a 
moment, by quick intuition, that 
he was there, and that she was 
only praying to be rescued, to be 
saved. Face to face with Olive she 
hadn’t the courage, but she would 
have it with her hand in his. It 
came to him that there was no one 
in the world less sure of her busi- 
ness just at that moment than Ol- 
ive Chancellor; it was as if he 


could see, through the door, the 


terrible way her eyes were fixed 
on Verena while she held her watch 
in her hand and Verena looked 
away from her. Olive would have 
been so thankful that she should 
begin before the hour, but of 
course that was impossible. Ran- 
som asked no questions — that 
seemed a waste of time; he only 
said, after a minute, to the police- 
man: 

“T should like very much to see 
Miss Tarrant, if you will be so 
good as to take in my card.” 

The guardian of order, well 
planted just between him and the 
handle of the door, took from Ran- 
som the morsel of pasteboard which 
he held out to him, read slowly 
the name inscribed on it, turned it 
over and looked at the back, then 
returned it to his interlocutor. 
“Well, I guess it ain’t much use,” 
he remarked. 

“How can you know that? You 
have no business to decline my 
request.” 

“Well, I guess I have about as 
much business as you have to make 
it.” Then he added, “You are just 
the very man she wants to keep 
out.” 

“YT don’t think Miss Tarrant 
wants to keep me out,” Ransom re- 
turned. 

“T don’t know much about her, 
she hasn’t hired the hall. It’s the 
other one — Miss Chancellor; it’s 
her that runs this lecture.” 

“And she has asked you to keep 
me out? How absurd!” exclaimed 
Ransom, ingeniously. 

“She tells me you’re none too fit 
to.be round alone; you have got 
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this thing on the brain. I guess 
you'd better be quiet,” said the po- 
liceman. a 

“Quiet? It is possible to be more 
quiet than I am?” 

“Well, I’ve seen crazy folks that 
were a good deal like you. If you 
want to see the speaker why don’t 
you go and set round in the hall, 
with the rest of the public?” And 
the policeman waited, in an im- 


movable, ruminating, reasonable 
manner, for an answer to this in- 
quiry. 


Ransom had one, on the instant, 
at his service. “Because I don’t 
want simply to see her; I want also 
to speak to her — in private.” 

“Yes — it’s always intensely pri- 
vate,” said the policeman. “Now I 
wouldn’t lose the lecture if I was 
you. I guess it will do you good.” 

“The lecture?” Ransom repeat- 
ed, laughing. “It won't take place.” 

“Yes it will — as quick as the or- 
gan stops.” Then the policeman 
added, as to himself, “Why the 
devil don’t it?” 

“Because Miss Tarrant has sent 
up to the organist to tell him to 
keep on.” 

“Who has she sent, do you 
spose?” And Ransom’s new ac- 
quaintance entered into his hu- 
mour. “I guess Miss Chancellor 
isn’t her nigger.” 

“She has sent her father, or per- 
haps even her mother. They are in 
there too.” 

“How do you know that?” asked 
the policeman, consideringly. 

“Oh, I know everything,” Ran- 
som answered, smiling. 

“Well, I guess they didn’t come 


here to listen to that organ. We'll 
hear something else before long, if 
he doesn’t stop.” 

“You will hear a good deal, very 
soon,” Ransom remarked. 

The serenity of his self-confi- 
dence appeared at last to make an 
impression on his antagonist, who 
lowered his head a little, like some 
butting animal, and looked at the 
young man from beneath bushy 
eyebrows. “Well, I have heard a 
good deal, since I’ve ben in Bos- 
ton.” 

“Oh, Boston’s a great place,” 
Ransom rejoined inattentively. He 
was not listening to the policeman 
or to the organ now, for the sound 
of voices had reached him from 
the other side of the door. The po- 
liceman took no further notice of 
it than to lean back against the 
panels, with folded arms; and there 
was another pause, between them, 
during which the playing of the 
organ ceased. 

“T will just wait here, with your 
permission,” said Ransom, “and 
presently I shall be called.” 

“Who do you s’pose will call 
your" 

“Well, Miss Tarrant, I hope.” 

“She'll have to square the other 
one first.” 

Ransom took out his watch, 
which he had adapted, on purpose, 
several hours before, to Boston 
time, and saw that the minutes had 
sped with increasing velocity dur- 
ing this interview, and that it now 
marked five minutes past eight. 
“Miss Chancellor will have to 
square the public,” he said in a 
moment; and the words were far 
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from being an empty profession of 
security, for the conviction already 
in possession of him, that a drama 
in which he, though cut off, was an 
actor, had been going on for some 
time in the apartment he was pre- 
vented from entering, that the sit- 
uation was extraordinarily strained 
there, and that it could not come 
to an end without an appeal to 
him — this transcendental assump- 
tion acquired an infinitely greater 
force the instant he perceived that 
Verena was even now keeping her 
audience waiting. Why didn’t she 
go on? Why, except that she knew 
he was there, and was gaining 
time? 

“Well, I guess she has shown 
herself,” said the door-keeper, 
whose discussion with Ransom now 
appeared to have passed, on his 
own part, and without the slight- 
est prejudice to his firmness, into a 
sociable, gossiping phase. 

“If she had shown herself, we 
should hear the reception, the ap- 
plause.” 

“Well, there they air; they are 
going to give it to her,” the police- 
man announced. 

He had an odious appearance 
of being in the right, for there in- 
deed they seemed to be—they 
were giving it to her. A general 
hubbub rose from the floor and 
the galleries of the hall — the sound 
of several thousand people stamp- 
ing with their feet and rapping 
with their umbrellas and_ sticks. 
Ransom felt faint, and for a little 
while he stood with his gaze inter- 
locked with that of the policeman. 
Then suddenly a wave of coolness 


seemed to break over him, and he 
exclaimed: “My dear fellow, that 
isn’t applause — it’s impatience. It 
isn’t a reception, it’s a call!” 

The policeman neither assented 
to this proposition nor denied it; 
he only transferred the protuber- 
ance in his cheek to the other side, 
and observed: 

“T guess she’s sick.” 

“Oh, I hope not!” said Ransom, 
very gently. The stamping and 
rapping swelled and swelled for a 
minute, and then it subsided; but 
before it had done so Ransom’s 
definition of it had plainly become 
the true one. The tone of the man- 
ifestation was good-humoured, but. 
it was not gratulatory. He looked 
at his watch again, and saw that 
five minutes more had elapsed, 
and he remembered what the 
newspaper-man in Charles Street 
had said about Olive’s guarantee- 
ing Verena’s punctuality. Oddly 
enough, at the moment the image 
of this gentleman recurred to him, 
the gentleman himself burst through 
the other door, in a state of the 
liveliest agitation. 

“Why in the name of goodness 
don’t she go on? If she wants to 
make them call her, they've done 
it about enough!” Mr. Pardon 
turned, pressingly, from Ransom to 
the policeman and back again, and 
in his preoccupation gave no sign 
of having met the Mississippian 
before. 

“I guess she’s sick,” said the po- 
liceman. 

“The publicl be sick!” cried the 
distressed reporter. “If she’s sick, 
why doesn’t she send for a doctor? 
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All Boston is packed into this 
house, and she has got to talk to 
it. I want to go in and see.” = » 

“You can’t go in,” said the po- 
liceman, drily. 

“Why can’t I go in, I should like 
to know? I want to go in for the 
“Vesper?!” 

“You can’t go in for anything. 
I’m keeping this man out, too,” the 
policeman added genially, as if to 
make Mr. Pardon’s exclusion ap- 
pear less invidious. 

“Why, they'd ought to let you 
in,” said Matthias, staring a mo- 
ment at Ransom. 

“May be they’d ought, but they 
won't,” the policeman remarked. 

“Gracious me!” panted Mr. Par- 
don; “I knew from the first Miss 
Chancellor would make a mess of 
it! Where’s Mr. Filer?” he went on, 
eagerly, addressing himself appar- 
ently to either of the others, or to 
both. 

“T guess he’s at the door, count- 
ing the money,” said the police- 
man. 

“Well, he'll have to give it back 
if he don’t look out!” 

“Maybe he will. I'll let him in if 
he comes, but he’s the only one. 
She is on now,” the policeman 
added, without emotion. 

His ear had caught the first faint 
murmur of another explosion of 
sound. This time, unmistakably, it 
was applause—the clapping of 
multitudinous hands, mingled with 
the noise of many throats. The 
demonstration, however, though 
considerable, was not what might 
have been expected, and it died 
away quickly. Mr. Pardon stood 


listening, with an expression of 
some alarm. “Merciful fathers! 
can't they give her more than 
that?” he cried. “Tl just fly round 
and see!” 

When he had hurried away 
again, Ransom said to the police- 
man — “Who is Mr. Filer?” 

“Oh, he’s an old friend of mine. 
He’s the man that runs Miss Chan- 
cellor.” 

“That runs her?” 

“Just the same as she runs Miss 
Tarrant. He runs the pair, as you 
might say. He’s in the lecture- 
business.” 

“Then he had better talk to the 
public himself.” 

“Oh, he can’t talk; he can only 
boss!” 

The opposite door at this mo- 
ment was pushed open again, and 
a large, heated-looking man, with 
a little stiff beard on the end of his 
chin and his overcoat flying be- 
hind him, strode forward with an 
imprecation. “What the h—— are 
they doing in the parlour? This 
sort of thing’s about played out!’ 

“Ain’t she up there now?” the 
policeman asked. 

“It’s not Miss Tarrant,” Ransom 
said, as if he knew all about it. He 
perceived in a moment that this 
was Mr. Filer, Olive Chancellor’s 
agent; an inference instantly fol- 
lowed by the reflection that such a 
personage would have been warned 
against him by his kinswoman and 
would doubtless attempt to hold 
him, or his influence, accountable 
for Verena’s unexpected delay. Mr. 
Filer only glanced at him, how- 
ever, and to Ransom’s surprise ap- 
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peared to have no theory of his 
identity; a fact implying that Miss 
Chancellor had considered that the 
greater discretion was (except to 
the policeman) to hold her tongue 
about him altogether. 

“Up there? It’s her jackass of a 
father that’s up there!” cried Mr. 
Filer, with his hand on the latch 
of the door, which the policeman 
had allowed him to approach. 

“Is he asking for a doctor?” the 
latter inquired, dispassionately. 

“You're the sort of doctor he'll 
want, if he doesn’t produce the 
girl! You don’t mean to say they've 
locked themselves inP What the 
plague are they after?” 

“They've got the key on that 
side,” said the policeman, while 
Mr. Filer discharged at the door a 
volley of sharp knocks, at the same 
time violently shaking the handle. 

“If the door was locked, what 
was the good of your standing be- 
fore it?” Ransom inquired. 

“So as you couldn’t do that;” and 
the policeman nodded at Mr. Filer. 

“You see your interference has 
done very little good.” 

“T dunno; she has got to come 
out yet.” 

Mr. Filer meanwhile had contin- 
ued to thump and shake, demand- 
ing instant admission and inquir- 
ing if they were going to let the 
audience pull the house down. An- 
other round of applause had bro- 
ken out, directed perceptibly to 
some apology, some solemn cir- 


cumlocution, of Selah Tarrant’s; | 


this covered the sound of the 
agent’s voice, as well as that of a 
confused and divided response, 


proceeding from the parlour. For 


a minute nothing definite was au- 
dible; the door remained closed, 
and Matthias Pardon reappeared 
in the vestibule. 

“He says she’s just a little faint 
—from nervousness. She'll be all 
ready in about three minutes.” 
This announcement was Mr. Par- 
don’s contribution to the crisis; 
and he added that the crowd was 
a lovely crowd, it was a real Bos- 
ton crowd, it was perfectly good- 
humoured. 

“There’s a lovely crowd, and a 
real Boston one too, I guess, in 
here!” cried Mr. Filer, now bang- 
ing very hard. “I’ve handled prima 
donnas, and I’ve handled natural 
curiosities, but I’ve never seen any- 
thing up to this. Mind what I say, 
ladies; if you don’t let me in, Ill 
smash down the door!” 

“Don’t seem as if you could 
make it much worse, does it?” the 
policeman observed to Ransom, 
strolling aside a little, with the air 
of being superseded. 
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Ransom made no reply; he was 
watching the door, which at that 
moment gave way from within. 
Verena stood there —it was she, 
evidently, who had opened it — 
and her eyes went straight to his. 
She was dressed in white, and her 
face was whiter than her garment; 
above it her hair seemed to shine 
like fire. She took a step forward; 
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but before she could take another 
he had come down to her, on the 
threshold of the room. Her face 
was full of suffering, and he did 
not attempt — before all those eyes 
—to take her hand; he only said 
in a low tone, “I have been waiting 
for you —a long time!” 

“I know it—I saw you in your 
seat —I want to speak to you.” 

“Well, Miss Tarrant, don’t you 
think you’d better be on the plat- 
form?” cried Mr. Filer, making 
with both his arms a movement as 
if to sweep her before him, through 
the waiting-room, up into the pres- 
ence of the public. 

“In a moment I shall be ready. 
My father is making that all right.” 
And, to Ransom’s surprise, she 
smiled, with all her sweetness, at 
the irrepressible agent; appeared 
to wish genuinely to reassure him. 

The three had moved together 
_into the waiting-room, and there 

at the farther end of it, beyond the 
vulgar, perfunctory chairs and ta- 
bles, under the flaring gas, he saw 
Mrs. Tarrant sitting upright on a 
sofa, with immense rigidity, and a 
large flushed visage, full of sup- 
pressed distortion, and beside her 
prostrate, fallen over, her head 
buried in the lap of Verena’s moth- 
er, the tragic figure of Olive Chan- 
cellor. Ransom could scarcely know 
how much Olive’s having flung 
herself upon Mrs. Tarrant’s bosom 
testified to the convulsive scene 
that had just taken place behind 
the locked door. He closed it again, 
sharply, in the face of the reporter 
and the policeman, and at the same 
moment Selah Tarrant descended, 


through the aperture leading to 
the platform, from his brief com- 
munion with the public. On seeing 
Ransom he stopped short, and, 
gathering his waterproof about 
him, measured the young man from 
head to foot. 

“Well, sir, perhaps you would 
like to go and explain our hitch,” 
he remarked, indulging in a smile 
so comprehensive that the corners 
of his mouth seemed almost to 
meet behind. “I presume that you, 
better than any one else, can give 
them an insight into our difficul- 
ties!” 

“Father, be still; father, it will 
come out all right in a moment!” 
cried Verena, below her breath, 
panting like an emergent diver. 

“There’s one thing I want to 
know: are we going to spend half 
an hour talking over our domestic 
affairs?” Mr. Filer demanded, wip- 
ing his indignant countenance. “Is 
Miss Tarrant going to lecture, or 
ain’t she going to lecture? If she 
ain't, shell please to show cause 
why. Is she aware that every quar- 
ter of a second, at the present in- 
stant, is worth about five hundred 
dollars?” 

“I know that —I know that, Mr. 
Filer; I will begin in a moment!” 
Verena went on. “I only want to 
speak to Mr. Ransom — just three 
words. They are perfectly quiet — 
don’t you see how quiet they are? 
They trust me, they trust me, don’t 
they, father? I only want to speak 
to Mr. Ransom.” ; 

“Who the devil is Mr. Ransom?” 
cried the exasperated, bewildered 
Filer. 
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Verena spoke to the others, but 
she looked at her lover, and the 
expression of her eyes was ineffa- 
bly touching and beseeching. She 
trembled with nervous passion, 
there were sobs and supplications 
in her voice, and Ransom felt him- 
self flushing with pure pity for her 
pain — her inevitable agony. But at 
the same moment he had another 
perception, which brushed aside 
remorse; he saw that he could do 
what he wanted, that she begged 
him, with all her being, to spare 
her, but that so long as he should 
protest she was submissive, help- 
less. What he wanted, in this light, 
flamed before him and challenged 
all his manhood, tossing his deter- 
mination to a height from which 
not only Doctor Tarrant, and Mr. 
Filer, and Olive, over there, in her 
sightless, soundless shame, but the 
great expectant hall as well, and 
the mighty multitude, in suspense, 
keeping quiet from minute to min- 
ute and holding the breath of its 
anger — from which all these things 
looked small, surmountable, and of 
the moment only. He didn’t quite 
understand, as yet, however; he 
saw that Verena had not refused, 
but temporised, that the spell upon 
her — thanks to which he should 
still be able to rescue her—had 
been the knowledge that he was 
near. 

“Come away, come away,” he 
murmured, quickly, putting out his 
two hands to her. 

She took one of them, as if to 
plead, not to consent. “Oh, let me 
off, let me off—for her, for the 


others! It’s too terrible, it’s impos- 
sible!” 

“What I want to know is why 
Mr. Ransom isn’t in the hands of 
the police!” wailed Mrs. Tarrant, 
from her sofa. 

“T have been, madam, for the 
last quarter of an hour.” Ransom 
felt more and more that he could 
manage it, if he only kept cool. He 
bent over Verena with a tender- 
ness in which he was careless, 
now, of observation. “Dearest, I 
told you, I warned you. I left you 
alone for ten weeks; but could 
that make you doubt it was com- 
ing? Not for worlds, not for mil- 
lions, shall you give yourself to 
that roaring crowd. Don’t ask me 
to care for them, or for anyone! 
What do they care for you but to 
gape and grin and babble? You 
are mine, you are not theirs.” 

“What under the sun is the man 
talking about? With the most mag- 
nificent audience ever brought to-— 
gether! The city of Boston is un- 
der this roof!” Mr. Filer gaspingly 
interposed. 

“The city of Boston be damned!” 
said Ransom. 

“Mr. Ransom is very much in- 
terested in my daughter. He 
doesn’t approve of our views,” Se- 
lah Tarrant explained. 

“It’s the most horrible, wicked, 
immoral selfishness I ever heard in 
my life!” roared Mrs. Tarrant. 

“Selfishness! Mrs. Tarrant, do 
you suppose I pretend not to be 
selfish?” 

“Do you want us all murdered 
by the mob, then?” 
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“They can have their money — 
can’t you give them back their 
money?” cried Verena, turning 
frantically round the circle. 

“Verena Tarrant, you don’t 
mean to say you are going to back 
down?” her mother shrieked. 

“Good God! that I should make 
her suffer like this!” said Ransom 
to himself; and to put an end to 
the odious scene he would have 
seized Verena in his arms and 
broken away into the outer world, 
if Olive, who at Mrs. Tarrant’s last 
loud challenge had sprung to her 
feet, had not at the same time 
thrown herself between them with 
a force which made the girl re- 
linquish her grasp of Ransom’s 
hand. To his astonishment, the 
eyes that looked at him out of her 
scared, haggard face were, like 
Verena’s, eyes of tremendous en- 
treaty. There was a moment dur- 
ing which she would have been 
ready to go down on her knees to 
him, in order that the lecture 
should go on. 

“If you don’t agree with her, 
take her up on the platform, and 
have it out there; the public would 
like that, first-rate!” Mr. Filer said 
to Ransom, as if he thought this 
suggestion practical. 

“She had prepared a lovely ad- 
dress!” Selah remarked, mourn- 
fully, as if to the company in gen- 
eral. 

No one appeared to heed the 
observation, but his wife broke out 
again. “Verena Tarrant, I should 
like to slap you! Do you call such 
a man as that a gentleman? I don’t 


know where your father’s spirit is, 
to let him stay!” 

Olive, meanwhile, was literally 
praying to her kinsman. “Let her 
appear this once, just this once: 
not to ruin, not to shame! Haven't 
you any pity; do you want me to 
be hooted? It’s only for an hour. 
Haven’t you any soul?” 

Her face and voice were terrible 
to Ransom; she had flung herself 
upon Verena and was holding her 
close, and he could see that her 
friend’s suffering was faint in 
comparison to her own. “Why for 
an hour, when it’s all false and 
damnable? An hour is as bad as 
ten years! She’s mine or she isn’t, 
and if she’s mine, she’s all mine!” 

“Yours! Yours! Verena, think, 
think what youre doing!” Olive 
moaned, bending over her. 

Mr. Filer was now pouring forth 
his nature in objurgations and 
oaths, and brandishing before the 
culprits— Verena and Ransom — 
the extreme penalty of the law. 
Mrs. Tarrant had burst into violent 
hysterics, while Selah revolved 
vaguely about the room and de- 
clared that it seemed as if the bet- 
ter day was going to be put off for 
quite a while. “Don’t you see how 
good, how sweet they are — giving 
us all this time? Don’t you think 
that when they behave like that — 
without a sound, for five minutes 
— they ought to be rewarded?” Ve- 
rena asked, smiling divinely, at 
Ransom. Nothing could have been 
more tender, more exquisite, than 
the way she put her appeal upon 
the ground of simple charity, kind- 
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ness to the great good-natured, 
childish public. 

“Miss Chancellor may reward 
them in any way she likes. Give 
them back their money and a little 
present to each.” 

“Money and presents? I should 
like to shoot you, sir!” yelled Mr. 
Filer. The audience had really 
been very patient, and up to this 
point deserved Verena’s praise; but 
it was now long past eight o'clock, 
and symptoms of irritation — cries 
and groans and _ hisses — began 
again to proceed from the hall. 
Mr. Filer launched himself into 
the passage leading to the stage, 
and Selah rushed after him. Mrs. 
Tarrant extended herself, sobbing, 
on the sofa, and Olive, quivering 
in the storm, inquired of Ransom 
what he wanted her to do, what 
humiliation, what degradation, 
what sacrifice he imposed. 

“Tll do anything—Tll be ab- 
. ject—Tll be vile—TMl go down in 
the dust!” 

“I ask nothing of you, and I 
have nothing to do with you,” 
Ransom said. “That is, I ask, at 
the most, that you shouldn’t ex- 
pect that, wishing to make Ve- 
rena my wife, I should say to her, 
“Oh yes, you can take an hour or 
-two out of it!’ Verena,” he went 
on “all this is out of it — dreadfully, 
odiously — and it’s a great deal too 
much! Come, come as far away 
from here as possible, and we'll 
settle the rest!” 

The combined effort of Mr. Fil- 
er and Selah Tarrant to pacify the 
public had not, apparently, the 


success it deserved; the house con- 
tinued in uproar and the volume 
of sound increased. “Leave us 
alone, leave us alone for a single 
minute!” cried Verena; “just let me 
speak to him, and it will be all 
right!” She rushed over to her 
mother, drew her, dragged her 
from the sofa, led her to the door 
of the room. Mrs. Tarrant, on the 
way, reunited herself with Olive 
(the horror of the situation had at 
least that compensation for her), 
and, clinging and staggering to- 
gether, the distracted women, 
pushed by Verena, passed into the 
vestibule, now, as Ransom saw, 
deserted by the policeman and the 
reporter, who had rushed round to 
where the battle was thickest. 

“Oh, why did you come — why, 
why?” And Verena, turning back, 
threw herself upon him with a pro- 
test which was all, and more than 
all, a surrender. She had never yet 
given herself to him so much as in 
that movement of reproach. 

“Didn’t you expect me, and 
weren't you sure?” he asked, smil- 
ing at her and standing there till 
she arrived. 

“I didn’t know — it was terrible 
—it’s awful! I saw you in your 
place, in the house, when you 
came. As soon as we got here I 
went out to those steps that go up 
to the stage and I looked out, with 
my father—from behind him — 
and saw you in a minute. Then I 
felt too nervous to speak! I could 
never, never, if you were there! 


_ My father didn’t know you, and I 


said nothing, but Olive guessed as 
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soon as I came back. She rushed 
at me, and she looked at me — oh, 
how she looked! and she guessed. 
She didn’t need to go out to see 
for herself, and when she saw how 
I was trembling she began to trem- 
ble herself, to believe, as I be- 
lieved, we were lost. Listen to 
them, listen to them, in the house! 
Now I want you to go away—I 
will see you to-morrow, as long as 
you wish. That’s all I want now; if 
you will only go away it’s not too 
late, and everything will be all 
right!” 

Preoccupied as Ransom was with 
the simple purpose of getting her 
bodily out of the place, he could 
yet notice her strange, touching 
tone, and her air of believing that 
she might really persuade him. She 
had evidently given up everything 
now —every pretense of a differ- 
ent conviction and of loyalty to 
her cause; all this had fallen from 
her as soon as she felt him near, 
and she asked him to go away just 
as any plighted maiden might have 
asked any favour of her lover. But 
it was the poor girl’s misfortune 
that, whatever she did or said, or 
left unsaid, only had the effect of 
making her dearer to him and mak- 
ing the people who were clamour- 
ing for her seem more and more a 
raving rabble. 

He indulged not in the smallest 
recognition of her request, and 
simply said, “Surely Olive must 
have believed, must have known, 
I would come.” 

“She would have been sure if 
you hadn’t become so unexpectedly 


quiet after I left Marmion. You 
seemed to concur, to be willing to 
wait.” 

“So I was, for a few weeks. But 
they ended yesterday. I was furi- 
ous that morning, when I learned 
your flight, and during the week 
that followed I made two or three 
attempts to find you. Then I 
stopped—I thought it better. I 
saw you were very well hidden; I 
determined not even to write. I 
felt I could wait —with that last 
day at Marmion to think of. Be- 
sides, to leave you with her awhile, 
for the last, seemed more decent. 
Perhaps you'll tell me now where 
you were.” 

“I was with father and mother. 
She sent me to them that morning, 
with a letter. I don’t know what 
was in it. Perhaps there was mon- 
ey,” said Verena, who evidently 
now would tell him everything. 

“And where did they take you?” 

“I don’t know — to places. I was 
in Boston once, for a day; but only 
in a carriage. They were as fright- 
ened as Olive; they were bound to 
save me!” 

“They shouldn’t have brought 
you here to-night then. How could 
you possibly doubt of my coming?” 

“J don’t know what I thought, 
and I didn’t know, till I saw you, 
that all the strength I had hoped 
for would leave me in a flash, and 
that if I attempted to speak — with 
you sitting there—I should make 
the most shameful failure. We had 
a sickening scene here —I begged 
for delay, for time to recover. We 
waited and waited, and when I 
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heard you at the door talking to 
the policeman, it seemed to me 
everything was gone. But it will 
still come back, if you will leave 
me. They are quiet again — father 
must be interesting them.” 

“I hope he is!” Ransom ex- 
claimed. “If Miss Chancellor or- 
dered the policeman, she must 
have expected me.” 

“That was only after she knew 
you were in the house. She flew 
out into the lobby with father, and 
they seized him and posted him 
there. She locked the door; she 
seemed to think they would break 
it down. I didn’t wait for that, but 
from the moment I knew you were 
on the other side of it I couldn’t 
go on—I was paralysed. It has 
made me feel better to talk to you 
—and now I could appear,” Ve- 
rena added. 

“My darling child, haven’t you 
a shawl or a mantle?” Ransom re- 
turned, for all answer, looking 
about him. He perceived, tossed 
upon a chair, a long, furred cloak, 
which he caught up, and, before 
she could resist, threw over her. 
She even let him arrange it and, 
standing there, draped from head 
to foot in it, contented herself with 
saying, after a moment: 

“I don’t understand — where 
shall we go? Where will you take 
me?” 

“We shall catch the night-train 
for New York, and the first thing 
in the morning we shall be mar- 
ried.” 

Verena remained gazing at him, 
with swimming eyes. “And what 
will the people do? Listen, listen!” 


“Your father is ceasing to inter- 
est them. They'll howl and thump, 
according to their nature.” 

“Ah, their nature’s fine!” Ve- 
rena pleaded. 

“Dearest, that’s one of the falla- 
cies I shall have to woo you from. 
Hear them, the senseless brutes!” 
The storm was now raging in the 
hall, and it deepened to such a 
point that Verena turned to him 
in a supreme appeal. 

“I could soothe them with a 
word!” 

“Keep your soothing words for 
me — you will have need of them 
all, in our coming time,” Ransom 
said, laughing. He pulled open the 
door again, which led into the 
lobby, but he was driven back, 
with Verena, by a furious onset 
from Mrs. Tarrant. Seeing her 
daughter fairly arrayed for depar- 
ture, she hurled herself upon her, 
half in indignation, half in a blind 
impulse to cling, and with an 
outpouring of tears, reproaches, | 
prayers, strange scraps of argu- 
ment and iterations of farewell, 
closed her about with an embrace 
which was partly a supreme ca- 
ress, partly the salutary castigation 
she had, three minutes before, ex- 
pressed the wish to administer, and 
altogether for the moment a check 
upon her girl’s flight. 

“Mother, dearest, it’s all for the 
best, I can’t help it, I love you just 
the same; let me go, let me go!” 
Verena stammered, kissing her 
again, struggling to free herself, 


‘and holding out her hand to Ran- 


som. He saw now that she only 
wanted to get away, to leave ev- 
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erything behind her. Olive was 
close at hand, on the threshold of 
the room, and as soon as Ransom 
looked at her he became aware 
that the weakness she had just 
shown had passed away. She had 
straightened herself again, and she 
was upright in her desolation. The 
expression of her face was a thing 
to remain with him for ever; it was 
impossible to imagine a more vivid 
presentment of blighted hope and 
wounded pride. Dry, desperate, 
rigid, she yet wavered and seemed 
uncertain; her pale, glittering eyes 
straining forward, as if they were 
looking for death. Ransom had a 
vision, even at that crowded mo- 
ment, that if she could have met it 
there and then, bristling with steel 
or lurid with fire, she would have 
rushed on it without a tremor, like 
the heroine that she was. All this 
while the great agitation in the hall 
rose and fell, in waves and surges, 
as if Selah Tarrant and the agent 
were talking to the multitude, try- 
ing to calm them, succeeding for 
the moment, and then letting them 
loose again. Whirled down by one 
of the fitful gusts, a lady and a 
gentleman issued from the passage, 
and Ransom, glancing at them, 
recognised Mrs. Farrinder and her 
husband. 

“Well, Miss Chancellor,” said 
that more successful woman, with 
considerable asperity, “if this is the 
way youre going to reinstate our 
sex!” She passed rapidly through 
the room, followed by Amariah, 
who remarked in his transit that it 
seemed as if there had been a 
want of organisation, and the two 


retreated expeditiously, without the 
lady’s having taken the smallest 
notice of Verena, whose conflict 
with her mother prolonged itself. 
Ransom, striving, with all needful 
consideration for Mrs. Tarrant, to 
separate these two, addressed not 
a word to Olive; it was the last of 
her, for him, and he neither saw 
how her livid face suddenly 
glowed, as if Mrs. Farrinder’s 
words had been a lash, nor how, 
as if with a sudden inspiration, she 
rushed to the approach to the plat- 
form. If he had observed her, it 
might have seemed to him that she 
hoped to find the fierce expiation 
she sought for in exposure to the 
thousands she had disappointed 
and deceived, in offering herself to 
be trampled to death and torn to 
pieces. She might have suggested 
to him some feminine firebrand of 
Paris revolutions, erect on a barri- 
cade, or even the sacrificial figure 
of Hypatia, whirled through the 
furious mob of Alexandria. She 
was arrested an instant by the ar- 
rival of Mrs. Burrage and her son, 
who had quitted the stage on ob- 
serving the withdrawal of the Far- 
rinders, and who swept into the 
room in the manner of people seek- 
ing shelter from a thunder-storm. 
The mother’s face expressed the 
well-bred surprise of a person who 
should have been asked out to din- 
ner and seen the cloth pulled off 
the table; the young man, who 
supported her on his arm, instantly 
lost himself in the spectacle of Ve- 
rena disengaging herself from Mrs. 
Tarrant, only to be again over- 
whelmed, and in the unexpected 
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presence of the Mississippian. His 
handsome blue eyes turned from 
one to the other, and he looked in- 
finitely annoyed and bewildered. 
It even seemed to occur to him 
that he might, perhaps, interpose 
with effect, and he evidently would 
have liked to say that, without re- 
ally bragging, he would at least 
have kept the affair from turning 
into a row. But’ Verena, muffled 
and escaping, was deaf to him, and 
Ransom didn’t look the right per- 
son to address such a remark as 
that to. Mrs. Burrage and Olive, as 
the latter shot past, exchanged a 
glance which represented quick 
irony on one side and indiscrimi- 
nating defiance on the other. 

“Oh, are you going to speak?” 
the lady from New York inquired, 
with a cursory laugh. 

Olive had already disappeared; 
but Ransom heard her answer flung 
behind her into the room. “I am 
going to be hissed and hooted and 
insulted!” 

“Olive, Olive!” Verena suddenly 
shrieked; and her piercing cry 
might have reached the front. But 
Ransom had already, by muscular 
force, wrenched her away, and was 
hurrying her out, leaving Mrs. Tar- 
rant to heave herself into the arms 
of Mrs. Burrage, who, he was sure, 
would, within the minute, loom 
upon her attractively through her 


tears, and supply her with a remi- 
niscence, destined to be valuable, 
of aristocratic support and clever 
composure. In the outer labyrinth 
hasty groups, a little scared, were 
leaving the hall, giving up the 
game. Ransom, as he went, thrust 
the hood of Verena’s long cloak 
over her head, to conceal her face 
and her identity. It quite prevent- 
ed recognition, and as they min- 
gled in the issuing crowd he per- 
ceived the quick, complete, tre- 
mendous silence which, in the hall, 
had greeted Olive Chancellor’s 
rush to the front. Every sound in- 
stantly dropped, the hush was re- 
spectful, the great public waited, 
and whatever she should say to 
them (and he thought she might 
indeed be rather embarrassed), it 
was not apparent that they were 
likely to hurl the benches at her. 
Ransom, palpitating with his vic- 
tory, felt now a little sorry for her, 
and was relieved to know that, 
even when exasperated, a Boston 
audience is not ungenerous. “Ah, 
now I am glad!” said Verena, when 
they reached the street. But though 
she was glad, he presently discov- 
ered that, beneath her hood, she 
was in tears. It is to be feared that 
with the union, so far from bril- 
liant, into which she was about to 
enter, these were not the last she 
was destined to shed. 
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“Our feeling is, you know, that 
Becky should go.” That earnest 
little remark comes back to me, 
even after long years, as the first 
note of something that began, for 
my observation, the day I went 
with my sister-in-law to take leave 
of her good friends. It’s a memory 
of the American time, which re- 
vives so at present— under some 
touch that doesn’t signify — that it 
rounds itself off as an anecdote. 
That walk to say good-bye was 
the beginning; and the end, so far 
as I enjoyed a view of it, was not 
till long after; yet even the end 
also appears to me now as of the 
old days. I went, in those days, on 
occasion, to see my sister-in-law, 
in whose affairs, on my brother's 
death, I had had to take a helpful 
hand. I continued to go indeed 
after these little matters were 
straightened out, for the pleasure, 
periodically, of the impression — 
the change to the almost pastoral 
sweetness of the good Boston sub- 
urb from the loud longitudinal New 
York. It was another world, with 
other manners, a different tone, a 
different taste; a savour nowhere 
so mild, yet so distinct, as in the 
square white house — with the pair 


of elms, like gigantic wheat- 
sheaves, in front, the rustic orchard 
not far behind, the old-fashioned 
door-lights, the big blue-and-white 
jars in the porch, the straight 
bricked walk from the high gate 
—that enshrined the extraordinary 
merit of Mrs. Rimmle and her 
three daughters. 

These ladies were so much of 
the place and the place so much 
of themselves that from the first of 
their being revealed to me I felt 
that nothing else at Brookbridge 
much mattered. They were what, 
for me, at any rate, Brookbridge 
had most to give: I mean in the 
way of what it was naturally 
strongest in, the thing we called in 
New York the New England ex- 
pression, the air of Puritanism re- 
claimed and refined. The Rimmles 
had brought this down to a won- 
derful delicacy. They struck me 
even then — all four almost equally 
—as very ancient and very earnest, 
and I think theirs must have been 
the house in all the world in which 
“culture” first came to the aid of 
morning calls. The head of the 
family was the widow of a great 
public character —as public char- 
acters were understood at Brook- 
bridge — whose speeches on anni- 
versaries formed a part of the 
body of national eloquence spout- 
ed in the New England schools by 
little boys covetous of the most 
marked, though perhaps the easi- 
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est, distinction. He was reported 
to have been celebrated, and in 
such fine declamatory connexions 
that he seemed to gesticulate even 
from the tomb. He was understood 
to have made, in his wife’s com- 
pany, the tour of Europe at a date 
not immensely removed from that 
of the battle of Waterloo. What 
was the age then of the bland firm 
antique Mrs. Rimmle at the period 
of her being first revealed to me? 
That’s a point I’m not in a posi- 
tion to determine—I remember 
mainly that I was young enough to 
regard her as having reached the 
limit. And yet the limit for Mrs. 
Rimmle must have been prodi- 
giously extended; the scale of its 
extension is in fact the very moral 
of this reminiscence. She was old, 
and her daughters were old, but I 
was destined to know them all as 
older. It was only by comparison 
and habit that — however much I 
recede — Rebecca, Maria and Jane 
were the “young ladies.” 

I think it was felt that, though 
their mother’s life, after thirty 
years of widowhood, had had a 
grand backward stretch, her bland- 
mess and firmness—and this in 
spite of her extreme physical frailty 
— would be proof against any sur- 
render not overwhelmingly justified 
by time. It had appeared, years 
before, at a crisis of which the 
waves had not even yet quite sub- 
sided, a surrender not justified by 
anything nameable that she should 
go to Europe with her daughters 
and for her health. Her health was 
supposed to require constant sup- 


port; but when it had at that pe- 
riod tried conclusions with the idea 
of Europe it was not the idea of 
Europe that had been insidious 
enough to prevail. She hadn’t gone, 
and Becky, Maria and Jane hadn't 
gone, and this was long ago. They 
still merely floated in the air of 
the visit achieved, with such in- 
troductions and such acclamations, 
in the early part of the century; 
they still, with fond glances at the 
sunny parlour-walls, only referred, 
in conversation, to divers pictorial 
and other reminders of it. The 
Miss Rimmles had quite been 
brought up on it, but Becky, as the 
most literary, had most mastered 
the subject. There were framed 
letters — tributes to their eminent 
father — suspended among the me- 
mentoes, and of two or three of 
these, the most foreign and com- 
plimentary, Becky had executed 
translations that figured beside the 
text. She knew already, through 
this and other illumination, so 
much about Europe that it was 
hard to believe for her in that 
limit of adventure which consisted 
only of her having been twice to 
Philadelphia. The others hadn’t 
been to Philadelphia, but there 
was a legend that Jane had been 
to Saratoga. Becky was a short 
stout fair person with round seri- 
ous eyes, a high forehead, the 
sweetest neatest enunciation, and 
a miniature of her father — “done 
in Rome”—worn as a breastpin. 
She had written the life, she had 
edited the speeches, of the origi- 
nal of this ornament, and now at 
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last, beyond the seas, she was re- 
ally to tread in his footsteps. 

Fine old Mrs. Rimmle, in, the 
sunny parlour and with a certain 
austerity of cap and chair — though 
with a gay new “front” that looked 
like rusty brown plush —had had 
so unusually good a winter that 
the question of her sparing two 
members of her family for an ab- 
sence had been threshed as fine, I 
could feel, as even under that Puri- 
tan roof any case of conscience had 
ever been threshed. They were to 
make their dash while the coast, 
as it were, was clear, and each of 
the daughters had _ tried — heroi- 
cally, angelically and for the sake 
of each of her sisters —not to be 
one of the two. What I encoun- 
tered that first time was an op- 
portunity to concur with enthusi- 
asm in the general idea that 
Becky’s wonderful preparation 
would be wasted if she were the 
one to stay with their mother. 
Their talk of Becky’s preparation 
(they had a sly old-maidish hu- 
mour that was: as mild as milk) 
might have been of some mixture, 
for application somewhere, that 
she kept in a precious bottle. It 
had been settled at all events that, 
armed with this concoction and 
borne aloft by their introductions, 
she and Jane were to start. They 
were wonderful on their introduc- 
tions, which proceeded naturally 
from their mother and were ad- 
dressed to the charming families 
that in vague generations had so 
admired vague Mr. Rimmle. Jane, 
I found at Brookbridge, had to be 


described, for want of other de- 
scription, as the pretty one, but it 
wouldn’t have served to identify 
her unless you had seen the oth- 
ers. Her preparation was only this 
figment of her prettiness — only, 
that is, unless one took into ac- 
count something that, on the spot, 
I silently divined: the lifelong se- 
cret passionate ache of her little 
rebellious desire. They were all 
growing old in the yearning to go, 
but Jane’s yearning was the sharp- 
est. She struggled with it as peo- 
ple at Brookbridge mostly strug- 
gled with what they liked, but 
fate, by threatening to prevent 
what she disliked and what was 
therefore duty — which was to stay 
at home instead of Maria — had be- 
wildered her, I judged, not a lit- 
tle. It was she who, in the words 
I have quoted, mentioned to me 
Becky’s case and Becky’s affinity as 
the clearest of all. Her mother 
moreover had on the general sub- 
ject still more to say. 

“TI positively desire, I really quite 
insist that they shall go,” the old 
lady explained to us from her stiff 
chair. “We’ve talked about it so 
often, and they've had from me so 
clear an account—I’ve amused 
them again and again with it — of 
what’s to be seen and enjoyed. If 
they’ve had hitherto too many du- 
ties to leave, the time seems to 
have come to recognise that there 
are also many duties to seek. 
Wherever we go we find them —I 
always remind the girls of that. 
There’s a duty that calls them to 
those wonderful countries, just as 
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it called, at the right time, their 
father and myself —if it be only 
that of laying-up for the years to 
come the same store of remarkable 
impressions, the same wealth of 
knowledge and food for conversa- 
tion as, since my return, I’ve found 
myself so happy to possess.” Mrs. 
Rimmle spoke of her return as of 
something of the year before last, 
but the future of her daughters 
was somehow, by a different law, 
to be on the scale of great vistas, 
of endless after-tastes. I think that, 
without my being quite ready to 
say it, even this first impression of 
her was somewhat upsetting; there 
was a large placid perversity, a 
grim secrecy of intention, in her 
estimate of the ages. 

“Well, I’m so glad you don’t de- 
lay it longer,” I said to Miss Becky 
before we withdrew. “And who- 
ever should go,” I continued in the 
spirit of the sympathy with which 
the good sisters had already in- 
spired me, “I quite feel, with your 
family, you know, that you should. 
But of course I hold that every 
one should.” I suppose I wished to 
attenuate my solemnity; there was, 
however, something in it I couldn’t 
help. It must have been a faint 
foreknowledge. 

“Have you been a great deal 
yourself?” Miss Jane, I remem- 
bered, enquired. | 

“Not so much but that I hope 
to go a good deal more. So per- 
haps we shall meet,” I encourag- 
ingly suggested. 

I recall something — something 
in the nature of susceptibility to 
encouragement — that this brought 


into the more expressive brown 
eyes to which Miss Jane mainly 
owed it that she was the pretty 
one. “Where, do you think?” 

I tried to think. “Well, on the 
Italian lakes—Como, Bellaggio, 
Lugano.” I liked to say the names 
to them. 

“Sublime, but neither bleak nor 
bare—nor misty are the moun- 
tains there!’” Miss Jane softly 
breathed, while her sister looked 
at her as if her acquaintance with 
the poetry of the subject made her 
the most interesting feature of the 
scene she evoked. 

But Miss Becky presently turned 
to me. “Do you know every- 
thing — P” 

“Everything?” 

“In Europe.” 

“Oh yes,” I laughed, “and one 
or two things even in America.” 

The sisters seemed to me fur- 
tively to look at each other. “Well, 
youll have to be quick—to meet 
us,” Miss Jane resumed. 

“But surely when youre once 
there you'll stay on.” 

“Stay onP”—they murmured it 
simultaneously and with the odd- 
est vibration of dread as well as of 
desire. It was as if they had been 
in presence of a danger and yet 
wished me, who “knew every- 
thing,” to torment them with still 
more of it. 

Well, I did my best. “I mean it 
will never do to cut it short.” 

“No, that’s just what I keep 
saying,” said brilliant Jane. “It 
would be better in that case not 
to go.” 

“Oh don’t talk about not going 
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—at this time!” It was none of my 
business, but I felt shocked and 
impatient. u 

“No, not at this time!” broke in 
Miss Maria, who, very red in the 
face, had joined us. Poor Miss Ma- 
ria was known as the flushed one; 
but she was not flushed — she only 
had an unfortunate surface. The 
third day after this was to see them 
embark. 

Miss Becky, however, desired as 
little as any one to be in any way 
extravagant. “It’s only the thought 
of our mother,” she explained. 

I looked a moment at the old 
lady, with whom my sister-in-law 
was engaged. “Well—your moth- 
er’s magnificent.” 

“Isn't she magnificent?” — they 
eagerly took it up. 

She was—I could reiterate it 
with sincerity, though I perhaps 
mentally drew the line when Miss 
Maria again risked, as a fresh ejac- 
ulation: “I think she’s better than 
Europe!” 

“Maria!” they both, at this, ex- 
claimed with a strange emphasis: 
it was as if they feared she had 
suddenly turned cynical over the 
deep domestic drama of their cast- 
ing of lots. The innocent laugh 
with which she answered them 
gave the measure of her cyni- 
cism. 

We separated at last, and my 
eyes met Mrs. Rimmle’s as I held 
for an instant her aged hand. It 
was doubtless only my fancy that 
her calm cold look quietly accused 
me of something. Of what could 
it accuse me? Only, I thought, of 
thinking. 
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I tert Brookbridge the next day, 
and for some time after that had 
no occasion to hear from my kins- 
woman; but when she finally wrote 
there was a passage in her letter 
that affected me more than all the 
rest. “Do you know the poor 
Rimmles never, after all, ‘went’? 
The old lady, at the eleventh hour, 
broke down; everything broke 
down, and all of them on top of it, 
so that the dear things are with us 
still. Mrs. Rimmle, the night after 
our call, had, in the most unex- 
pected manner, a turn for the 
worse — something in the nature 
(though they’re rather mysterious 
about it) of a seizure; Becky and 
Jane felt it—dear devoted stupid 
angels that they are —heartless to 
leave her at such a moment, and 
Europe’s_ indefinitely postponed. 
However, they think they're still 
going—or think they think it— 
when she’s better. They also think 
—or think they think—that she 
will be better. I certainly pray she 
may.” So did I— quite fervently. 
I was conscious of a real pang —I 
didn’t know how much they had 
made me care. 

Late that winter my sister-in- 
law spent a week in New York; 
when almost my first enquiry on 
meeting her was about the health 
of Mrs. Rimmle. 

“Oh she’s rather bad — she really 
is, you know. It’s not surprising 
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that at her age she should be in- 
firm.” 

“Then what the deuce is her 
age?” 

“T can’t tell you to a year — but 
she’s immensely old.” 

“That of course I saw,” I re- 
plied — “unless you literally mean 
so old that the records have been 
lost.” 

My sister-in-law thought. “Well, 
I believe she wasn’t positively 
young when she married. She lost 
three or four children before these 
women were born.” 

We surveyed together a little, on 
this, the “dark backward.” “And 
they were born, I gather, after the 
famous tour? Well then, as the fa- 
mous tour was in a manner to cel- 
ebrate — wasn’t itP—the restora- 
tion of the Bourbons —” I consid- 
ered, I gasped. “My dear child, 
what on earth do you make her 
out?” 

My relative, with her Brook- 
bridge habit, transferred her share 
of the question to the moral plane 
—turned it forth to wander, by 
implication at least, in the sandy 
desert of responsibility. “Well, you 
know, we all immensely admire 
her.” 

“You can’t admire her more than 
I do. She’s awful.” 

My converser looked at me with 
a certain fear. “She’s really ill.” 

“Too ill to get better?” 

“Oh no—we hope not. Because 
then they'll be able to go.” 

“And will they go if she should?” 

“Oh the moment they should 
be quite satisfied. I mean really,” 
she added. 


I’m afraid I laughed at her— 
the Brookbridge “really” was a 
thing so by itself. “But if she 
shouldn’t get better?” I went on. 

“Oh don’t speak of it! They want 
so to go.” 

“It’s a pity they’re so infernally 
good,” I mused. 

“No — don’t say that. It’s what 
keeps them up.” 

“Yes, but isn’t it what keeps her 
up too?” 

My visitor looked grave. “Would 
you like them to kill her?” 

I don’t know that I was then 
prepared to say I should — though 
I believe I came very near it. But 
later on I burst all bounds, for the 
subject grew and grew. I went 
again before the good sisters ever 
did —I mean I went to Europe. I 
think I went twice, with a brief 
interval, before my fate again 
brought round for me a couple of 
days at Brookbridge. I had been 
there repeatedly, in the previous 
time, without making the acquaint- 
ance of the Rimmles; but now that 
I had had the revelation I couldn’t 
have it too much, and the first re- 
quest I preferred was to be taken 
again to see them. I remember well 
indeed the scruple I felt — the real 
delicacy — about betraying that I 
had, in the pride of my power, 
since our other meeting, stood, as 
their phrase went, among roman- 
tic scenes; but they were them- 
selves the first to speak of it, and 
what moreover came home to me 
was that the coming and going of 
their friends in general — Brook- 
bridge itself having even at that 
period one foot in Europe — was 
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such as to place constantly before 
them the pleasure that was only 
postponed. They were thrown back 
after all on what the situation, un- 
der a final analysis, had most to 
give — the sense that, as every one 
kindly said to them and they kindly 
said to every one, Europe would 
keep. Every one felt for them so 
deeply that their own kindness in 
alleviating every one’s feelings was 
really what came out most. Mrs. 
Rimmle was still in her stiff chair 
and in the sunny parlour, but if 
she made no scruple of introduc- 
ing the Italian lakes my heart sank 
to observe that she dealt with 
them, as a topic, not in the least 
in the leave-taking manner in 
which Falstaff babbled of green 
fields. 

I’m not sure that after this my 
pretexts for a day or two with my 
sister-in-law weren't apt to be a 
mere cover for another glimpse of 
these particulars: I at any rate 
never went to Brookbridge with- 
out an irrepressible eagerness for 
our customary call. A long time 
seems to me thus to have passed, 
with glimpses and lapses, consider- 
able impatience and still more pity: 
Our visits indeed grew shorter, for, 
as my companion said, they were 
more and more of a strain. It fi- 
nally struck me that the good sis- 
ters even shrank from me a little 
as from one who penetrated their 
consciousness in spite of himself. 
It was as if they knew where I 
thought they ought to be, and were 
moved to deprecate at last, by a 
systematic silence on the subject 
of that hemisphere, the criminal- 


ity I fain would fix on them. They 
were full instead — as with the in- 
stinct of throwing dust in my eyes 
—of little pathetic hypocrisies 
about Brookbridge interests and 
delights. I dare say that as time 
went on my deeper sense of their 
situation came practically to rest 
on my companion’s report of it. I 
certainly think I recollect every 
word we ever exchanged about 
them, even if I’ve lost the thread 
of the special occasions. The im- 
pression they made on me after 
each interval always broke out 
with extravagance as I walked 
away with her. 

“She may be as old as she likes 
—I don’t care. It’s the fearful age 
the ‘girls’ are reaching that consti- 
tutes the scandal. One shouldn’t 
pry into such matters, I know; but 
the years and the chances are re- 
ally going. They’re all growing old 
together — it will presently be too 
late; and their mother meanwhile 
perches over them like a vulture 
—what shall I call it? — calculat- 
ing. Is she waiting for them suc- 
cessively to drop off? She'll survive 
them each and all. There’s some- 
thing too remorseless in it.” 

“Yes, but what do you want her 
to do? If the poor thing can’t die 
she can’t. Do you want her to take 
poison or to open a blood-vessel? 
I dare say she'd prefer to go.” 

“I beg your pardon,” I must have 
replied; “you daren’t say anything 
of the sort. If she’d prefer to go 
she would go. She’d feel the pro- 
priety, the decency, the necessity 
of going. She just prefers not to go. 
She prefers to stay and keep up 
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the tension, and her calling them 
“girls” and talking of the good 
time they'll still have is the mere 
conscious mischief of a subtle old 
witch. They won’t have any time 
—there isn’t any time to have! I 
mean there’s, on her own part, no 
real loss of measure or of perspec- 
tive in it. She knows she’s a hun- 
dred and ten, and she takes a 
cruel pride in it.” 

My sister-in-law differed with 
me about this; she held that the 
old woman’s attitude was an hon- 
est one and that her magnificent 
vitality, so great in spite of her in- 
firmities, made it inevitable she 
should attribute youth to persons 
who had come into the world so 
much later. “Then suppose she 
should die?’ —so my fellow stu- 
dent of the case always put it to 
me. 

“Do you mean while her daugh- 
ters are away? There’s not the 
least fear of that—not even if at 
the very moment of their depar- 
ture she should be in extremis. 
They'd find her all right on their 
return.” 

“But think how they’d feel not 
to have been with her!” 

“That’s only, I repeat, on the un- 
sound assumption. If they’d only 
go to-morrow — literally make a 
good rush for it—they'll be with 
her when they come back. That 
will give them plenty of time.” 
Tm afraid I even heartlessly add- 
ed that if she should, against ev- 
ery probability, pass away in their 
absence they wouldn't have to 
come back at all—which would 
be just the compensation proper 


to their long privation. And then 
Maria would come out to join the 
two others, and they would be — 
though but for the too scanty rem- 
nant of their career —as merry as 
the day is long. 

I remained ready, somehow, 
pending the fulfilment of that vi- 
sion, to sacrifice Maria; it was 
only over the urgency of the case 
for the others respectively that I 
found myself balancing. Some- 
times it was for Becky I thought 
the tragedy deepest — sometimes, 
and in quite a different manner, I 
thought it most dire for Jane. It 
was Jane after all who had most 
sense of life. I seemed in fact dim- 
ly to descry in Jane a sense —as 
yet undescried by herself or by 
any one—of all sorts of queer 
things. Why didn’t she go? I used 
desperately to ask; why didn’t she 
make a bold personal dash for it, 
strike up a partnership with some 
one or other of the travelling spin- 
sters in whom Brookbridge more 
and more abounded? Well, there 
came a flash for me at a particular 
point of the grey middle desert: 
my correspondent was able to let 
me know that poor Jane at last had 
sailed. She had gone of a sudden — 
I liked my sister-in-law’s view of 
suddenness — with the kind Hath- 
aways, who had made an irresisti- 
ble grab at her and lifted her off 
her feet. They were going for the 
summer and for Mr. Hathaway’s 
health, so that the opportunity was 
perfect and it was impossible not 
to be glad that something very like 
physical force had finally pre- 
vailed. This was the general feel- 
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ing at Brookbridge, and I might 
imagine what Brookbridge had 
been brought to from the fact that, 
at the very moment she was’ hus- 
tled off, the doctor, called to her 
mother at the peep of dawn, had 
considered that he at least must 
stay. There had been real alarm — 
greater than ever before; it actu- 
ally did seem as if this time the 


end had come. But it was Becky, ' 


strange to say, who, though fully 
recognising the nature of the crisis, 
had kept the situation in hand and 
insisted upon action. This, I re- 
member, brought back to me a 
discomfort with which I had been 
familiar from the first. One of the 
two had sailed, and I was sorry it 
wasn’t the other. But if it had been 
the other I should have been 
equally sorry. 

I saw with my eyes that very 
autumn what a fool Jane would 
have been if she had again backed 
out. Her mother had of course sur- 
vived the peril of which I had 
heard, profiting by it indeed as she 
had profited by every other; she 
was sufficiently better again to 
have come downstairs. It was there 
that, as usual, I found her, but 
with a difference of effect pro- 
duced somehow by the absence of 
one of the girls. It was as if, for 
the others, though they hadn’t gone 
to Europe, Europe had come to 
them: Jane’s letters had been so 
frequent and so beyond even what 
could have been hoped. It was the 
first time, however, that I per- 
ceived on the old woman’s part a 
certain failure of lucidity. Jane’s 
flight was clearly the great fact 


with her, but she spoke of it as if 
the fruit had now been plucked 
and the parenthesis closed. I don’t 
know what sinking sense of still 
further physical duration I gath- 
ered, as a menace, from this first 
hint of her confusion of mind. 

“My daughter has been; my 
daughter has been—” She kept 
saying it, but didn’t say where; 
that seemed unnecessary, and she 
only repeated the words to her 
visitors with a face that was all 
puckers and yet now, save in so 
far as it expressed an ineffaceable 
complacency, all blankness. I 
think she rather wanted us to know 
how little she had stood in the 
way. It added to something—I 
scarce knew what—that I found 
myself desiring to extract privately 
from Becky. As our visit was to be 
of the shortest my opportunity — 
for one of the young ladies always 
came to the door with us — was at 
hand. Mrs. Rimmle, as we took 
leave, again sounded her phrase, 
but she added this time: “I’m so 
glad she’s going to have always —” 

I knew so well what she meant 
that, as she again dropped, looking 
at me queerly and becoming mo- 
mentarily dim, I could help her 
out. “Going to have what you 
have?” 

“Yes, yes—my privilege. Won- 
derful experience,” she mumbled. 
She bowed to me a little as if I 
would understand. “She has things 
to tell.” 

I turned, slightly at a loss, to 
Becky. “She has then already ar- 
rived?” 

Becky was at that moment look- 
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ing a little strangely at her mother, 
who answered my question. “She 
reached New York this. morning — 
she comes on to-day.” 

“Oh then —!” But I let the mat- 
ter pass as I met Becky's eye—I 
saw there was a hitch somewhere. 
It was not she but Maria who came 
out with us; on which I cleared up 
the question of their sister’s reap- 
pearance, 

“Oh no, not to-night,” Maria 
smiled; “that’s only the way moth- 
er puts it. We shall see her about 
the end of November — the Hatha- 
ways are so indulgent. They kindly 
extend their tour.” 

“For her sake? How sweet of 
them!” my sister-in-law exclaimed. 

I can see our friend’s plain mild 
old face take on a deeper mildness, 
even though a higher colour, in the 
light of the open door. “Yes, it’s 
for Jane they prolong it. And do 
you know what they write?” She 
gave us time, but it was too great 
a responsibility to guess. “Why 
that it has brought her out.” 

“Oh, I knew it would!” my com- 
panion sympathetically sighed. 

Maria put it more strongly still. 
“They say we wouldn’t know her.” 

This sounded a little awful, but 
it was after all what I had ex- 
pected. 
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My correspondent in Brookbridge 


came to me that Christmas, with 
my niece, to spend a week; and 


the arrangement had of course 
been prefaced by an exchange of 
letters, the first of which from my 
sister-in-law scarce took space for 
acceptance of my invitation before 
going on to say: “The Hathaways 
are back — but without Miss Jane!” 
She presented in a few words the 
situation thus created at Brook- 
bridge, but was not yet, I gath- 
ered, fully in possession of the 
other one—the situation created 
in “Europe” by the presence there 
of that lady. The two together, 
however that might be, demanded, 
I quickly felt, all my attention, and 
perhaps my impatience to receive 
my relative was a little sharpened 
‘by my desire for the whole story. 
I had it at last, by the Christmas 
fire, and I may say without reserve 
that it gave me all I could have 
hoped for. I listened eagerly, after 
which I produced the comment: 
“Then she simply refused —” 

“To budge from Florence? Sim- 
ply. She had it out there with the 
poor Hathaways, who felt respon- 
sible for her safety, pledged to re- 
store her to her mother’s, to her sis- 
ters hands, and showed herself in 
a light, they mention under their 
breath, that made their dear old 
hair stand on end. Do you know 
what, when they first got back, 
they said of her—at least it was 
his phrase—to two or three peo- 
ple?” 

I thought a moment. “That she 
had ‘tasted blood’?” 

My visitor fairly admired me. 
“How clever of you to guess! 
It’s exactly what he did say. 
She appeared—she continues to 


756 


“Europe” 


appear, it seems—in a new char- 
acter.” 

I wondered a little. “But that’s 
exactly —don’t you remember? — 
what Miss Maria reported to us 
from them; that we ‘wouldn’t know 
her.’” 

My sister-in-law perfectly re- 
membered. “Oh yes—she_ broke 
out from the first. But when they 
left her she was worse.” 

“Worse?” 

“Well, different — different from 
anything she ever had been or— 
for that matter — had had a chance 
to be.” My reporter hung fire a 
moment, but presently faced me. 
“Rather strange and free and ob- 
streperous.” 

“Obstreperous?” 
again. 

“Peculiarly so, I inferred, on the 
question of not coming away. She 
wouldn’t hear of it and, when they 
spoke of her mother, said she had 
given her mother up. She had 
thought she should like Europe, 
but didn’t know she should like it 
so much. They had been fools to 
bring her if they expected to take 
her away. She was going to see 
what she could—she hadn't yet 
seen half. The end of it at any rate 
was that they had to leave her 
alone.” 

I seemed to see it all—to see 
even the scared Hathaways. “So 
she is alone?” 

“She told them, poor thing, it 
appears, and in a tone they'll never 
forget, that she was in any case 
quite old enough to be. She cried 
—she quite went on-—over not 
having come sooner. That’s why 


I wondered 


the only way for her,” my compan- 
ion mused, “is, I suppose, to stay. 
They wanted to put her with some 
people or other—to find some 
American family. But she says she’s 
on her own feet.” 

“And she’s still in Florence?” 

“No—I believe she was to trav- 
el. She’s bent on the East.” 

I burst out laughing. “Magnifi- 
cent Jane! It’s most interesting. 
Only I feel that I distinctly should 
‘know her. To my sense, always, I 
must tell you, she had it in her.” 

My relative was silent a little. 
“So it now appears Becky always 
felt.” 

“And yet pushed her off? Mag- 
nificent Becky!” 

My companion met my eyes a 
moment. “You don’t know the 
queerest part. I mean the way it 
has most brought her out.” 

I turned it over; I felt I should 
like to know—to that degree in- 
deed that, oddly enough, I jo- 
cosely disguised my eagerness. 
“You don’t mean she has taken to 
drink?” 

My visitor had a dignity — and 
yet had to have a freedom. “She 
has taken to flirting.” 

I expressed disappointment. 
“Oh she took to that long ago. 
Yes,” I declared at my kinswom- 
an’s stare, “she positively flirted — 
with me!” 

The stare perhaps sharpened. 
“Then you flirted with her?” 

“How else could I have been as 
sure as I wanted to be? But has she 
means?” 

“Means to flirt?’?—my friend 
looked an instant as if she spoke 
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literally. “I don’t understand about 
the means — though of course they 
have something. But I have my 
impression,” she went on. “I think 
that Becky—” It seemed almost 
too grave to Say. 

But I had no doubts. 
Becky’s backing her?” 

She brought it out. “Financing 
her.” 

“Stupendous 
morally then —” 

“Becky’s quite in sympathy. But 
isn’t it too odd?” my sister-in-law 
asked. ; 

“Not in the least. Didn’t we 
know, as regards Jane, that Eu- 
rope was to bring her out? Well, 
it has also brought out Rebecca.” 

“It has indeed!” my companion 
indulgently sighed. “So what would 
it do if she were there?” 

“T should like immensely to see. 
And we shall see.” 

“Do you believe then she'll still 
go?” 

“Certainly. She must.” 

But my friend shook it off. “She 
won't.” 

“She shall!” I retorted with a 
laugh. But the next moment I 
said: “And what does the old 
woman say?” 

“To Jane’s behaviour? Not a 
word—never speaks of it. She 
talks now much less than she 
used — only seems to wait. But it’s 
my belief she thinks.” 

“And —do you mean — knows?” 

“Yes, knows she’s abandoned. 
In her silence there she takes 
it ins, 

“It’s her way of making Jane 
pay?” At this, somehow, I felt more 


“That 


Becky! So that 


serious. “Oh dear, dear — she'll dis- 
inherit her!” 

When in the following June I 
went on to return my sister-in-law’s 
visit the first object that met my 
eyes in her little white parlour 
was a figure that, to my stupefac- 
tion, presented itself for the mo- 
ment as that of Mrs. Rimmle. I 
had gone to my room after arriv- 
ing and had come down when 
dressed; the apparition I speak of 
had arisen in the interval. Its am- 
biguous character lasted, how- 
ever, but a second or two—I had 
taken Becky for her mother be- 
cause I knew no one but her moth- 
er of that extreme age. Becky’s 
age was quite startling; it had 
made a_ great stride, though, 
strangely enough, irrecoverably 
seated as she now was in it, she 
had a wizened brightness that I 
had scarcely yet seen in her. I re- 
member indulging on this occa- 
sion in two silent observations: one 
on the article of my not having 
hitherto been conscious of her full 
resemblance to the old lady, and 
the other to the effect that, as I 
had said to my sister-in-law at 
Christmas, “Europe,” even as 
reaching her only through Jane’s 
sensibilities, had really at last 
brought her out. She was in fact 
“out” in a manner of which this 
encounter offered to my eyes a 
unique example: it was the single 
hour, often as I had been at Brook- 
bridge, of my meeting her else- 
where than in her mother’s draw- 
ing-room. I surmise that, besides 
being adjusted to her more marked 
time of life, the garments she wore 
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abroad, and in particular her lit- 
tle plain bonnet, presented points 
of resemblance to the close sable 
sheath and the quaint old head- 
gear that, in the white house be- 
hind the elms, I had from far back 
associated with the eternal image 
in the stiff chair. Of course I im- 
mediately spoke of Jane, showing 
an interest and asking for news; 
on which she answered me with a 
smile, but not at all as I had ex- 
pected. 

“Those are not really the things 
you want to know — where she is, 
whom she’s with, how she man- 
ages and where she’s going next 
—oh no!” And the admirable wom- 
an gave a laugh that was some- 
how both light and sad —sad, in 
particular, with a strange long 
weariness. “What you do want to 
know is when she’s coming back.” 

I shook my head very kindly, 
but out of a wealth of experience 
that, I flattered myself, was equal 


to Miss Becky’s. “I do know it. © 


Never.” 

Miss Becky exchanged with me 
at this a long deep look. “Never.” 

We had, in silence, a little lu- 
minous talk about it, at the end of 
which she seemed to have told me 
the most interesting things. “And 
how’s your mother?” I then en- 
quired. 

She hesitated, but finally spoke 
with the same serenity. “My moth- 
er’s all right. You see she’s not 
alive.” 

“Oh Becky!” my _ sister-in-law 
pleadingly interjected. 

But Becky only addressed her- 
self to me. “Come and see if she 


is. I think she isn’t—but Maria 
perhaps isn’t so clear. Come at all 
events and judge and tell me.” 

It was a new note, and I was a 
little bewildered. “Ah but I’m not 
a doctor!” 

“No, thank God— you're not. 
That’s why I ask you.” And now 
she said good-bye. 

I kept her hand a moment. 
“You’re more alive than ever!” 

“I'm very tired.” She took it 
with the same smile, but for Becky 
it was much to say. 
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“Nor alive,” the next day, was 
certainly what Mrs. Rimmle looked 
when, arriving in pursuit of my 
promise, I found her, with Miss 
Maria, in her usual place. Though 
wasted and shrunken she still oc- 
cupied her high-backed chair with 
a visible theory of erectness, and 
her intensely aged face — combined 
with something dauntless that be- 
longed to her very presence and 
that was effective even in this ex- 
tremity — might have been that of 
some immemorial sovereign, of in- 
distinguishable sex, brought forth 
to be shown to the people in dis- 
proof of the rumour of extinction. 
Mummified and open-eyed she 
looked at me, but I had no impres- 
sion that she made me out. I had 
come this time without my sister- 
in-law, who had frankly pleaded 
to me — which also, for a daughter 
of Brookbridge, was saying much 
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—that the house had grown too 
painful. Poor Miss Maria excused 
Miss Becky on the score of her not 
being well — and that, it struck me, 
was saying most of all. The absence 
of the others gave the occasion a 
different note; but I talked with 
Miss Maria for five minutes and 
recognised that — save for her say- 
ing, of her own movement, any- 
thing about Jane —she now spoke 
as if her mother had lost hearing 
or sense, in fact both, alluding 
freely and distinctly, though in- 
deed favourably, to her condition. 
“She has expected your visit and 
much enjoys it,” my entertainer 
said, while the old woman, sound- 
less and motionless, simply fixed 
me without expression. Of course 
there was little to keep me; but I 
became aware as I rose to go that 
there was more than I had sup- 
posed. 

On my approaching her to take 
leave Mrs. Rimmle gave signs of 
consciousness. “Have you heard 
about Jane?” 

I hesitated, feeling a responsi- 
bility, and appealed for direction 
to Maria’s face. But Maria’s face 
was troubled, was turned _alto- 
gether to her mother’s. “About her 
life in Europe?” I then rather help- 
lessly asked. 

The old lady fronted me on this 
in a manner that made me feel 
silly. “Her life?” —and her voice, 
with this second effort, came out 
stronger. “Her death, if you 
please.” 

“Her death?” I echoed, before 
I could stop myself, with the ac- 
cent of deprecation. 


Miss Maria uttered a vague 
sound of pain, and I felt her turn 
away, but the marvel of her moth- 
er’s little unquenched spark still 
held me. “Jane’s dead. We've 
heard,” said Mrs. Rimmle. “We've 
heard from—where is it we've 
heard from?” She had quite re- 
vived — she appealed to her daugh- 
ter. ; 

The poor old girl, crimson, ral- 
lied to her duty. “From Europe.” 

Mrs. Rimmle made at us both a 
little grim inclination of the head. 
“From Europe.” I responded, in 
silence, by a deflexion from every 
rigour, and, still holding me, she 
went on: “And now Rebecca’s go- 
ing.” 

She had gathered by this time 
such emphasis to say it that again, 
before I could help myself, I vi- 
brated in reply. “To Europe — 
now?” It was as if for an instant 
she had made me believe it. 

She only stared at me, however, 
from her wizened mask; then her 
eyes followed my companion. “Has 
she gone?” 

“Not yet, mother.” Maria tried 
to treat it as a joke, but her smile 
was embarrassed and dim. 

“Then where is she?” 

“She’s lying down.” 

The old woman kept up her hard 
queer gaze, but directing it after a 
minute to me. “She’s going.” 

“Oh some day!” I foolishly 
laughed; and on this I got to the 
door, where I separated from my 
younger hostess, who came no fur- 
ther. 

Only, as I held the door open, 
she said to me under cover of it 
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and very quietly: “It’s poor moth- 
ers idea.” 

I saw—it was her idea. Mine 
was — for some time after this, even 
after I had returned to New York 
and to my usual occupations — that 
I should never again see Becky. I 
had seen her for the last time, I 
believed, under my sister-in-law’s 
roof, and in the autumn it was 
given to me to hear from that fel- 
low admirer that she had suc- 
cumbed at last to the situation. 
The day of the call I have just de- 
scribed had been a date in the 
process of her slow shrinkage — it 
was literally the first time she had, 
as they said at Brookbridge, given 
up. She had been ill for years, but 
the other state of health in the con- 
templation of which she had spent 
so much of her life had left her 
till too late no margin for heeding 
it. The power of attention came at 
last simply in the form of the dis- 
covery that it was too late; on 
which, naturally, she had given up 
more and more. I had heard in- 
deed, for weeks before, by letter, 
how Brookbridge had watched her 
do so; in consequence of which the 
end found me in a manner pre- 
pared. Yet in spite of my prepara- 
tion there remained with me a 
soreness, and when I was next — it 
was some six months later — on the 
scene of her martyrdom I fear I 
replied with an almost rabid nega- 
tive to the question put to me in 
due course by my kinswoman. 
“Call on them? Never again!” 

I went none the less the very 
next day. Everything was the same 
in the sunny parlour — everything 


that most mattered, I mean: the 
centenarian mummy in the high 
chair and the tributes, in the little 
frames on the walls, to the celeb- 
rity of its late husband. Only Maria 
Rimmle was different: if Becky, 
on my last seeing her, had looked 
as old as her mother, Maria — save 
that she moved about — looked 
older. I remember she moved 
about, but I scarce remember what 
she said; and indeed what was 
there to say? When I risked a ques- 
tion, however, she found a reply. 

“But now at least — ?” I tried to 
put it to her suggestively. 

At first she was vague. ““‘Now’?” 

“Won't Miss Jane come back?” 

Oh the headshake she gave me! 
“Never.” It positively pictured to 
me, for the instant, a well-pre- 
served woman, a rich ripe seconde 
jeunesse by the Arno. 

“Then that’s only to make more 
sure of your finally joining her.” 

Maria Rimmle repeated her 
headsake. “Never.” 

We stood so a moment bleakly 


face to face; I could think of no 


attenuation that would be particu- 
larly happy. But while I tried I 
heard a hoarse gasp that fortu- 
nately relieved me—a_ signal 
strange and at first formless from 
the occupant of the high-backed 
chair. “Mother wants to speak to 
you,” Maria then said. 

So it appeared from the drop of 
the old woman’s jaw, the expres- 
sion of her mouth opened as if for 
the emission of sound. It was some- 
how difficult to me to seem to sym- 
pathise without hypocrisy, but, so 
far as a step nearer could do that, 
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I invited communication. “Have 
you heard where Becky’s gone?” 
the wonderful witch’s white lips 
then extraordinarily asked. 

It drew from Maria, as on my 
previous visits, an uncontrollable 
groan, and this in turn made me 


take time to consider. As I con- 
sidered, however, I had an inspira- 
tion. “To Europe?” 

I must have adorned it with a 
strange grimace, but my inspira- 
tion had been right. “To Europe,” 
said Mrs. Rimmle. 
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Sue had walked with her friend 
to the top of the wide steps of the 
Museum, those that descend from 
the galleries of painting, and then, 
after the young man had left her, 
smiling, looking back, waving all 
gaily and expressively his hat and 
stick, had watched him, smiling 
too, but with a different intensity 
—had kept him in sight till he 
passed out of the great door. She 
might have been waiting to see if 
he would turn there for a last dem- 
onstration; which was exactly what 
he did, renewing his cordial ges- 
ture and with his look of glad de- 
votion, the radiance of his young 
face, reaching her across the great 
space, as she felt, in undiminished 
truth. Yes, so she could feel, and 
she remained a minute even after 
he was gone; she gazed at the 
empty air as if he had filled it still, 
asking herself what more she want- 
ed and what, if it didn’t signify 
glad devotion, his whole air could 
have represented. 

She was at present so anxious 
that she could wonder if he stepped 
and smiled like that for mere re- 
lief at separation; yet if he want- 
ed in such a degree to break the 
spell and escape the danger why 
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did he keep coming back to her, 
and why, for that matter, had she 
felt safe a moment before in letting 
him go? She felt safe, felt almost 
reckless — that was the proof —so 
long as he was with her; but the 
chill came as soon as he had gone, 
when she instantly took the meas- 
ure of all she yet missed. She might 
now have been taking it afresh, by 
the testimony of her charming 
clouded eyes and of the rigour that 
had already replaced her beautiful 
play of expression. Her radiance, 
for the minute, had “carried” as 
far as his, travelling on the light 
wings of her brilliant prettiness — 
he on his side not being facially 
handsome, but only sensitive clean 
and eager. Then with its extinction 
the sustaining wings dropped and 
hung. 

She wheeled about, however, 
full of a purpose; she passed back 
through the pictured rooms, for it 
pleased her, this idea of a talk 
with Mr. Pitman—as much, that 
is, as anything could please a 
young person so troubled. It had 
happened indeed that when she 
saw him rise at sight of her from 


_ the settee where he had told her 


five minutes before that she would 
find him, it was just with her nerv- 
ousness that his presence seemed, 
as through an odd suggestion of 
help, to connect itself. Nothing 
truly would be quite so odd for 
her case as aid proceeding from 
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Mr. Pitman; unless perhaps the 
oddity would be even greater for 
himself — the oddity of her having 
taken into her head an appeal to 
him. 

She had had to feel alone with 
a vengeance — inwardly alone and 
miserably alarmed—to be ready 
to “meet,” that way, at the first 
sign from him, the successor to her 
dim father in her dim father’s life- 
time, the second of her mother’s 
two divorced husbands. It made a 
queer relation for her; a relation 
that struck her at this moment as 
less edifying, less natural and 
graceful, than it would have been 
even for her remarkable mother — 
and still in spite of this parent’s 
third marriage, her union with Mr. 
Connery, from whom she was in- 
formally separated. It was at the 
back of Julia’s head as she ap- 
proached Mr. Pitman, or it was at 
least somewhere deep within her 
soul, that if this last of Mrs. Con- 
nery’s withdrawals from the mat- 
rimonial yoke had received the 
sanction of the Court (Julia had 
always heard, from far back, so 
much about the “Court”) she her- 
self, as after a fashion, in that 
event, a party to it, wouldn’t have 
had the cheek to make up — which 
was how she inwardly phrased 
what she was doing —to the long 


lean loose slightly cadaverous gen- - 


tleman who was a memory, for her, 
of the period from her twelfth to 
her seventeenth year. She had got 
on with him, perversely, much 
better than her mother had, and 
the bulging misfit of his duck 
waistcoat, with his trick of swing- 


ing his eye-glass, at the end of an 
extraordinarily long string, far over 
the scene, came back to her as 
positive features of the image of 
her remoter youth. Her present 
age —for her later time had seen 
so many things happen — gave her 
a perspective. 

Fifty things came up as she 
stood there before him, some of 
them floating in from the past, 
others hovering with freshness: 
how she used to dodge the rotary 
movement made by his pince-nez 
while he always awkwardly, and 
kindly, and often funnily, talked 
—it had once hit her rather badly 
in the eye; how she used to pull 
down and straighten his waistcoat, 
making it set a little better, a thing 
of a sort her mother never did; 
how friendly and familiar she must 
have been with him for that, or 
else a forward little minx; how she 
felt almost capable of doing it 
again now, just to sound the right 
note, and how sure she was of the 
way he would take it if she did; 
how much nicer he had clearly 
been, all the while, poor dear man, 
than his wife and the Court had. 
made it possible for him publicly 
to appear; how much younger too 
he now looked, in spite of his rath- 
er melancholy, his mildly-jaun- 
diced, humorously-determined sal- 
lowness and his careless assump- 
tion, everywhere, from his fore- 
head to his exposed and relaxed 
blue. socks, almost sky-blue, as in 
past days, of creases and folds and 
furrows that would have been per- 
haps tragic if they hadn’t seemed 
rather to show, like his whimsical 
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black eyebrows, the vague inter- 
rogative arch. 

Of course he wasn’t wretched if 
he wasn’t more sure of his wretch- 
edness than that! Julia Bride 
would have been sure—had she 
been through what she supposed 
he had! With his thick loose black 
hair, in any case, untouched by a 
thread of grey, and his kept gift of 
a certain big-boyish awkwardness 
—that of his taking their encoun- 
ter, for instance, so amusedly, so 
crudely, though, as she was not 
unaware, so eagerly too — he could 
by no means have been so little his 
wife’s junior as it had been that 
lady’s habit, after the divorce, to 
represent him. Julia had remem- 
bered him as old, since she had so 
constantly thought of her mother 
as old; which Mrs. Connery was 
indeed now, for her daughter, with 
her dozen years of actual senior- 
ity to Mr. Pitman and her exquisite 
hair, the densest, the finest tan- 
gle of arranged silver tendrils that 
had ever enhanced the effect of a 
preserved complexion. 

Something in the girl’s vision of 
her quondam stepfather as still 
comparatively young—with the 
confusion, the immense element of 
rectification, not to say of rank dis- 
proof, that it introduced into Mrs. 
Connery’s favourite picture of her 
own injured past — all this worked, 
even at the moment, to quicken 
once more the clearness and harsh- 
ness of judgement, the retrospec- 
tive disgust, as she might have 
called it, that had of late grown 
up in her, the sense of all the folly 
and vanity and vulgarity, the lies, 


the perversities, the falsification of 
all life in the interest of who could 
say what wretched frivolity, what 
preposterous policy, amid which 
she had been condemned so_ ig- 
norantly, so pitifully to sit, to walk, 
to grope, to flounder, from the very 
dawn of her consciousness. Didn’t 
poor Mr. Pitman just touch the 
sensitive nerve of it when, taking 
her in with his facetious cautious 
eyes, he spoke to her, right out, of 
the old, old story, the everlasting 
little wonder of her beauty? 
“Why, you know, you've grown 
up so lovely —you're the prettiest 
girl I’ve ever seen!” Of course she 
was the prettiest girl he had ever 
seen; she was the prettiest girl peo- 
ple much more privileged than he 
had ever seen; since when hadn’t 
she been passing for the prettiest 
girl any one had ever seen? She 
had lived in that, from far back, 
from year to year, from day to day 
and from hour to hour—she had 
lived for it and literally by it, as 
who should say; but Mr. Pitman 
was somehow more illuminating 
than he knew, with the present 
lurid light that he cast upon old 
dates, old pleas, old values and old 
mysteries, not to call them old 
abysses: it had rolled over her in 
a swift wave, with the very sight 
of him, that her mother couldn't 
possibly have been right about him 
—as about what in the world had 
she ever been right? —so that in 
fact he was simply offered her 
there as one more of Mrs. Con- 
nery’s lies. She might have thought 
she knew them all by this time; 
but he represented for her, coming 
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in just as he did, a fresh discovery, 
and it was this contribution of 
freshness that made her somehow 
feel she liked him. It was she her- 
self who, for so long, with her re- 
tained impression, had been right 
about him; and the rectification he 
represented had all shone out of 
him, ten minutes before, on his 
catching her eye while she moved 
through the room with Mr. French. 
She had never doubted of his 
probable faults — which her moth- 
er had vividly depicted as the bas- 
est of vices; since some of them, 
and the most obvious (not the 
vices, but the faults) were written 
on him as he stood there: notably, 
for instance, the exasperating “bus- 
iness slackness” of which Mrs. Con- 
nery had, before the tribunal, made 
so pathetically much. It might 
have been, for that matter, the 
very business slackness that af- 
fected Julia as presenting its 
friendly breast, in the form of a 
cool loose sociability, to her own 
actual tension; though it was also 
true for her, after they had ex- 
changed fifty words, that he had 
as well his inward fever and that, 
if he was perhaps wondering what 
was so particularly the matter with 
her, she could make out not less 
that something was the matter with 
him. It had been vague, yet it had 
been intense, the mute reflexion, 
“Yes, I’m going to like him, and 
he’s going somehow to help me!” 
that had directed her steps so 
straight to him. She was sure even 
then of this, that he wouldn’t put 
to her a query about his former 
wife, that he took to-day no grain 


of interest in Mrs. Connery; that 
his interest, such as it was—and 
he couldn’t look quite like that, to 
Julia Bride’s expert perception, 
without something in the nature of 
a new one — would be a thousand 
times different. 

It was as a value of disproof 
that his worth meanwhile so rap- 
idly grew: the good sight of him, 
the good sound and sense of him, 
such as they were, demolished at 
a stroke so blessedly much of the 
horrid inconvenience of the past 
that she thought of him, she 
clutched at him, for a general sav- 
ing use, an application as sanative, 
as redemptive, as some universal 
healing wash, precious even to the 


point of perjury if perjury should 


be required. That was the terrible 
thing, that had been the inward 
pang with which she watched Basil 
French recede: perjury would have 
to come in somehow and some- 
where—oh so quite certainly! — 
before the so strange, so rare young 
man, truly smitten though she be- 
lieved him, could be made to rise 
to the occasion, before her meas- 
ureless prize could be assured. It 
was present to her, it had been 
present a hundred times, that if 
there had only been some one to 
(as it were) “deny everything” the 
situation might yet be saved. She 
so needed some one to lie for her 
—ah she so needed some one to 
lie! Her mother’s version of every- 
thing, her mother’s version of any- 
thing, had been at the best, as 
they said, discounted; and she 
herself could but show of course 
for an interested party, however 
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much she might claim to be none 
the less a decent girl—to what- 
ever point, that is, after all that 
had both remotely and recently 
happened, presumptions of any- 
thing to be called decency could 
come in. 

After what had recently hap- 
pened — the two or three indirect 
but so worrying questions Mr. 
French had put to her —it would 
only be some thoroughly detached 
friend or witness who might effec- 
tively testify. An odd form of de- 
tachment certainly would reside, 
for Mr. Pitman’s evidential char- 
acter, in her mother’s having so 
publicly and so _ brilliantly — 
though, thank the powers, all off 
in North Dakota! — severed their 
connexion with him; and_ yet 
mightn’t it do her some good, even 
if the harm it might do her moth- 
er were so little ambiguous? The 
more her mother had got divorced 
—with her dreadful cheap-and- 
easy second performance in that 
line and her present extremity of 
alienation from Myr. Connery, 
which enfolded beyond doubt the 
germ of a third petition on one 
side or the other—the more her 
mother had distinguished herself 
in the field of folly the worse for 
her own prospect with the French- 
es, whose minds she had guessed 
to be accessible, and with such an 
effect of dissimulated suddenness, 
to some insidious poison. 

It was all unmistakeable, in oth- 
er words, that the more dismissed 
and detached Mr. Pitman should 
have come to appear, the more as 
divorced, or at least as divorcing, 


his before-time wife would by the 
same stroke figure — so that it was 
here poor Julia could but lose her- 
self. The crazy divorces only, or 
the half-dozen successive and still 
crazier engagements only — gath- 
ered fruit, bitter fruit, of her own 
incredibly allowed, her own in- 
sanely fostered frivolity — either of 
these two groups of skeletons at 
the banquet might singly be dealt 
with; but the combination, the fact 
of each party’s having been so 
mixed-up with whatever was least 
presentable for the other, the fact 
of their having so_ shockingly 
amused themselves together, made 
all present steering resemble the 
classic middle course between 
Scylla and Charybdis. 

It was not, however, that she 
felt wholly a fool in having obeyed 
this impulse to pick up again her 
kind old friend. She at least had 
never divorced him, and her hor- 
rid little filial evidence in Court 
had been but the chatter of a par- 
rakeet, of precocious plumage and 
croak, repeating words earnestly 
taught her and that she could 
scarce even pronounce. Therefore, 
as far as steering went, he must 
for the hour take a hand. She 
might actually have wished in fact 
that he shouldn’t now have seemed 
so tremendously struck with her; 
since it was an extraordinary situ- 
ation for a girl, this crisis of her 
fortune, this positive wrong that 
the flagrancy, what she would have 
been ready to call the very vul- 
garity, of her good looks might do 
her at a moment when it was vital 
she should hang as straight as a 
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picture on the wall. Had it ever 


yet befallen any young woman in 
the world to wish with secret in- 
tensity that she might have been, 
for her convenience, a shade less 
inordinately pretty? She had come 
to that, to this view of the bane, 
the primal curse, of their lavishly 
physical outfit, which had includ- 
ed everything and as to which she 
lumped herself resentfully with her 
mother. The only thing was that 
her mother was, thank goodness, 
still so much prettier, still so as- 
sertively, so publicly, so trashily, 
so ruinously pretty. Wonderful the 
small grimness with which Julia 
Bride put off on this parent the 
middle-aged maximum of _ their 
case and the responsibility of their 
defect. It cost her so little to rec- 
ognise in Mrs. Connery at forty- 
seven, and in spite, or perhaps in- 
deed just by reason, of the ar- 
ranged silver tendrils which were 
so like some rare bird’s-nest in a 
morning frost, a facile supremacy 
for the dazzling effect — it cost her 
so little that her view even rather 
exaggerated the lustre of the dif- 
ferent maternal items. She would 
have put it all off if possible, all 
off on other shoulders and on other 
graces and other morals than her 
own, the burden of physical charm 
that had made so easy a ground, 
such a native favouring air, for the 
aberrations which, apparently in- 
evitable and without far conse- 
quences at the time, had yet at 
this juncture so much better not 
have been. 

She could have worked it out at 
her leisure, to the last link of the 


chain, the way their prettiness had 
set them trap after trap, all along 
—had foredoomed them to awful 
ineptitude. When you were as pret- 
ty as that you could, by the whole 
idiotic consensus, be nothing but 
pretty; and when you were noth- 
ing “but” pretty you could get into 
nothing but tight places, out of 
which you could then scramble by 
nothing but masses of fibs. And 
there was no one, all the while, 
who wasn’t eager to egg you on, 
eager to make you pay to the last 
cent the price of your beauty. 
What creature would ever for a 
moment help you to behave as if 
something that dragged in its wake 
a bit less of a lumbering train 
would, on the whole, have been 
better for youP The consequences 
of being plain were only negative 
—you failed of this and that; but 
the consequences of being as they 
were, what were these but endless? 
though indeed, as far as failing 
went, your beauty too could let 
you in for enough of it. Who, at 
all events, would ever for a mo- 
ment credit you, in the luxuriance 
of that beauty, with the study, on 
your own side, of such truths as 
these? Julia Bride could, at the 
point she had reached, positively 
ask herself this even while lucidly 
conscious of the inimitable, the tri- 
umphant and attested projection, 
all round her, of her exquisite im- 
age. It was only Basil French who 
had at last, in his doubtless dry 
but all distinguished way — the 
way, surely as it was borne in upon 
her, of all the blood of all the 
Frenches — stepped out of the vul- 


768 


Julia Bride 


gar rank. It was only he who, by 
the trouble she discerned in him, 
had made her see certain things. 
It was only for him — and not a bit 
ridiculously, but just beautifully, 
almost sublimely —that their be- 
ing “nice,” her mother and she be- 
tween them, had not seemed to 
profit by their being so furiously 
handsome. 

This had, ever so grossly and 
ever so tiresomely, satisfied every 
one else; since every one had 
thrust upon them, had imposed up- 
on them as by a great cruel con- 
spiracy, their silliest possibilities; 
fencing them in to these, and so 
not only shutting them out from 
others, but mounting guard at the 
fence, walking round and round 
outside it to see they didn’t es- 
cape, and admiring them, talking 
to them, through the rails, in mere 
terms of chaff, terms of chucked 
cakes and apples—as if they had 
been antelopes or zebras, or even 
some superior sort of performing, 
of dancing, bear. It had been re- 
served for Basil French to strike 
her as willing to let go, so to speak, 
a pound or two of this fatal treas- 
ure if he might only have got in 
exchange for it an ounce or so 
more of their so much less obvious 
and less published personal his- 
tory. Yes, it described him to say 
that, in addition to all the rest of 
him, and of his personal history, 
and of his family, and of theirs, in 
addition to their social posture, as 
that of a serried phalanx, and to 
their notoriously enormous wealth 
and crushing respectability, she 
might have been ever so much less 


lovely for him if she had been only 
—well, a little prepared to answer 
questions. And it wasn’t as if, 
quiet, cultivated, earnest, public- 
spirited, brought up in Germany, 
infinitely travelled, awfully like a 
high-caste Englishman, and all the 
other pleasant things, it wasn’t as 
if he didn’t love to be with her, to 
look at her, just as she was; for he 
loved it exactly as much, so far as 
that footing simply went, as any 
free and foolish youth who had 
ever made the last demonstration 
of it. It was that marriage was for 
him — and for them all, the serried 
Frenches—a great matter, a goal 
to which a man of intelligence, a 
real shy beautiful man of the 
world, didn’t hop on one foot, 
didn’t skip and jump, as if he were 
playing an urchins’ game, but to- 
ward which he proceeded with a 
deep and anxious, a noble and 
highly just deliberation. 

For it was one thing to stare at 
a girl till she was bored at it, it 
was one thing to take her to the 
Horse Show and the Opera, and to 
send her flowers by the stack, and 
chocolates by the ton, and “great” 
novels, the very latest and great- 
est, by the dozen; but something 
quite other to hold open for her, 
with eyes attached to eyes, the 
gate, moving on such stiff silver 
hinges, of the grand square fore- 
court of the palace of wedlock. 
The state of being “engaged” rep- 
resented to him the introduction 
to this precinct of some young 
woman with whom his outside par- 
ley would have had the duration, 
distinctly, of his own convenience. 
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That might be cold-blooded if one 
choose to think so; but nothing of 
another sort would equal the high 
ceremony and dignity and de- 
cency, above all the grand gal- 
lantry and finality, of their then 
passing in. Poor Julia could have 
blushed red, before that view, with 
the memory of the way the fore- 
court, as she now imagined it, had 
been dishonoured by her younger 
romps. She had tumbled over the 
wall with this, that and the other 
raw playmate, and had played 
“tag” and leap-frog, and she might 
say, from corner to corner. That 
would be the “history” with which, 
in case of definite demand, she 
should be able to supply Mr. 
French: that she had already, 
again and again, any occasion of- 
fering, chattered and scuffled over 
ground provided, according to his 
idea, for walking the gravest of 
minutes. If that then had been all 
their kind of history, hers and her 
mother’s, at least there was plenty 
of it: it was the superstructure 
raised on the other group of facts, 
those of the order of their having 
been always so perfectly pink and 
white, so perfectly possessed of 
clothes, so perfectly splendid, so 
perfectly idiotic. These things had 
been the “points” of antelope and 
zebra; putting Mrs. Connery for 
the zebra, as the more remarkably 
striped or spotted. Such were the 
data Basil French’s enquiry would 
elicit: her own six engagements 
and her mother’s three nullified 
marriages — nine nice distinct lit- 
tle horrors in all. What on earth 
was to be done about them? 
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Ir was notable, she was afterwards 
to recognise, that there had been 
nothing of the famous business 
slackness in the positive pounce 
with which Mr. Pitman put it to 
her that, as soon as he had made 
her out “for sure,” identified her 
there as old Julia grown-up and 
gallivanting with a new admirer, a 
smarter young fellow than ever yet, 
he had had the inspiration of her 
being exactly the good girl to help 
him. She certainly found him strike 
the hour again with these vulgari- 
ties of tone — forms of speech that 
her mother had anciently described 
as by themselves, once he had 
opened the whole battery, suffi- 
cient ground for putting him away. 
Full, however, of the use she 
should have for him, she wasn’t 
going to mind trifles. What she re- 
ally gasped at was that, so oddly, 
he was ahead of her at the start. 
“Yes, I want something of you, 
Julia, and I want it right now: you 
can do me a turn, and I’m blest if 
my luck — which has once or twice 
been pretty good, you know— 
hasn’t sent you to me.” She knew 
the luck he meant—that of her 
mother’s having so enabled him to 
get rid of her; but it was the near- 
est allusion of the merely invidious 
kind that he would make. It had 
thus come to our young woman on 
the spot and by divination: the 
service he desired of her matched 
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with remarkable closeness what 
she had so promptly taken into 
her head to name to himself — to 
name in her own interest, though 
deterred as yet from having 
brought it right out. She had been 
prevented by his speaking, the 
first thing, in that way, as if he 
had known Mr. French — which 
surprised her till he explained that 
every one in New York knew by 
appearance a young man of his so 
quoted wealth (“What did she 
take them all in New York then 
for”) and of whose marked atten- 
tion to her he had moreover, for 
himself, round at clubs and places, 
lately heard. This had accompa- 
nied the inevitable free question 
“Was she engaged to him now?” 
—which she had in fact almost 
welcomed as holding out to her 
the perch of opportunity. She was 
waiting to deal with it properly, 
but meanwhile he had gone on, 
and to such effect that it took them 
but three minutes to turn out, on 
either side, like a pair of pick- 
pockets comparing, under shelter, 
their day’s booty, the treasures of 
design concealed about their per- 
sons. 

“I want you to tell the truth for 
me—as you only can. I want you 
to say that I was really all right — 
as right as you know; and that I 
simply acted like an angel in a 
story-book, gave myself away to 
have it over.” 

“Why my dear man,” Julia 
cried, “you take the wind straight 
out of my sails! What I’m here to 
ask of you is that you'll confess to 
having been even a worse fiend 


than you were shown up for; to 
having made it impossible mother 
should not take proceedings.” 
There! — she had brought it out, 
and with the sense of their situa- 
tion turning to high excitement for 
her in the teeth of his droll stare, 
his strange grin, his characteristic 
“Lordy, lordy! What good will that 
do you?” She was prepared with 
her clear statement of reasons for 
her appeal, and feared so he might 
have better ones for his own that 
all her story came in a flash. “Well, 
Mr. Pitman, I want to get married 
this time, by way of a change; but 
you see weve been such fools 
that, when something really good 
at last comes up, it’s too dread- 
fully awkward. The fools we were 
capable of being — well, you know 
better than any one; unless per- 
haps not quite so well as Mr. Con- 
nery. It has got to be denied,” said 
Julia ardently —“it has got to be 
denied flat. But I can’t get hold of 
Mr. Connery— Mr. Connery has 
gone to China. Besides, if he were 
here,” she had ruefully to confess, 
“he'd be no good—on the con- 
trary. He wouldn’t deny anything 
—he’d only tell more. So thank 
heaven he’s away —there’s that 
amount of good! I’m not engaged 
yet,” she went on—but he had 
already taken her up. 

“Youre not engaged to Mr. 
French?” It was all, clearly, a 
wondrous show for him, but his 
immediate surprise, oddly, might 
have been greatest for that. 

“No, not to any one—for the 
seventh time!” She spoke as with 
her head held well up both over 
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the shame and the pride. “Yes, the 
next time I’m engaged I want 
something to happen. But he’s 
afraid; he’s afraid of what may be 
told him. He’s dying to find out, 
and yet he’d die if he did! He wants 
to be talked to, but he has got to be 
talked to right. You could talk to 
him right, Mr. Pitman—if you 
only would! He can’t get over 
mother — that I feel: he loathes 
and scorns divorces, and we’ve had 
first and last too many. So if he 
could hear from you that you just 
made her life a hell — why,” Julia 
concluded, “it would be too lovely. 
If she had to go in for another — 
after having already, when I was 
little, divorced father—it would 
‘sort of? make, don’t you see? one 
less. You’d do the high-toned thing 
by her: you’d say what a wretch 
you then were, and that she had 
had to save her life. In that way 
he mayn’t mind it. Don’t you see, 
you sweet man?” poor Julia plead- 
ed. “Oh,” she wound up as if his 
fancy lagged or his scruple looked 
out, “of course I want you to lie 
for me!” 

It did indeed sufficiently stag- 
ger him. “It’s a lovely idea for the 
moment when I was just saying to 
myself —as soon as I saw you— 
that you'd speak the truth for 
me!” 

“Ah what’s the matter with 
‘you’?” Julia sighed with an impa- 
tience not sensibly less sharp for 
her having so quickly scented some 
lion in her path. 

“Why, do you think there’s no 
one in the world but you who has 
seen the cup of promised affec- 


tion, of something really to be de- 
pended on, only, at the last mo- 
ment, by the horrid jostle of your 
elbow, spilled all over you? I want 
to provide for my future too as it 
happens; and my good friend 
who’s to help me to that — the most 
charming of women this time — 
disapproves of divorce quite as 
much as Mr. French. Don’t you 
see,” Mr. Pitman candidly asked, 
“what that by itself must have 
done toward attaching me to her? 
She has got to be talked to — to be 
told how little I could help it.” 

“Oh lordy, lordy!” the girl emu- 
lously groaned. It was such a re- 
lieving cry. “Well, I won't talk to 
her!” she declared. 

“You won't, Julia?” he pitifully 
echoed. “And yet you ask of 
me —\” 

His pang, she felt, was sincere, 
and even more than she had 
guessed, for the previous quarter 
of an hour, he had been building 
up his hope, building it with her 
aid for a foundation. Yet was he 
going to see how their testimony, 
on each side, would, if offered, 
have to conflict? If he was to prove 
himself for her sake—or, more 
queerly still, for that of Basil 
French’s high conservatism — a per- 
son whom there had been but that 
one way of handling, how could 
she prove him, in this other and so 
different interest, a mere gentle 
sacrifice to his wife’s perversity? 
She had, before him there, on the 
instant, all acutely, a sense of ris- 
ing sickness—a wan glimmer of 
foresight as to the end of the fond 
dream. Everything else was against 
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her, everything in her dreadful 
past —just as if she had been a 
person represented by some “emo- 
tional actress,” some desperate err- 
ing lady “hunted down” in a play; 
but was that going to be the case 
too with her own very decency, 
the fierce little residuum deep 
within her, for which she was 
counting, when she came to think, 
on so little glory or even credit? 
Was this also going to turn against 
her and trip her up — just to show 
she was really, under the touch and 
the test, as decent as any one; and 
with no one but herself the wiser 
for it meanwhile, and no proof to 
show but that, as a consequence, 
she should be unmarried to the 
end? She put it to Mr. Pitman 
quite with resentment: “Do you 
mean to say youre going to be 
married — P” 

“Oh my dear, I too must get en- 
gaged first!” —he spoke with his 
inimitable grin. “But that, you see, 
is where you come in. I’ve told her 
about you. She wants awfully to 
meet you. The way it happens is 
too lovely — that I find you just in 
this place. She’s coming,” said Mr. 
Pitman —and as in all the good 
faith of his eagerness now; “she’s 
coming in about three minutes.” 

“Coming here?” 

“Yes, Julia—right here. It’s 
where we usually meet;” and he 
was wreathed again, this time as if 
for life, in his large slow smile. 
“She loves this place — she’s aw- 
fully keen on art. Like you, Julia, 
if you haven’t changed — I remem- 


ber how you did love art.” He | 


looked at her quite tenderly, as to 


keep her up to it. “You must still 
of course—from the way you're 
here. Just let her feel that,” the 
poor man fantastically urged. And 
then with his kind eyes on her and 
his good ugly mouth stretched as 
for delicate emphasis from ear to 
ear: “Every little helps!” 

He made her wonder for him, 
ask herself, and with a certain in- 
tensity, questions she yet hated the 
trouble of; as whether he were still 
as moneyless as in the other time 
—which was certain indeed, for 
any fortune he ever would have 
made. His slackness on that ground 
stuck out of him almost as much as 
if he had been of rusty or “seedy” 
aspect — which, luckily for him, he 
wasn’t at all: he looked, in his way, 
like some pleasant eccentric ridic- 
ulous but real gentleman, whose 
taste might be of the queerest, but 
his credit with his tailor none the 
less of the best. She wouldn’t have 
been the least ashamed, had their 
connexion lasted, of going about 
with him: so that what a fool, 
again, her mother had been — since 
Mr. Connery, sorry as one might 
be for him, was irrepressibly vul- 
gar. Julia’s quickness was, for the 
minute, charged with all this; but 
she had none the less her feeling 
of the right thing to say and the 
right way to say it. If he was after 
a future financially assured, even 
as she herself so frantically was, 
she wouldn’t cast the stone. But if 
he had talked about her to strange 
women she couldn’t be less than a 
little majestic. “Who then is the 
person in question for you—?” 


“Why such a dear thing, Julia — 
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Mrs. David E. Drack. Have you 
heard of her?” he almost fluted. 

New York was vast, and she 
hadn’t had that advantage. “She’s 
a widow — ?” 

“Oh yes: she’s not—!” He 
caught himself up in time. “She’s 
a real one.” It was as near as he 
came. But it was as if he had been 
looking at her now so pathetically 
hard. “Julia, she has millions.” 

Hard, at any rate — whether pa- 
thetic or not—was the look she 
gave him back. “Well, so has — or 
so will have— Basil French. And 
more of them than Mrs. Drack, I 
guess,” Julia quavered. 

“Oh I know what they've got!” 
He took it from her — with the ef- 
fect of a vague stir, in his long 
person, of unwelcome embarrass- 
ment. But was she going to give 
up because he was embarrassed? 
He should know at least what he 
was costing her. It came home to 
her own spirit more than ever; but 
meanwhile he had found his foot- 
ing. “I don’t see how your mother 
matters. It isn’t a question of his 
marrying her.” 

“No; but, constantly together as 
we've always been, it’s a question 
of there being so disgustingly much 
to get over. If we had, for people 
like them, but the one ugly spot 
and the one weak side; if we had 
made, between us, but the one 
vulgar kind of mistake: well, I 
don’t say!” She reflected with a 
wistfulness of note that was in it- 
self a touching eloquence. “To have 
our reward in this world we’ve had 
too sweet a time. We've had it all 
right down here!” said Julia Bride. 


“T should have taken the precau- 
tion to have about a dozen fewer 
lovers.” 

“Ah my dear, ‘lovers’—!” He 
ever so comically attenuated. 

“Well they were!” She quite 
flared up. “When you've had a ring 
from each (three diamonds, two 
pearls and a rather bad sapphire: 
I’ve kept them all, and they tell 
my story!) what are you to call 
them?” 

“Oh rings —!” Mr. Pitman didn’t 
call rings anything. “I’ve given 
Mrs. Drack a ring.” 

Julia stared. “Then aren’t you 
her lover?” 

“That, dear child,” he humor- 
ously wailed, “is what I want you 
to find out! But Ill handle your 
rings all right,’ he more lucidly 
added. 

“You'll ‘handle’ them?” 

“Til fix your lovers. I'll lie about 
them, if that’s all you want.” 

“Oh about ‘them’—!” She 
turned away with a sombre drop, 
seeing so little in it. “That wouldn’t 
count—from you!” She saw the 
great shining room, with its mock- 
ery of art and “style” and security, 
all the things she was vainly after, 
and its few scattered visitors who 
had left them, Mr. Pitman and her- 
self, in their ample corner, so con- 
veniently at ease. There was only 
a lady in one of the far doorways, 
of whom she took vague note and 
who seemed to be looking at them. 
“They'd have to lie for themselves!” 

“Do you mean he’s capable of 
putting it to them?” 

Mr. Pitman’s tone threw dis- 
credit on that possibility, but she 
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knew perfectly well what she 
meant. “Not of getting at them di- 
rectly, not, as mother says, of nos- 
ing round himself; but of listen- 
ing—and small blame to him! — 
to the horrible things other people 
say of me.” 

“But what other people?” 

“Why Mrs. George Maule, to 
begin with — who intensely loathes 
us, and who talks to his sisters, so 
that they may talk to him: which 
they do, all the while, I’m morally 
sure (hating me as they also must). 
But it’s she who’s the real reason 
—I mean of his holding off. She 
poisons the air he breathes.” 

“Oh well,” said Mr. Pitman with 
easy optimism, “if Mrs. George 
Maule’s a cat—!” 

“If she’s a cat she has kittens — 
four little spotlessly white ones, 
among whom she’d give her head 
that Mr. French should make his 
pick. He could do it with his eyes 
shut — you can’t tell them apart. 
But she has every name, every 
date, as you may say, for my dark 
‘record’ — as of course they all call 
it: shell be able to give him, if he 
brings himself to ask her, every 
fact in its order. And all the while, 
don’t you see? there’s no one to 
speak for me.” 

It would have touched a harder 
heart than her loose friend’s to 
note the final flush of clairvoyance 
witnessing this assertion and un- 
der which her eyes shone as with 
the rush of quick tears. He stared 
at her, and what this did for the 
deep charm of her prettiness, as in 
almost witless admiration. “But 
can’t you—lovely as you are, you 


beautiful thing! — speak for your- 
self?” 

“Do you mean can’t I tell the 
liesP No then, I can’t—and I 
wouldn’t if I could. I don’t lie my- 
self you know — as it happens; and 
it could represent to him then 
about the only thing, the only bad 
one, I don’t do. I did —‘lovely as 
I am’!—have my regular time; I 
wasn't so hideous that I couldn’t! 
Besides, do you imagine he’d come 
and ask me?” 

“Gad, I wish he would, Julia!” 
said Mr. Pitman with his kind eyes 
on her. 

“Well then I’d tell him!” And 
she held her head again high. 
“But he won't.” 

It fairly distressed her compan- 
ion. “Doesn’t he want then to 
know — ?” 

“He wants not to know. He 
wants to be told without asking — 
told, I mean, that each of the stor- 
ies, those that have come to him, 
is a fraud and a libel. Qui s’excuse 
s'accuse, don’t they say? — so that 
do you see me breaking out to 
him, unprovoked, with four or five 
what-do-you-callems, the things 
mother used to have to prove in 
Court, a set of neat little ‘alibis’ in 
a row? How can I get hold of so 
many precious gentlemen, to turn 
them on? How can they want ev- 
erything fished up?” 

She had paused for her climax, 
in the intensity of these considera- 
tions; which gave Mr. Pitman a 
chance to express his honest faith. 
“Why, my sweet child, they'd be 
just glad —!” 

It determined in her loveliness 
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almost a sudden glare. “Glad to 
swear they never had anything to 
do with such a creature? Then I'd 
be glad to swear they had lots!” 

His persuasive smile, though 
confessing to bewilderment, in- 
sisted. “Why, my love, they’ve got 
to swear either one thing or the 
other.” 

“They've got to keep out of the 
way —that’s their view of it, I 
guess,” said Julia. “Where are 
they, please —now that they may 
be wanted? If you’d like to hunt 
them up for me you're very wel- 
come.” With which, for the mo- 
ment, over the difficult case, they 
faced each other helplessly enough. 
And she added to it now the sharp- 
est ache of her despair. “He knows 
about Murray Brush. The others” 
—and her pretty white-gloved 
hands and charming pink shoul- 
ders gave them up—“may go 
hang!” 

“Murray Brush—?” It 
opened Mr. Pitman’s eyes. 
“Yes — yes; I do mind him.” 

“Then what’s the matter with 
his at least rallying — ?” 

“The matter is that, being 
ashamed of himself, as he well 
might, he left the country as soon 
as he could and has stayed away. 
The matter is that he’s in Paris or 
somewhere, and that if you expect 
him to come home for me —!” She 
had already dropped, however, as 
at Mr. Pitman’s look. 

“Why, you foolish thing, Mur- 
ray Brush is in New York!” It had 
quite brightened him up. 

“He has come back — ?” 

“Why sure! I saw him —when 


had 


was it? Tuesday! —on the Jersey 
boat.” Mr. Pitman rejoiced in his 


news. “He’s your man!” 


Julia too had been affected by 
it; it had brought in a rich wave 
her hot colour back. But she gave 
the strangest dim smile. “He was!” 

“Then get hold of him, and — if 
he’s a gentleman —he’ll prove for 
you, to the hilt, that he wasn’t.” 

It lighted her face, the kindled 
train of this particular sudden sug- 
gestion, a glow, a sharpness of in- 
terest, that had deepened the next 
moment, while she gave a slow 
and sad headshake, to a greater 
strangeness yet. “He isn’t a gen- 
tleman.” 

“Ah lordy, lordy!” Mr. Pitman 
again sighed. He struggled out of 
it but only into the vague. “Oh 
then if he’s a pig —!” 

“You see there are only a few 
gentlemen—not enough to go 
round—and that makes them 
count so!” It had thrust the girl 
herself, for that matter, into 
depths; but whether most of mem- 
ory or of roused purpose had had 
no time to judge—aware as he 
suddenly was of a shadow (since 
he mightn’t perhaps too quickly 
call it a light) across the heaving 
surface of their question. It fell 
upon Julia’s face, fell with the 
sound of the voice he so well knew, 
but which could only be odd to 
her for all it immediately as- 
sumed, 

“There are indeed very few— 
and one mustn’t try them too 
much!” Mrs. Drack, who had su- 
pervened while they talked, stood, 
in monstrous magnitude — at least 
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to Julia’s reimpressed eyes — be- 
tween them: she was the lady our 
young woman had descried across 
the room, and she had drawn near 
while the interest of their issue so 
held them. We have seen the act 
of observation and that of reflex- 
ion alike swift in Julia—once her 
subject was within range — and she 
had now, with all her perceptions 
at the acutest, taken in, by a sin- 
gle stare, the strange presence to a 
happy connexion with which Mr. 
Pitman aspired and which had thus 
sailed, with placid majesty, into 
their troubled waters. She was 
clearly not shy, Mrs. David E. 
Drack, yet neither was she omi- 
nously bold; she was bland and 
“good,” Julia made sure at a 
glance, and of a large compla- 
cency, as the good and the bland 
are apt to be—a large compla- 
cency, a large sentimentality, a 
large innocent elephantine arch- 
ness: she fairly rioted in that di- 
mension of size. Habited in an ex- 
traordinary quantity of stiff and 
lustrous black brocade, with en- 
hancements, of every description, 
that twinkled and tinkled, that rus- 
tled and rumbled with her least 
movement, she presented a huge 
hideous pleasant face, a feature- 
less desert in a remote quarter of 
which the disproportionately small 
eyes might have figured a pair of 
rash adventurers all but buried in 
the sand. They reduced themselves 
when she smiled to barely discern- 
ible points — a couple of mere tiny 
emergent heads — though the fore- 
ground of the scene, as if to make 
up for it, gaped with a vast be- 


nevolence. In a word Julia saw— 
and as if she had needed nothing 
more; saw Mr. Pitman’s opportun- 
ity, saw her own, saw the exact 
nature both of Mrs. Drack’s cir- 
cumspection and of Mrs. Drack’s 
sensibility, saw even, glittering 
there in letters of gold and as a 
part of the whole metallic corus- 
cation, the large figure of her in- 
come, largest of all her attributes, 
and (though perhaps a little more 
as a luminous blur beside all this) 
the mingled ecstasy and agony of 
Mr. Pitman’s hope and Mr. Pit- 
man’s fear. 

He was introducing them, with 
his pathetic belief in the virtue for 
every occasion, in the solvent for 
every trouble, of an extravagant 
genial professional humour; he was 
naming her to Mrs. Drack as the 
charming young friend he had told 
her so much about and who had 
been as an angel to him in a weary 
time; he was saying that the love- 
liest chance in the world, this acci- 
dent of a meeting in those promis- 
cuous halls, had placed within his 
reach the pleasure of bringing them 
together. It didn’t indeed matter, 
Julia felt, what he was saying: he 
conveyed everything, as far as she 
was concerned, by a moral pres- 
sure as unmistakable as if, for a 
symbol of it, he had thrown him- 
self on her neck. Above all, mean- 
while, this high consciousness pre- 
vailed — that the good lady her- 
self, however huge she loomed, 
had entered, by the end of a min- 
ute, into a condition as of suspend- 
ed weight and arrested mass, 
stilled to artless awe by the ef- 


777 


Julia Bride 


fect of her vision. Julia had prac- 
tised almost to lassitude the art of 
tracing in the people who looked 
at her the impression promptly se- 
quent; but it was a singular fact 
that if, in irritation, in depression, 
she felt that the lighted eyes of 
men, stupid at their clearest, had 
given her pretty well all she should 
ever care for, she could still gather 
a freshness from the tribute of her 
own sex, still care to see her re- 
flexion in the faces of women. 
Never, probably, never would that 
sweet be tasteless— with such a 
straight grim spoon was it mostly 
administered, and so flavoured 
and strengthened by the compe- 
tence of their eyes. Women knew 
so much best how a woman sur- 
passed — how and where and why, 
with no touch or torment of it lost 
on them; so that as it produced 
mainly and primarily the instinct 
of aversion, the sense of extracting 
the recognition, of gouging out the 
homage, was on the whole the 
highest crown one’s felicity could 
wear. Once in a way, however, the 
grimness beautifully dropped, the 
jealousy failed: the admiration was 
all there and the poor plain sister 
handsomely paid it. It had never 
been so paid, she was presently 
certain, as by this great generous 
object of Mr. Pitman’s flame, who 
without optical aid, it well might 
have seemed, nevertheless entirely 
grasped her — might in fact, all be- 
nevolently, have been groping her 
over as by some huge mild pro- 
boscis. She gave Mrs. Drack pleas- 
ure in short; and who could say of 


what other pleasures the poor lady 
hadn’t been cheated? 

It was somehow a muddled 
world in which one of her conceiv- 
able joys, at this time of day, 
would be to marry Mr. Pitman — 
to say nothing of a state of things 
in which this gentleman’s own 
fancy could invest such a union 
with rapture. That, however, was 
their own mystery, and Julia, with 
each instant, was more and more 
clear about hers: so remarkably 
primed in fact, at the end of three 
minutes, that though her friend, 
and though his friend, were both 
saying things, many things and 
perhaps quite wonderful things, 
she had no free attention for them 
and was only rising and soaring. 
She was rising to her value, she 
was soaring with it — the value Mr. 
Pitman almost convulsively imput- 
ed to her, the value that consisted 
for her of being so unmistakeably 
the most dazzling image Mrs. 
Drack had ever beheld. These were 
the uses, for Julia, in fine, of adver- 
sity; the range of Mrs. Drack’s ex- 
perience might have been as small 
as the measure of her presence was 
large: Julia was at any rate herself 
in face of the occasion of her life, 
and, after all her late repudiations 
and reactions, had perhaps never 
yet known the quality of this mo- 
ment’s success. She hadn’t an idea 
of what, on either side, had been 
uttered — beyond Mr. Pitman’s al- 
lusion to her having befriended 
him of old: she simply held his 
companion with her radiance and 
knew she might be, for her effect, 
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as irrelevant as she chose. It was 
relevant to do what he wanted — 
it was relevant to dish herself. She 
did it now with a kind of passion, 
to say nothing of her knowing, 
with it, that every word of it add- 
ed to her beauty. She gave him 
away in short, up to the hilt, for 
any use of her own, and should 
have nothing to clutch at now but 
the possibility of Murray Brush. 
“He says I was good to him, 
Mrs. Drack; and I’m sure I hope I 
was, since I should be ashamed to 
be anything else. If I could be 
good to him now I should be glad 
— that’s just what, a while ago, I 
rushed up to him here, after so 
long, to give myself the pleasure of 
saying. I saw him years ago very 
particularly, very miserably tried 
—and I saw the way he took it. I 
did see it, you dear man,” she 
sublimely went on—“TI saw it for 
all you may protest, for all you 
may hate me to talk about you! I 
saw you behave like a gentleman 
— since Mrs. Drack agrees with me 
so charmingly that there are not 
many to be met. I don’t know 
whether you care, Mrs. Drack” — 
she abounded, she revelled in the 
name — “but I’ve always remem- 
bered it of him: that under the 
most extraordinary provocation he 
was decent and patient and brave. 
No appearance of anything differ- 
ent matters, for I speak of what I 
know. Of course I’m nothing and 
nobody; I’m only a poor frivolous 
girl, but I was very close to him at 
the time. That’s all my little story 
— if it should interest you at all.” 


She measured every beat of her 
wing, she knew how high she was 
going and paused only when it was 
quite vertiginous. Here she hung 
a moment as in the glare of the 
upper blue; which was but the 
glare — what else could it be? — of 
the vast and magnificent attention 
of both her auditors, hushed, on 
their side, in the splendour she 
emitted. She had at last to steady 
herself, and she scarce knew after- 
wards at what rate or in what way 
she had still inimitably come down 
—her own eyes fixed all the while 
on the very figure of her achieve- 
ment. She had sacrificed her moth- 
er on the altar— proclaimed her 
false and cruel; and if that didn’t 
“fix” Mr. Pitman, as he would have 
said —well, it was all she could 
do. But the cost of her action al- 
ready somehow came back to her 
with increase; the dear gaunt man 
fairly wavered, to her sight, in the 
glory of it, as if signalling at her, 
with wild gleeful arms, from some 
mount of safety, while the massive 
lady just spread and spread like a 
rich fluid a bit helplessly spilt. It 
was really the outflow of the poor 
woman's honest response, into 
which she seemed to melt, and 
Julia scarce distinguished the two 
apart even for her taking gracious 
leave of each. “Good-bye, Mrs. 
Drack; ’m awfully happy to have 
met you” — like as not it was for 
this she had grasped Mr. Pitman’s 
hand. And then to him or to her, 
it didn’t matter which, “Good-bye, 
dear good Mr. Pitman —hasn’t it 
been nice after so long?” 
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Jut1a floated even to her own 
sense swanlike away —she left in 
her wake their fairly stupefied sub- 
mission: it was as if she had, by an 
exquisite authority, now placed 
them, each for each, and they 
would have nothing to do but be 
happy together. Never had she so 


exulted as on this ridiculous occa- . 


sion in the noted items of her 
beauty. Le compte y était, as they 
used to say in Paris—every one 
of them, for her immediate em- 
ployment, was there; and there was 
something in it after all. It didn’t 
necessarily, this sum of thumping 
little figures, imply charm — espe- 
cially for “refined” people: nobody 
knew better than Julia that inex- 
pressible charm and quoteable 
“charms” (quoteable like prices, 
rates, shares, or whatever, the 
things they dealt in downtown) are 
two distinct categories; the safest 
thing for the latter being, on the 
whole, that it might include the 
former, and the great strength of 
the former being that it might per- 
fectly dispense with the latter. 
Mrs. Drack wasn’t refined, not the 
least little bit; but what would be 
the case with Murray Brush now 
—after his three years of Europe? 
He had done so what he liked with 
her — which had seemed so then 
just the meaning, hadn’t it? of their 
being “engaged”—that he had 
made her not see, while the absurd- 


ity lasted (the absurdity of their 
pretending to believe they could 
marry without a cent) how little he 
was of metal without alloy: this had 
come up for her, remarkably, but 
afterwards — come up for her as she 
looked back. Then she had drawn 
her conclusion, which was one of 
the many that Basil French had 
made her draw. It was a queer serv- 
ice Basil was going to have rendered 
her, this having made everything 
she had ever done impossible, if he 
wasn’t going to give her a new 
chance. If he was it was doubtless 
right enough. On the other hand 
Murray might have improved, if 
such a quantity of alloy, as she 
called it, were, in any man, re- 
ducible, and if Paris were the 
place all happily to reduce it. She 
had her doubts — anxious and ach- 
ing on the spot, and had expressed 
them to Mr. Pitman: certainly, of 
old, he had been more open to the 
quoteable than to the inexpressi- 
ble, to charms than to charm. If 
she could try the quoteable, how- 
ever, and with such a grand result, 
on Mrs. Drack, she couldn’t now 
on Murray —in respect to whom 
everything had changed. So that if 
he hadn’t a sense for the subtler 
appeal, the appeal appreciable by 
people not vulgar, on which alone 
she could depend, what on earth 
would become of her? She could 
but yearningly hope, at any rate, 
as she made up her mind to write 
to him immediately at his club. It 
was a question of the right sensi- 
bility in him. Perhaps he would 
have acquired it in Europe. 

Two days later indeed —for he 
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had promptly and charmingly re- 
plied, keeping with alacrity the 
appointment she had judged best 
to propose, a morning hour iff a 
sequestered alley of the Park — two 
days later she was to be struck 
well-nigh to alarm by everything 
he had acquired: so much it 
seemed to make that it threatened 
somehow a complication, and her 
plan, so far as she had arrived at 
one, dwelt in the desire above all 
to simplify. She wanted no grain 
more of extravagance or excess in 
anything — risking as she had done, 
none the less, a recall of ancient 
licence in proposing to Murray 
such a place of meeting. She had 
her reasons — she wished intensely 
to discriminate: Basil French had 
several times waited on her at her 
mother’s habitation, their horrible 
flat which was so much too far up 
and too near the East Side; he had 
dined there and lunched there and 
gone with her thence to other 
places, notably to see pictures, and 
had in particular adjourned with 
her twice to the Metropolitan Mu- 
seum, in which he took a great in- 
terest, in which she professed a 
delight, and their second visit to 
which had wound up in her en- 
counter with Mr. Pitman, after her 
companion had yielded, at her ur- 
gent instance, to an exceptional 
need of keeping a business en- 
gagement. She mightn’t in deli- 
cacy, in decency, entertain Mur- 
ray Brush where she had enter- 
tained Mr. French — she was giv- 
en over now to these exquisite per- 
ceptions and proprieties and bent 
on devoutly observing them; and 


Mr. French, by good luck, had 
never been with her in the Park: 
partly because he had _ never 
pressed it, and partly because she 
would have held off if he had, so 
haunted were those devious paths 
and favouring shades by the gen- 
eral echo of her untrammelled past. 
If he had never suggested their 
taking a turn there this was be- 
cause, quite divineably, he held it 
would commit him further than he 
had yet gone; and if she on her 
side had practised a like reserve it 
was because the place reeked for 
her, as she inwardly said, with old 
associations. It reeked with noth- 
ing so much perhaps as with the 
memories evoked by the young 
man who now awaited her in the 
nook she had been so competent 
to indicate; but in what corner of 
the town, should she look for them, 
wouldn’t those footsteps creak back 
into muffled life, and to what ex- 
pedient would she be reduced 
should she attempt to avoid all 
such tracks? The Museum was full 
of tracks, tracks by the hundred — 
the way really she had knocked 
about! — but she had to see people 
somewhere, and she couldn’t pre- 
tend to dodge every ghost. 

All she could do was not to make 
confusion, make mixtures, of the 
living; though she asked _ herself 
enough what mixture she mightn’t 
find herself to have prepared if 
Mr. French should, not so very im- 
possibly for a restless roaming man 
—her effect on him!—happen to 
pass while she sat there with the 
moustachioed personage round 
whose name Mrs. Maule would 
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probably have caused detrimental 
anecdote most thickly to cluster. 
There existed, she was sure, a mass 
of luxuriant legend about the 
“lengths” her engagement with 
Murray Brush had gone; she could 
herself fairly feel them in the air, 
these streamers of evil, black flags 
flown as in warning, the vast re- 
dundancy of so cheap and so dingy 
social bunting, in fine, that flapped 
over the stations she had succes- 
sively moved away from and which 
were empty now, for such an ado, 
even to grotesqueness. The vivac- 
ity of that conviction was what had 
at present determined her, while 
it was the way he listened after 
she had quickly broken ground, 
while it was the special character 
of the interested look in his hand- 
some face, handsomer than ever 
yet, that represented for her the 
civilisation he had somehow taken 
on. Just so it was the quantity of 
that gain, in its turn, that had at 
the end of ten minutes begun to 
affect her as holding up a light to 
the wide reach of her step. “There 
was never anything the least seri- 
ous between us, not a sign or a 
scrap, do you mind? of anything 
beyond the merest pleasant friend- 
ly acquaintance; and if you're not 
ready to go to the stake on it for 
me you may as well know in time 
what it is you'll probably cost me.” 

She had immediately plunged, 
measuring her effect and having 
thought it well over; and what cor- 
responded to her question of his 
having become a better person to 
appeal to was the appearance of 
interest she had so easily created 


in him. She felt on the spot the dif- 
ference that made — it was indeed 
his form of being more civilised: it 
was the sense in which Europe in 
general and Paris in particular had 
made him develop. By every cal- 
culation—and her calculations, 
based on the intimacy of her 
knowledge, had been many and 
deep — he would help her the bet- 
ter the more intelligent he should 
have become; yet she was to rec- 
ognise later on that the first chill 
of foreseen disaster had been 
caught by her as, at a given mo- 
ment, this greater refinement of his 
attention seemed to exhale it. It 
was just what she had wanted — 
“if I can only get him interest- 
ed—!” so that, this proving quite 
vividly possible, why did the light 
it lifted strike her as luridP Was it 
partly by reason of his inordinate 
romantic good looks, those of a 
gallant genial conqueror, but 
which, involving so glossy a brown- 
ness of eye, so manly a crispness 
of curl, so red-lipped a radiance of 
smile, so natural a bravery of port, 
prescribed to any response he 
might facially, might expressively 
make a sort of florid disproportion- 
ate amplitude? The explanation, in 
any case, didn’t matter; he was go- 
ing to mean well—that she could 
feel, and also that he had meant 
better in the past, presumably, than 
he had managed to convince her of 
his doing at the time: the oddity 
she hadn’t now reckoned with was 
this fact that from the moment he 
did advertise an interest it should 
show almost as what she would 
have called weird. It made a change 
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in him that didn’t go with the rest 
—as if he had broken his nose or 
put on spectacles, lost his hand- 
some hair or sacrificed his splen- 
did moustache: her conception, her 
necessity, as she saw, had been 
that something should be added to 
him for her use, but nothing for his 
own alteration. 

He had affirmed himself, and 
his character, and his temper, and 
his health, and his appetite, and 
his ignorance, and his obstinacy, 
and his whole charming coarse 
heartless personality, during their 
engagement, by twenty forms of 
natural emphasis, but never by em- 
phasis of interest. How in fact 
could you feel interest unless you 
should know, within you, some 
dim stir of imagination? There was 
nothing in the world of which 
Murray Brush was less capable 
than of such a dim stir, because 
you only began to imagine when 
you felt some approach to a need 
to understand. He had never felt 
it; for hadn’t he been born, to his 
personal vision, with that perfect 
intuition of everything which re- 
duces all the suggested prelimi- 
naries of judgement to the imper- 
tinence — when it’s a question of 
your entering your house—of a 
dumpage of bricks at your door? 
He had had, in short, neither to 
imagine nor to perceive, because 


he had, from the first pulse of his 


intelligence, simply and supremely: 


known: so that, at this hour, face 
to face with him, it came over her 
that she had in their old relation 
dispensed with any such conven- 
ience of comprehension on his part 


even to a degree she had not 
measured at the time. What there- 
fore must he not have seemed to 
her as a form of life, a form of 
avidity and activity, blatantly suc- 
cessful in its own conceit, that he 
could have dazzled her so against 
the interest of her very faculties 
and functions? Strangely and rich- 
ly historic all that backward mys- 
tery, and only leaving for her mind 
the wonder of such a mixture of 
possession and detachment as they 
would clearly to-day both know. 
For each to be so little at last to 
the other when, during months to- 
gether, the idea of all abundance, 
all quantity, had been, for each, 
drawn from the other and ad- 
dressed to the other — what was it 
monstrously like but some fantas- 
tic act of getting rid of a person 
by going to lock yourself up in the 
sanctum sanctorum of that person’s 
house, amid every evidence of that 
person’s habits and nature? What 
was going to happen, at any rate, 
was that Murray would show him- 
self as beautifully and consciously 
understanding — and it would be 
prodigious that Europe should 
have inoculated him with that del- 
icacy. Yes, he wouldn’t claim to 
know now till she had told him — 
an aid to performance he had 
surely never before waited for or 
been indebted to from any one; 
and then, so knowing, he would 
charmingly endeavour to “meet,” 
to oblige and to gratify. He would 
find it, her case, ever so worthy of 
his benevolence, and would be lit- 
erally inspired to reflect that he 
must hear about it first. 
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She let him hear then every- 
thing, in spite of feeling herself 
slip, while she did so, to some 
doom as yet incalculable; she went 
on very much as she had done for 
Mr. Pitman and Mrs. Drack, with 
the rage of desperation and, as she 
was afterwards to call it to herself, 
the fascination of the abyss. She 
didn’t know, couldn’t have said at 
the time, why his projected be- 
nevolence should have had most 
so the virtue to scare her: he 
would patronise her, as an effect 
of her vividness, if not of her 
charm, and would do this with all 
high intention, finding her case, or 
rather their case, their funny old 
case, taking on of a sudden such 
refreshing and edifying life, to the 
last degree curious and even im- 
portant; but there were gaps of 
connexion between this and the 
intensity of the perception here 
overtaking her that she shouldn’t 
be able to move in any direction 
without dishing herself. That she 
couldn’t afford it where she had 
got to—couldn’t afford the de- 
plorable vulgarity of having been 
so many times informally affianced 
and contracted (putting it only at 
that, as its being by the new lights 
and fashions so unpardonably vul- 
gar): he took this from her with- 
out turning, as she might have 
said, a hair; except just to indi- 
cate, with his new superiority, that 
he felt the distinguished appeal 
and notably the pathos of it. He 
still took it from her that she hoped 
nothing, as it were, from any other 
alibi—the people to drag into 
court being too many and too scat- 


tered; but that, as it was with him, 
Murray Brush, she had been most 
vulgar, most everything she had 
better not have been, so she de- 
pended on him for the innocence 
it was actually vital she should es- 
tablish. He blushed or frowned or 
winced no more at that than he 
did when she once more fairly 
emptied her satchel and, quite as 
if they had been Nancy and the 
Artful Dodger, or some nefarious 
pair of that sort, talking things 
over in the manner of “Oliver 
Twist,” revealed to him the fond- 
ness of her view that, could she 
but have produced a cleaner slate, 
she might by this time have pulled 
it off with Mr. French. Yes, he let 
her in that way sacrifice her hon- 
ourable connexion with him — all 
the more honourable for being so 
completely at an end—to the 
crudity of her plan for not missing 
another connexion, so much more 
brilliant than what he offered, and 
for bringing another man, with 
whom she so invidiously and un- 
flatteringly compared him, into her 
greedy life. 

There was only a moment dur- 
ing which, by a particular lustrous 
look she had never had from him 
before, he just made her wonder 
which turn he was going to take; 
she felt, however, as safe as was 
consistent with her sense of hay- 
ing probably but added to her dan- 
ger, when he brought out, the next 
instant: “Don’t you seem to take 
the ground that we were guilty 
—that you were ever guilty — of 
something we shouldn’t have been? 
What did we ever do that was se- 
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cret, or underhand, or any way not 
to be acknowledged? What did we 
do but exchange our young vows 
with the best faith in the world — 
publicly, rejoicingly, with the full 
assent of every one connected with 
us? I mean of course,” he said 
with his grave kind smile, “till we 
broke off so completely because 
we found that — practically, finan- 
cially, on the hard worldly basis — 
we couldn’t work it. What harm, 
in the sight of God or man, Julia,” 
he asked in his fine rich way, “did 
we ever do?” 

She gave him back his look, 
turning pale. “Am I talking of that? 
Am I talking of what we know? 
I’m talking of what others feel — 
of what they have to feel; of what 
it’s just enough for them to know 
not to be able to get over it, once 
they do really know it. How do 
they know what didn’t pass be- 
tween us, with all the opportuni- 
ties we had? That’s none of their 
business—if we were idiots 
enough, on the top of everything! 
What you may or mayn’t have 
done doesn’t count, for you; but 
there are people for whom it’s 
loathsome that a girl should have 
gone on like that from one person 
to another and still pretend to be 
—well, all that a nice girl is sup- 
posed to be. It’s as if we had but 
just waked up, mother and I, to 
such a remarkable prejudice; and 
now we have it—when we could 
do so well without it! — staring us 
in the face. That mother should 
have insanely let me, should so 
vulgarly have taken it for my nat- 
ural, my social career — that’s the 


disgusting humiliating thing: with 
the lovely account it gives of both 
of us! But mother’s view of a deli- 
cacy in things!” she went on with 
scathing grimness; “mother’s meas- 
ure of anything, with her: grand 
‘gained cases’ (therell be another 
yet, she finds them so easy!) of 
which she’s so publicly proud! You 
see I’ve no margin,” said Julia; let- 
ting him take it from her flushed 
face as much as he would that her 
mother hadn’t left her an inch. It 
was that he should make use of 
the spade with her for the restora- 
tion of a bit of a margin just wide 
enough to perch on till the tide of 
peril should have ebbed a little, it 
was that he should give her that 
lift — ! 

Well, it was all there from him 
after these last words; it was be- 
fore her that he really took hold. 
“Oh, my dear child, I can see! Of 
course there are people —ideas 
change in our society so fast! — 
who are not in sympathy with the 
old American freedom and who 
read, I dare say, all sorts of un- 
canny things into it. Naturally you 
must take them as they are — from 
the moment,” said Murray Brush, 
who had lighted, by her leave, a 
cigarette, “your life-path does, for 
weal or for woe, cross with theirs.” 
He had every now and then an 
elegant phrase. “Awfully interest- 
ing, certainly, your case. It’s 
enough for me that it is yours —I 
make it my own. I put myself ab- 
solutely in your place; you'll un- 
derstand from me, without profes- 
sions, won't you? that I do. Com- 
mand me in every way! What I do 
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like is the sympathy with which 
you've inspired him. I don’t, I’m 
sorry to say, happen to know him 
personally’—he smoked away, 
looking off; “but of course one 
knows all about him generally, and 
I’m sure he’s right for you, I’m sure 
it would be charming, if you your- 
self think so. Therefore trust me 
and even—what shall I say? — 
leave it to me a little, won’t you?” 
He had been watching, as in his 
fumes, the fine growth of his pos- 
sibilities; and with this he turned 
on her the large warmth of his 
charity. It was like a subscription 
of a half a million. “I'll take care 
of you.” 

She found herself for a moment 
looking up at him from as far be- 
low as the point from which the 
school-child, with round eyes raised 
to the wall, gazes at the particol- 
oured map of the world. Yes, it 
was a warmth, it was a special be- 
nignity, that had never yet dropped 
on her from any one; and she 
wouldn’t for the first few moments 
have known how to describe it or 
even quite what to do with it. 
Then as it still rested, his fine im- 
proved expression aiding, the sense 
of what had happened came over 
her with a rush. She was being, 
yes, patronised; and that was re- 
ally as new to her—the freeborn 
American girl who might, if she 
had wished, have got engaged and 
disengaged not six times but sixty 
—as it would have been to be 
crowned or crucified. The French- 
es themselves didn’t do it—the 
Frenches themselves didn’t dare it. 
It was as strange as one would: 


she recognised it when it came, 
but anything might have come 
rather — and it was coming by (of 
all people in the world) Murray 
Brush! It overwhelmed her; still 
she could speak, with however 
faint a quaver and however sick 
a smile. “You'll lie for me like a 
gentleman?” 

“As far as that goes till I'm 
black in the face!” And then while 
he glowed at her and she won- 
dered if he would pointedly look 
his lies that way, and if, in fine, 
his florid gallant knowing, almost 
winking intelligence, common as 
she had never seen the common 


vivified, would represent his no- 
tion of “blackness”: “See here, 
Julia; Tl do more.” 

““More’ — P” 


“Everything. Ill take it right in 
hand. I'll fling over you—” 

“Fling over me—?” she contin- 
ued to echo as he fascinatingly 
fixed her. 

“Well, the biggest kind of rose- 
coloured mantle!” And this time, 
oh, he did wink: it would be the 
way he was going to wink (and 
in the grandest good faith in the 


world) when indignantly denying, 


under inquisition, that there had 
been “a sign or a scrap” between 
them. But there was more to come; 
he decided she should have it all. 
“Julia, you’ve got to know now.” 
He hung fire but an instant more. 
“Julia, I'm going to be married.” 
His “Julias” were somehow death 
to her; she could feel that even 
through all the rest. “Julia, I an- 
nounce my engagement.” 

“Oh lordy, lordy!” she wailed: it 
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might have been addressed to Mr. 
Pitman. 

The force of it had brought her 
to her feet, but he sat there smil- 
ing up as at the natural tribute of 
her interest. “I tell you before any 
one else; it’s not to be ‘out’ for a 
day or two yet. But we want you 
to know; she said that as soon as 
I mentioned to her that I had 
heard from you. I mention to her 
everything, you see!” — and he al- 
most simpered while, still in his 
seat, he held the end of his cigar- 
ette, all delicately and as for a 
form of gentle emphasis, with the 
tips of his fine fingers. “You’ve not 
met her, Mary Lindeck, I think: 
she tells me she hasn’t the pleas- 
ure of knowing you, but she de- 
sires it so much — particularly longs 
for it. Shell take an interest too,” 
he went on; “you must let me im- 
mediately bring her to you. She 
has heard so much about you and 
she really wants to see you.” 

“Oh mercy me!” poor Julia 
gasped again—so strangely did 
history repeat itself and so did 
this appear the echo, on Murray 
Brush’s lips, and quite to drollery, 
of that sympathetic curiosity of 
Mrs. Drack’s which Mr. Pitman, as 
they said, voiced. Well, there had 
played before her the vision of a 
ledge of safety in face of a rising 
tide; but this deepened quickly to 
a sense more forlorn, the cold swish 
of waters already up to her waist 
and that would soon be up to her 
chin. It came really but from the 
air of her friend, from the perfect 
benevolence and high unconscious- 


ness with which he kept his pos- 


ture — as if to show he could pat- 
ronise her from below upward 
quite as well as from above down. 
And as she took it all in, as it 
spread to a flood, with the great 
lumps and masses of truth it was 
floating, she knew inevitable sub- 
mission, not to say submersion, as 
she had never known it in her life; 
going down and down before it, 
not even putting out her hands to 
resist or cling by the way, only 
reading into the young man’s very 
face an immense fatality and, for 
all his bright nobleness, his ab- 
sence of rancour or of protesting 
pride, the great grey blankness of 
her doom. It was as if the earnest- 
Miss Lindeck, tall and mild, high 
and lean, with eye-glasses and a 
big nose, but “marked” in a no- 
ticeable way, elegant and distin- 
guished and refined, as you could 
see from a mile off, and as grace- 


ful, for common despair of imita- 


tion, as the curves of the “copy” 
set of old by one’s writing-master 
—it was as if this stately well- 
wisher, whom indeed she had nev- 
er exchanged a word with, but 
whom she had recognised and 
placed and winced at as soon as he 
spoke of her, figured there beside 
him now as also in portentous 
charge of her case. 

He had ushered her into it in 
that way, as if his mere right word 
sufficed; and Julia could see them 
throned together, beautifully at 
one in all the interests they now 
shared, and regard her as an ob- 
ject of almost tender solicitude. It 
was positively as if they had be- 
come engaged for her good—in 
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such a happy light as it shed. That 
was the way people you had 
known, known a bit intimately, 
looked at you as soon as they took 
on the high matrimonial propriety 
that sponged over the more or less 
wild past to which you belonged 
and of which, all of a sudden, they 
were aware only through some sug- 
gestion it made them for remind- 
ing you definitely that you still had 
a place. On her having had a day 
or two before to meet Mrs. Drack 
and to rise to her expectation she 
had seen and felt herself act, had 
above all admired herself, and had 
at any rate known what she said, 
even though losing, at her altitude, 
any distinctness in the others. She 
could have repeated afterwards 
the detail of her performance — if 
she hadn’t preferred to keep it 
with her as a mere locked-up, a 
mere unhandled treasure. At pres- 
ent, however, as everything was 
for her at first deadened and 
vague, true to the general effect of 
sounds and motions in water, she 
couldn’t have said afterwards what 
words she spoke, what face she 
showed, what impression she made 
—at least till she had pulled herself 
round to precautions. She only 
knew she had turned away, and 
that this movement must have 
sooner or later determined his ris- 
ing to join her, his deciding to ac- 
cept it, gracefully and condoningly 
—condoningly in respect to her 
natural emotion, her inevitable lit- 
tle pang—for an intimation that 
they would be better on their feet. 

They trod then afresh their an- 
cient paths; and though it pressed 


upon her hatefully that he must 
have taken her abruptness for a 
smothered shock, the flare-up of 
her old feeling at the breath of his 
news, she had still to see herself 
condemned to allow him this, con- 
demned really to encourage him 
in the mistake of believing her sus- 
picious of feminine spite and 
doubtful of Miss Lindeck’s zeal. 
She was so far from doubtful that 
she was but too appalled at it and 
at the officious mass in which it 
loomed, and this instinct of dread, 
before their walk was over, before 
she had guided him round to one 
of the smaller gates, there to slip 
off again by herself, was positively 
to find on the bosom of her flood a 
plank under aid of which she kept 
in a manner and for the time afloat. 
She took ten minutes to pant, to 
blow gently, to paddle disguisedly, 
to accommodate herself, in a word, 
to the elements she had let loose; 
but as a reward of her effort at 
least she then saw how her deter- 
mined vision accounted for every- 
thing. Beside her friend on the 
bench she had truly felt all his ca- 
bles cut, truly swallowed down the 
fact that if he still perceived she 
was pretty—and how pretty! — it 
had ceased appreciably to matter 
to him. It had lighted the folly of 
her preliminary fear, the fear of 
his even yet, to some effect of con- 
fusion or other inconvenience for 
her, proving more alive to the 
quoteable in her, as she had called 
it, than to the inexpressible. She 
had reckoned with the awkward- 
ness of that possible lapse of his 


measure of her charm, by which 
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his renewed apprehension of her 
grosser ornaments, those with 
which he had most affinity, might 
too much profit; but she need have 
concerned herself as little for his 
sensibility on one head as on the 
other. She had ceased personally, 
ceased materially —in respect, as 
who should say, to any optical or 
tactile advantage — to exist for him, 
and the whole office of his manner 
had been the more piously and 
gallantly to dress the dead pres- 
ence with flowers. This was all to 
his credit and his honour, but what 
it clearly certified was that their 
case was at last not even one of 
spirit reaching out to spirit. He 
had plenty of spirit—had all the 
spirit required for his having en- 
gaged himself to Miss Lindeck; 
into which result, once she had got 
her head well up again, she read, 
as they proceeded, one sharp 
meaning after another. It was 
therefore toward the subtler es- 
sence of that mature young wom- 
an alone that he was occupied in 
stretching; what was definite to 
him about Julia Bride being 
merely, being entirely — which was 
indeed thereby quite enough— 
that she might end by scaling her 


worldly height. They would push, 


they would shove, they would 
“boost,” they would arch both their 
straight backs as pedestals for her 
tiptoe; and at the same time, by 
some sweet prodigy of mechan- 
ics, she would pull them up and 
up with her. 

Wondrous things hovered be- 
fore her in the course of this walk; 
her consciousness had become, by 


an extraordinary turn, a music- 
box in which, its lid well down, 
the most remarkable tunes were 
sounding. It played for her ear 
alone, and the lid, as she might 
have figured, was her firm plan of 
holding out till she got home, of not 
betraying —to her companion at 
least — the extent to which she was 
demoralised. To see him think her 
demoralised by mistrust of the sin- 
cerity of the service to be meddle- 
somely rendered her by his future 
wife — she would have hurled her- 
self publicly into the lake there at 
their side, would have splashed, 
in her beautiful clothes, among the 
frightened swans, rather than in- 
vite him to that ineptitude. Oh her 
sincerity, Mary Lindeck’s—she 
would be drenched with her sin- 
cerity, and she would be drenched, 
yes, with his; so that, from inward 
convulsion to convulsion, she had, 
before they reached their gate, 
pulled up in the path. There was 
something her head had been full 
of these three or four minutes, the 
intensest little tune of the music- 
box, and it had made its way to 
her lips now; belonging —for all 
the good it could do her! —to the 
two or three sorts of solicitude she 
might properly express. 

“T hope she has a fortune, if you 
don’t mind my speaking of it: I 
mean some of the money we didn’t 
in our time have—and that we 
missed, after all, in our poor way 
and for what we then wanted of it, 
so quite dreadfully.” 

She had been able to wreathe it 
in a grace quite equal to any he 
himself had employed; and it was 
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to be said for him also that he kept 
up, on this, the standard. “Oh she’s 
not, thank goodness, at all badly 
off, poor dear. We shall do very 
well. How sweet of you to have 
thought of it! May I tell her that 
too?” he splendidly glared. Yes, he 
glared—how couldn't he, with 
what his mind was really full of? 
But, all the same, he came just 
here, by her vision, nearer than at 
any other point to being a gentle- 
man. He came quite within an ace 
of it—with his taking from her 
thus the prescription of humility of 
service, his consenting to act in 
the interest of her avidity, his let- 
ting her mount that way, on his 
bowed shoulders, to the success in 
which he could suppose she still 
believed. He couldn’t know, he 
would never know, that she had 
then and there ceased to believe 
in it—that she saw as clear as the 
sun in the sky the exact manner in 
which, between them, before they 
had done, the Murray Brushes, all 
zeal and sincerity, all interest in 
her interesting case, would dish, 
would ruin, would utterly destroy 
her. He wouldn’t have needed to 
go on, for the force and truth of 
this; but he did go on—he was as 
crashingly consistent as a motor- 
car without a brake. He was vis- 
ibly in love with the idea of what 
they might do for her and of the 
rare “social” opportunity that they 
would, by the same stroke, em- 
brace. How he had been offhand 


with it, how he had made it paren- 


thetic, that he didn’t happen “per- 
sonally” to know Basil French — as 
if it would have been at all likely 


he should know him, even imper- 
sonally, and as if he could conceal 
from her the fact that, since she 
had made him her overture, this 
gentleman’s name supremely bait- 
ed her hook! Oh they would help 
Julia Bride if they could — they 
would do their remarkable best; 
but they would at any rate have 
made his acquaintance over it, and 
she might indeed leave the rest to 
their thoroughness. He would al- 
ready have known, he would al- 
ready have heard; her appeal, she 
was more and more sure, wouldn’t 
have come to him as a revelation. 
He had already talked it over with 
her, with Miss Lindeck, to whom 
the Frenches, in their fortress, had 
never been accessible, and _ his 
whole attitude bristled, to Julia’s 
eyes, with the betrayal of her hand, 
her voice, her pressure, her calcu- 
lation. His tone in fact, as he 
talked, fairly thrust these things 
into her face. “But you must see 
her for yourself. You'll judge her. 
You'll love her. My dear child” — 
he brought it all out, and if he 
spoke of children he might, in his 
candour, have been himself infan- 
tine—“my dear child, she’s the 
person to do it for you. Make it 


‘over to her; but,” he laughed, “of 


course see her first! Couldn’t you,” 
he wound up — for they were now 
near their gate, where she was to 
leave him — “couldn’t you just sim- 
ply make us meet him, at tea, say, 
informally; just us alone, as pleas- 
ant old friends of whom you'd 
have so naturally and frankly spok- 
en to him; and then see what we’d 
make of that?” 
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It was all in his expression; he 
couldn’t keep it undetected, and 
his shining good looks couldn’t: ah 
he was so fatally much too hand- 
some for her! So the gap showed 
just there, in his admirable mask 
and his admirable eagerness; the 
yawning little chasm showed 
where the gentleman fell short. But 
she took this in, she took every- 
thing in, she felt herself do it, she 
heard herself say, while they 
paused before separation, that she 
quite saw the point of the meeting, 
as he suggested, at her tea. She 
would propose it to Mr. French 
and would let them know; and he 
must assuredly bring Miss Lindeck, 
bring her “right away,” bring her 
soon, bring them, his fiancée and 
her, together somehow, and as 
quickly as possible—so that they 
should be old friends before the 
tea. She would propose it to Mr. 
French, propose it to Mr. French: 
that hummed in her ears as she 
went— after she had really got 
away; hummed as if she were re- 
peating it over, giving it out to the 
passers, to the pavement, to the 
sky, and all as in wild discord with 
the intense little concert of her 
music-box. The extraordinary thing 
too was that she quite believed she 
should do it, and fully meant to; 
desperately, fantastically passive — 
since she almost reeled with it as 
she proceeded — she was capable of 
proposing anything to any one: ca- 
pable too of thinking it likely Mr. 


French would come, for he had 
never on her previous proposals de- 
clined anything. Yes, she would 
keep it up to the end, this pretence 
of owing them salvation, and might 
even live to take comfort in having 
done for them what they wanted. 
What they wanted couldn’t but be 
to get at the Frenches, and what 
Miss Lindeck above all wanted, baf- 
fled of it otherwise, with so many 
others of the baffled, was to get at 
Mr. French—for all Mr. French 
would want of either of them! — 
still more than Murray did. It 
wasn’t till after she had got home, 
got straight into her own room and 
flung herself on her face, that she 
yielded to the full taste of the bit- 
terness of missing a connexion, 
missing the man himself, with pow- 
er to create such a social appetite, 
such a grab at what might be 
ganied by them. He could make 
people, even people like these two 
and whom there were still other 
people to envy, he could make 
them push and snatch and scram- 
ble like that — and then remain as 
incapable of taking her from the 
hands of such patrons as of receiv- 
ing her straight, say, from those of 
Mrs. Drack. It was a high note, too, 
of Julia’s wonderful composition 
that, even in the long lonely moan 
of her conviction of her now 
certain ruin, all this grim lucidity, 
the perfect clearance of passion, 
but made her supremely proud 
of him, 
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“Every one asks me what I ‘think’ 
of everything,” said Spencer Bry- 
don; “and I make answer as I can 
— begging or dodging the question, 
putting them off with any non- 
sense. It wouldn’t matter to any of 
them really,’ he went on, “for, 
even were it possible to meet in 
that stand-and-deliver way so silly 
a demand on so big a subject, my 
‘thoughts’ would still be almost to- 
gether about something that con- 
cerns only myself.” He was talking 
to Miss Staverton, with whom for 
a couple of months now he had 
availed himself of every possible 
occasion to talk; this disposition 
and this resource, this comfort and 
‘support, as the situation in fact 
presented itself, having promptly 
enough taken the first place in the 
considerable array of rather unat- 
tenuated surprises attending his so 
strangely belated return to Amer- 
ica. Everything was somehow a 
surprise; and that might be natu- 
ral when one had so long and so 
consistently neglected everything, 
taken pains to give surprises so 
much margin for play. He had giv- 
en them more than thirty years — 
thirty-three, to be exact; and they 
now seemed to him to have organ- 


ised their performance quite on 
the scale of that licence. He had 
been twenty-three on leaving New 
York — he was fifty-six to-day: un- 
less indeed he were to reckon as 
he had sometimes, since his repa- 
triation, found himself feeling; in 
which case he would have lived 
longer than is often allotted to man. 
It would have taken a century, he 
repeatedly said to himself, and said 
also to Alice Staverton, it would 
have taken a longer absence and a 
more averted mind than those even 
of which he had been guilty, to 
pile up the differences, the new- 
nesses, the queernesses, above all 
the bignesses, for the better or the 
worse, that at present assaulted his 
vision wherever he looked. 

The great fact all the while how- 
ever had been the incalculability; 
since he had supposed himself, 
from decade to decade, to be al- 
lowing, and in the most liberal and 
intelligent manner, for brilliancy of 
change. He actually saw that he 
had allowed for nothing; he missed 
what he would have been sure of 
finding, he found what he would 
never have imagined. Proportions 
and values were upside-down; the 
ugly things he had expected, the 
ugly things of his far-away youth, 
when he had too promptly waked 
up to a sense of the ugly — these 
uncanny phenomena placed him 
rather, as it happened, under the 
charm; whereas the “swagger” 
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things, the modern, the monstrous, 
the famous things, those he had 
more particularly, like thousands of 
ingenuous enquirers every yéar, 
come over to see, were exactly his 
sources of dismay. They were as so 
many set traps for displeasure, 
above all for reaction, of which his 
restless tread was constantly press- 
ing the spring. It was interesting, 
doubtless, the whole show, but it 
would have been too disconcert- 
ing hadn’t a certain finer truth 
saved the situation. He had dis- 
tinctly not, in this steadier light, 
come over all for the monstrosi- 
ties; he had come, not only in the 
last analysis but quite on the face 
of the act, under an impulse with 
which they had nothing to do. He 
had come—putting the thing 
pompously — to look at his “prop- 
erty,’ which he had thus for a 
third of a century not been within 
four thousand miles of; or, express- 
ing it less sordidly, he had yielded 
to the humour of seeing again his 
house on the jolly corner, as he 
usually, and quite fondly, de- 
scribed it—the one in which he 
had first seen the light, in which 
various members of his family had 
lived and had died, in which the 
holidays of his overschooled boy- 
hood had been passed and the few 
social flowers of his chilled adoles- 
cence gathered, and which, alien- 
ated then for so long a period, had, 
through the successive deaths of 
his two brothers and the termina- 
tion of old arrangements, come 
wholly into his hands. He was the 
owner of another, not quite so 
“good” —the jolly corner having 


been, from far back, superlatively 
extended and consecrated; and the 
value of the pair represented his 
main capital, with an income con- 
sisting, in these later years, of their 
respective rents which (thanks pre- 
cisely to their original excellent 
type) had never been depressingly 
low. He could live in “Europe,” as 
he had been in the habit of living, 
on the product of these flourishing 
New York leases, and all the bet- 
ter since, that of the second struc- 
ture, the mere number in its long 
row, having within a twelvemonth 
fallen in, renovation at a high ad- 
vance had proved beautifully pos- 
sible. 

These were items of property 
indeed, but he had found himself 
since his arrival distinguishing 
more than ever between them. The 
house within the street, two bris- 
tling blocks westward, was already 
in course of reconstruction as a tall 
mass of flats; he had acceded, some 
time before, to overtures for this 
conversion — in which, now that it 
was going forward, it had been not 
the least of his astonishments to 
find himself able, on the spot, and 
though without a previous ounce 
of such experience, to participate 
with a certain intelligence, almost 
with a certain authority. He had 
lived his life with his back so 
turned to such concerns and his 
face addressed to those of so dif- 
ferent an order that he scarce 
knew what to make of this lively 
stir, in a compartment of his mind 
never yet penetrated, of a capac- 
ity for business and a sense for 
construction. These virtues, so 
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common all round him now, had 
been dormant in his own organ- 
ism — where it might be said of 
them perhaps that they had slept 
the sleep of the just. At present, in 
the splendid autumn weather — 
the autumn at least was a ‘pure 
boon in the terrible place —he 
loafed about his “work” unde- 
terred, secretly agitated; not in the 
least “minding” that the whole 
proposition, as they said, was vul- 
gar and sordid, and ready to climb 
ladders, to walk the plank, to han- 
dle materials and look wise about 
them, to ask questions, in fine, and 
challenge explanations and really 
“go into” figures. 

It amused, it verily quite 
charmed him; and, by the same 
stroke, it amused, and even more, 
Alice Staverton, though perhaps 
charming her perceptibly less. She 
wasn't however going to be better- 
off for it, as he was — and so aston- 
ishingly much: nothing was now 
likely, he knew, ever to make her 
better-off than she found herself, 
in the afternoon of life, as the del- 
icately frugal possessor and tenant 
of the small house in Irving Place 
to which she had subtly managed 
to cling through her almost un- 
broken New York career. If he 
knew the way to it now better 
than to any other address among 
the dreadful multiplied number- 
ings which seemed to him to re- 
duce the whole place to some vast 
ledger-page, overgrown, fantastic, 
of ruled and criss-crossed lines and 
figures — if he had formed, for his 
consolation, that habit, it was re- 
ally not a little because of the 


charm of his having encountered 
and recognised, in the vast wilder- 
ness of the wholesale, breaking 
through the mere gross generalisa- 
tion of wealth and force and suc- 
cess, a small still scene where items. 
and shades, all delicate things, 
kept the sharpness of the notes of 
a high voice perfectly trained, and 
where economy hung about like 
the scent of a garden. His old 
friend lived with one maid and 
herself dusted her relics and 
trimmed her lamps and _ polished 
her silver; she stood off, in the aw- 
ful modern crush, when she could, 
but she sallied forth and did bat- 
tle when the challenge was really 
to “spirit,” the spirit she after all 
confessed to, proudly and a little 
shyly, as to that of the better time,, 
that of their common, their quite: 
far-away and antediluvian social 
period and order. She made use of 
the street-cars when need be, the 
terrible things that people scram- 
bled for as the. panic-stricken at 
sea scramble for the boats; she af--. 
fronted, inscrutably, under stress, 
all the public concussions and or-. 
deals; and yet, with that slim mys- 
tifying grace of her appearance, 
which defied you to say if she were: 
a fair young woman who looked. 
older through trouble, or a fine: 
smooth older one who looked 
young through successful indiffer-- 
ence; with her precious reference, 
above all, to memories and _his-. 
tories into which he could enter, 
she was as exquisite for him as. 
some pale pressed flower (a rarity: 
to begin with), and, failing other: 
sweetnesses, she was a sufficient: 
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reward of his effort. They had 
communities of knowledge, “their” 
knowledge (this discriminating 
possessive was always on her lips) 
of presences of the other age, pres- 
ences all overlaid, in his case, by 
the experience of a man and the 
freedom of a wanderer, overlaid 
by pleasure, by infidelity, by pas- 
sages of life that were strange and 
dim to her, just by “Europe” in 
short, but still unobscured, still ex- 
posed and cherished, under that 
pious visitation of the spirit from 
which she had never been di- 
verted. 

She had come with him one day 
to see how his “apartment-house” 
was rising; he had helped her over 
gaps and explained to her plans, 
and while they were there had 
happened to have, before her, a 
brief but lively discussion with the 
man in charge, the representative 
of the building-firm that had un- 
dertaken his work. He had found 
himself quite “standing-up” to this 
personage over a failure on the lat- 
ter’s part to observe some detail of 
one of their noted conditions, and 
had so lucidly argued his case that, 
besides ever so prettily flushing, at 
the time, for sympathy in his tri- 
umph, she had afterwards said to 
him (though to a slightly greater 
effect of irony) that he had clearly 
for too many years neglected a real 
gift. If he had but stayed at home 
he would have anticipated the in- 
ventor of the sky-scraper. If he 
had but stayed at home he would 
have discovered his genius in time 
really to start some new variety of 
awful architectural hare and run it 


till it burrowed in a gold-mine. He 
was to remember these words, 
while the weeks elapsed, for the 
small silver ring they had sounded 
over the queerest and deepest of 
his own lately most disguised and 
most muffled vibrations. 

It had begun to be present to 
him after the first fortnight, it had 
broken out with the oddest abrupt- 
ness, this particular wanton won- 
derment: it met him there — and 
this was the image under which he 
himself judged the matter, or at 
least, not a little, thrilled and 
flushed with it—very much as he 
might have been met by some 
strange figure, some unexpected 
occupant, at a turn of one of the 
dim passages of an empty house. 
The quaint analogy quite haunt- 
ingly remained with him, when he 
didn’t indeed rather improve it by 
a still intenser form: that of his 
opening a door behind which he 
would have made sure of finding 
nothing, a door into a room shut- 
tered and void, and yet so coming, 
with a great suppressed start, on 
some quite erect confronting pres- 
ence, something planted in the 
middle of the place and facing 
him through the dusk. After that 
visit to the house in construction 
he walked with his companion to 
see the other and always so much 
the better one, which in the east- 
ward direction formed one of the 
corners, the “jolly” one precisely, 
of the street now so generally dis- 
honoured and disfigured in its 
westward reaches, and of the com- 
paratively conservative Avenue. 
The Avenue still had pretensions, 
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as Miss Staverton said, to decency; 
the old people had mostly gone, 
the old names were unknown, and 
here and there an old association 
seemed to stray, all vaguely, like 
some very aged person, out too 
late, whom you might meet and 
feel the impulse to watch or fol- 
low, in kindness, for safe restora- 
tion to shelter. 

They went in together, our 
friends; he admitted himself with 
his key, as he kept no one there, 
he explained, preferring, for his 
reasons, to leave the place empty, 
under a simple arrangement with 
a good woman living in the neigh- 
bourhood and who came for a daily 
hour to open windows and dust 
and sweep. Spencer Brydon had 
his reasons and was growingly 
aware of them; they seemed to him 
better each time he was there, 
though he didn’t name them all to 
his companion, any more than he 
told her as yet how often, how 
quite absurdly often, he himself 
came. He only let her see for the 
present, while they walked through 
the great blank rooms, that abso- 
lute vacancy reigned and _ that, 
from top to bottom, there was 
nothing but Mrs. Muldoon’s 
broomstick, in a corner, to tempt 
the burglar. Mrs. Muldoon was 
then on the premises, and she lo- 
quaciously attended the visitors, 
preceding them from room to room 
and pushing back shutters and 
throwing up sashes—all to show 
them, as she remarked, how little 
there was to see. There was little 
indeed to see in the great gaunt 
shell where the main dispositions 


and the general apportionment of 
space, the style of an age of am- 
pler allowances, had nevertheless 
for its master their honest pleading 
message, affecting him as some 
good old servant’s, some lifelong 
retainer’s appeal for a character, or 
even for a retiring-pension; yet it 
was also a remark of Mrs. Mul- 
doon’s that, glad as she was to 
oblige him by her noonday round, 
there was a request she greatly 
hoped he would never make of 
her. If he should wish her for any 
reason to come in after dark she 
would just tell him, if he “plased,” 
that he must ask it of somebody 
else. 

The fact that there was nothing 
to see didn’t militate for the wor- 
thy woman against what one might 
see, and she put it frankly to Miss 
Staverton that no lady could be 
expected to like, could she? “crap- 
ing up to thim top storeys in the 
ayvil hours.” The gas and the elec- 
tric light were off the house, and 
she fairly evoked a gruesome vi- 
sion of her march through the 
great grey rooms—so many of 
them as there were too! — with her 
glimmering taper. Miss Staverton 
met her honest glare with a smile 
and the profession that she herself 
certainly would recoil from such 
an adventure. Spencer Brydon 
meanwhile held his peace — for 
the moment; the question of the 
“evil” hours in his old home had 
already become too grave for him. 
He had begun some time since to 
“erape,” and he knew just why a 
packet of candles addressed to that 
pursuit had been stowed by his 
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own hand, three weeks before, at 
the back of a drawer of the fine 
old sideboard that occupied, as a 
“fixture,” the deep recess in the 
dining-room. Just now he laughed 
at his companions — quickly how- 
ever changing the subject; for the 
reason that, in the first place, his 
laugh struck him even at that mo- 
ment as starting the odd echo, the 
conscious human resonance (he 
scarce knew how to qualify it) that 
sounds made while he was there 
alone sent back to his ear or his 
fancy; and that, in the second, he 
imagined Alice Staverton for the 
instant on the point of asking him, 
with a divination, if he ever so 
prowled. There were divinations 
he was unprepared for, and he had 
at all events averted enquiry by 
the time Mrs. Muldoon had left 
them, passing on to other parts. 
There was happily enough to 
say, on so consecrated a spot, that 
could be said freely and fairly; so 
that a whole train of declarations 
was precipitated by his friend’s 
having herself broken out, after a 
yearning look round: “But I hope 
you don’t mean they want you to 
pull this to pieces!” His answer 
came, promptly, with his re-awak- 
ened wrath: it was of course ex- 
actly what they wanted, and what 
they were “at” him for, daily, with 
the iteration of people who 
couldn’t for their life understand 
a man’s liability to decent feel- 
ings. He had found the place, just 
as it stood and beyond what he 
could express, an interest and a 
- joy. There were values other than 
the beastly rent-values, and in 


short, in short —! But it was thus 
Miss Staverton took him up. “In 
short you're to make so good a 
thing of your sky-scraper that, liv- 
ing in luxury on those ill-gotten 
gains, you can afford for a while to 
be sentimental here!” Her smile 
had for him, with the words, the 
particular mild irony, with which 
he found half her talk suffused; an 
irony without bitterness and that 
came, exactly, from her having so 
much imagination — not, like the 
cheap sarcasms with which one 
heard most people, about the 
world of “society,” bid for the rep- 
utation of cleverness, from no- 
body’s really having any. It was 
agreeable to him at this very mo- 
ment to be sure that when he had 
answered, after a brief demur, 
“Well yes: so, precisely, you may 
put it!” her imagination would still 
do him justice. He explained that 
even if never a dollar were to 
come to him from the other house 
he would nevertheless cherish this 
one; and he dwelt, further, while 
they lingered and wandered, on 
the fact of the stupefaction he was 
already exciting, the positive mys- 
tification he felt himself create. 
He spoke of the value of all he 
read into it, into the mere sight of 
the walls, mere shapes of the 
rooms, mere sound of the floors, 
mere feel, in his hand, of the old 
silver-plated knobs of the several 
mahogany doors, which suggested 
the pressure of the palms of the 
dead; the seventy years of the past 
in fine that these things represent- 
ed, the annals of nearly three gen- 
erations, counting his grandfa- 
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ther’s, the one that had ended 
there, and the impalpable ashes of 
his long-extinct youth, afloat in 
the very air like microscopic motes. 
She listened to everything; she was 
a woman who answered intimately 
but who utterly didn’t chatter. She 
scattered abroad therefore no cloud 
of words; she could assent, she 
could agree, above all she could 
encourage, without doing that. 
Only at the last she went a little 
further than he had done himself. 
“And then how do you know? 
You may still, after all, want to 
live here.” It rather indeed pulled 
him up, for it wasn’t what he had 
been thinking, at least in her sense 
of the words. “You mean I may 
decide to stay on for the sake of 
itp” 

“Well, with such a home—!” 
But, quite beautifully, she had too 
much tact to dot so monstrous an 
i, and it was precisely an illustra- 
tion of the way she didn’t rattle. 
How could any one — of any wit — 
insist on any one else’s “wanting” 
to live in New York? 

“Oh,” he said, “I might have 
lived here (since I had my oppor- 
tunity early in life); I might have 
put in here all these years. Then 
everything would have been dif- 
ferent enough —and, I dare say, 
‘funny’ enough. But that’s another 
matter. And then the beauty of it 
—I mean of my perversity, of my 
refusal to agree to a ‘deal’ — is just 
in the total absence of a reason. 
Don’t you see that if I had a reason 
about the matter at all it would 
have to be the other way, and 


would then be inevitably a reason 
of dollars? There are no reasons 
here but of dollars. Let us there- 
fore have none whatever — not the 
ghost of one.” 

They were back in the hall then 
for departure, but from where they 
stood the vista was large, through 
an open door, into the great square 
main saloon, with its almost an- 
tique felicity of brave spaces be- 
tween windows. Her eyes came 
back from that reach and met his 
own a moment. “Are you very sure 
the ‘ghost’ of one doesn’t, much 
rather, serve — P” 

He had a positive sense of turn- 
ing pale. But it was as near as they 
were then to come. For he made 
answer, he believed, between a 
glare and a grin: “Oh ghosts — of 
course the place must swarm with 
them! I should be ashamed of it 
if it didn’t. Poor Mrs. Muldoon’s 
right, and it’s why I haven’t asked 
her to do more than look in.” 

Miss Staverton’s gaze again lost 
itself, and things she didn’t utter, 
it was clear, came and went in her 
mind. She might even for the min- 
ute, off there in the fine room, have 
imagined some element dimly 
gathering. Simplified like the 
death-mask of a handsome face, it 
perhaps produced for her just then 
an effect akin to the stir of an ex- 
pression in the “set” commemora- 
tive plaster. Yet whatever her im- 
pression may have been she pro- 
duced instead a vague platitude. 
“Well, if it were only furnished 
and lived in —!” 

She appeared to imply that in 
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case of its being still furnished he 
might have been a little less op- 
posed to the idea of a return. But 
she passed straight into the vesti- 
bule, as if to leave her words be- 
hind her, and the next moment he 
had opened the house-door and 
was standing with her on the steps. 
He closed the door and, while he 
re-pocketed his key, looking up 
and down, they took in the com- 
paratively harsh actuality of the 
Avenue, which reminded him of 
the assault of the outer light of the 
Desert on the traveller emerging 
from an Egyptian tomb. But he 
risked before they stepped into the 
street his gathered answer to her 
speech. “For me it is lived in. For 
me it is furnished.” At which it 
was easy for her to sigh “Ah 
yes —!” all vaguely and discreetly; 
since his parents and his favourite 
sister, to say nothing of other kin, 
in numbers, had run their course 
and met their end there. That rep- 
resented, within the walls, inefface- 
able life. 

It was a few days after this that, 
during an hour passed with her 
again, he had expressed his impa- 
tience of the too flattering curiosity 
—among the people he met— 
about his appreciation of New 
York. He had arrived at none at 
all that was socially producible, 
and as for that matter of his “think- 
ing” (thinking the better or the 
worse of anything there) he was 
wholly taken up with one subject 
of thought. It was mere vain ego- 
ism, and it was moreover, if she 
liked, a morbid obsession. He 


found all things come back to the 
question of what he _ personally 
might have been, how he might 
have led his life and “turned out,” 
if he had not so, at the outset, giv- 
en it up. And confessing for the 
first time to the intensity within 
him of this absurd speculation — 
which but proved also, no doubt, 
the habit of too selfishly thinking 
—he affirmed the impotence there 
of any other source of interest, any 
other native appeal. “What would 
it have made of me, what would 
it have made of me? I keep for 
ever wondering, all idiotically; as 
if I could possibly know! I see 
what it has made of dozens of 
others, those I meet, and it posi- 
tively aches within me, to the point 
of exasperation, that it would have 
made something of me as well. 
Only I can’t make out what, and 
the worry of it, the small rage of 
curiosity never to be satisfied, 
brings back what I remember to 
have felt, once or twice, after 
judging best, for reasons, to burn 
some important letter unopened. 
I’ve been sorry, I’ve hated it— 
I’ve never known what was in the 
letter. You may of course say it’s 
a trifle — |” 

“IT don’t say it’s a trifle,” Miss 
Staverton gravely interrupted. 

She was seated by her fire, and 
before her, on his feet and restless, 
he turned to and fro between this 
intensity of his idea and a fitful 
and unseeing inspection, through 
his single eye-glass, of the dear lit- 
tle old objects on her chimney- 
piece. Her interruption made him 
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for an instant look at her harder. 
“TJ shouldn’t care if you did!” he 
laughed, however; “and it’s only a 
figure, at any rate, for the way I 
now feel. Not to have followed my 
perverse young course —and _al- 
most in the teeth of my father’s 
curse, as I may say; not to have 
kept it up, so, ‘over there,’ from 
that day to this, without a doubt 
or a pang; not, above all, to have 
liked it, to have loved it, so much, 
loved it, no doubt, with such an 
abysmal conceit of my own prefer- 
ence: some variation from that, I 
say, must have produced some dif- 
ferent effect for my life and for 
my ‘form.’ I should have stuck here 
—if it had been possible; and I 
was too young, at twenty-three, to 
judge, pour deux sous, whether it 
were possible. If I had waited I 
might have seen it was, and then 
I might have been, by staying 
here, something nearer to one of 
these types who have been ham- 
mered so hard and made so keen 
by their conditions. It isn’t that I 
admire them so much—the ques- 
tion of any charm in them, or of 
any charm, beyond that of the 
rank money-passion, exerted by 
their conditions for them, has noth- 
ing to do with the matter: it’s only 
a question of what fantastic, yet 
perfectly possible, development of 
my own nature I mayn’t have 
missed. It comes over me that I 
had then a strange alter ego deep 
down somewhere within me, as the 
full-blown flower is in the small 
tight bud, and that I just took the 
course, I just transferred him to 


the climate, that blighted him for 
once and for ever.” 

“And you wonder about the 
flower,” Miss Staverton said. “So 
do I, if you want to know; and so 
I’ve been wondering these several 
weeks. I believe in the flower,” she 
continued, “I feel it would have 
been quite splendid, quite huge 
and monstrous.” 

“Monstrous above all!” her vis- 
itor echoed; “and I imagine, by the 
same stroke, quite hideous and of- 
fensive.” 

“You don’t believe that,” she re- 
turned; “if you did you wouldn’t 
wonder. You’d know, and _ that 
would be enough for you. What 
you feel—and what I feel for you 
—is that you’d have had power.” 

“You'd have liked me that way?” 
he asked. 

She barely hung fire. “How 
should I not have liked you?” 

“I see. You'd have liked me, have 
preferred me, a billionaire!” 

“How should I not have liked 
you?” she simply again asked. 

He stood before her still — her 
question kept him motionless. He 
took it in, so much there was of it; 
and indeed his not otherwise meet- 
ing it testified to that. “I know at 
least what I am,” he simply went 
on; “the other side of the medal’s 
clear enough. I’ve not been edify- 
ing—I believe I’m thought in a 
hundred quarters to have been 
barely decent. I’ve followed strange 
paths and worshipped strange gods; 
it must have come to you again and 
again —in fact you’ve admitted to 
me as much —that I was leading, 
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at any time these thirty years, a 
selfish frivolous scandalous life. 
And you see what it has made of 
me.” 4 

She just waited, smiling at him. 
“You see what it has made of me.” 

“Oh you’re a person whom noth- 
ing can have altered. You were 
born to be what you are, any- 
where, anyway: you've the perfec- 
tion nothing else could have blight- 
ed. And don’t you see how, with- 
out my exile, I shouldn’t have been 
waiting till now —?” But he pulled 
up for the strange pang. 

“The great thing to see,” she 
presently said, “seems to me to be 
that it has spoiled nothing. It 
hasn’t spoiled your being here at 
last. It hasn’t spoiled this. It hasn’t 
spoiled your speaking —” She also 
however faltered. 

He wondered at everything her 
controlled emotion might mean. 
“Do you believe then — too dread- 
fully! —that I am as good as I 
might ever have been?” 

“Oh no! Far from it!” With 
which she got up from her chair 
and was nearer to him. “But I 
don’t care,” she smiled. 

“You mean I’m good enough?” 

She considered a little. “Will 
you believe it if I say so? I mean 
will you let that settle your ques- 
tion for you?” And then as if mak- 
ing out in his face that he drew 
back from this, that he had some 
idea which, however absurd, he 
couldn’t yet bargain away: “Oh 
you don’t care either —but very 
differently: you don’t care for any- 
thing but yourself.” 


Spencer Brydon recognised it — 
it was in fact what he had abso- 
lutely professed. Yet he impor- 
tantly qualified. “He isn’t myself. 
He’s the just so totally other per- 
son. But I do want to see him,” he 
added. “And I can. And I shall.” 

Their eyes met for a minute 
while he guessed from something 
in hers that she divined his strange 
sense. But neither of them other- 
wise expressed it, and her appar- 
ent understanding, with no pro- 
testing shock, no easy derision, 
touched him more deeply than 
anything yet, constituting for his 
stifled perversity, on the spot, 
an element that was like breathe- 
able air. What she said however 
was unexpected. “Well, I’ve seen 
him.” 


“You—?” 

“Tve seen him in a dream.” 

“Oh a ‘dream’—!” It let him 
down. 


“But twice over,” she continued. 
“I saw him as I see you now.” 


“You've dreamed the same 
dream — ?” 
“Twice over,’ she repeated. 


“The very same.” 

This did somehow a little speak 
to him, as it also gratified him. 
“You dream about me at that 
rate?” 

“Ah about him!” she smiled. 

His eyes again sounded her. 
“Then you know all about him.” 
And as she said nothing more: 
“What’s the wretch like?” 

She hesitated, and it was as if 
he were pressing her so hard that, 
resisting for reasons of her own, 
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she had to turn away. “I'll tell you 
some other time!” 
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Ir was after this that there was 
most of a virtue for him, most of a 
cultivated charm, most of a pre- 
posterous secret thrill, in the par- 
ticular form of surrender to his ob- 
session and of address to what he 
more and more believed to be his 
privilege. It was what in these 
weeks he was living for — since he 
really felt life to begin but after 
Mrs. Muldoon had retired from the 
scene and, visiting the ample house 
from attic to cellar, making sure 
he was alone, he knew himself in 
safe possession and, as he tacitly 
expressed it, let himself go. He 
sometimes came twice in the 
twenty-four hours; the moments he 
liked best were those of gathering 
dusk, of the short autumn twilight; 
this was the time of which, again 
and again, be found himself hop- 
ing most. Then he could, as seemed 
to him, most intimately wander 
and wait, linger and listen, feel his 
fine attention, never in his life be- 
fore so fine, on the pulse of the 
great vague place: he preferred 
the lampless hour and only wished 
he might have prolonged each day 
the deep crepuscular spell. Later 
—rarely much before midnight, 
but then for a considerable vigil — 
he watched with his glimmering 
light; moving slowly, holding it 
high, playing it far, rejoicing above 


all, as much as he might, in open 
vistas, reaches of communication 
between rooms and by passages; 
the long straight chance or show, 
as he would have called it, for the 
revelation he pretended to invite. 
It was a practice he found he could 
perfectly “work” without exciting 
remark; no one was in the least the 
wiser for it; even Alice Staverton, 
who was moreover a well of dis- 
cretion, didn’t quite fully imagine. 

He let himself in and let him- 
self out with the assurance of calm 
proprietorship; and accident so far 
favoured him that, if a fat Av- 
enue “officer” had happened on 
occasion to see him entering at 
eleven-thirty, he had never yet, to 
the best of his belief, been noticed 
as emerging at two. He walked 
there on the crisp November 
nights, arrived regularly at the 
evening’s end; it was as easy to do 
this after dining out as to take his 
way to a club or to his hotel. When 
he left his club, if he hadn’t been 
dining out, it was ostensibly to go 
to his hotel; and when he left his 
hotel, if he had spent a part of the 
evening there, it was ostensibly to 
go to his club. Everything was 
easy in fine; everything conspired 
and promoted: there was truly 
even in the strain of his experi- 
ence something that glossed over, 
something that salved and simpli- 
fied, all the rest of consciousness. 
He circulated, talked, renewed, 
loosely and pleasantly, old rela- 
tions —-met indeed, so far as he 
could, new expectations and 
seemed to make out on the whole 
that in spite of the career, of such 
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different contacts, which he had 
spoken of to Miss Staverton as min- 
istering so little, for those who 
might have watched it, to edifiéa- 
tion, he was positively rather liked 
than not. He was a dim secondary 


social success—and all with peo-. 


ple who had truly not an idea of 
him. It was all mere surface sound, 
this murmur of their welcome, this 
popping of their corks — just as his 
gestures of response were the ex- 
travagant shadows, emphatic in 
proportion as they meant little, 
of some game of ombres chinoises. 
He projected himself all day, in 
thought, straight over the bristling 
line of hard unconscious heads and 
into the other, the real, the waiting 
life; the life that, as soon as he had 
heard behind him the click of his 
great house-door, began for him, 
on the jolly corner, as beguilingly 
as the slow opening bars of some 
rich music follows the tap of the 
conductor’s wand. 

He always caught the first ef- 
fect of the steel point of his stick 
on the old marble of the hall 
pavement, large black-and-white 
squares that he remembered as the 
admiration of his childhood and 
that had then made in him, as he 
now saw, for the growth of an 
early conception of style. This ef- 
fect was the dim reverberating 
tinkle as of some far-off bell hung 
who should say where? —in the 
depths of the house, of the past, 
of that mystical other world that 
might have flourished for him had 
he not, for weal or woe, aban- 
doned it. On this impression he 
did ever the same thing; he put his 


stick noiselessly away in a corner 
—feeling the place once more in 
the likeness of some great glass: 
bowl, all precious concave crystal, 
set delicately humming by the play 
of a moist finger round its edge. 
The concave crystal held, as it 
were, this mystical other world, 
and the indescribably fine murmur 
of its rim was the sigh there, the 
scarce audible pathetic wail to his: 
strained ear, of all the old baffled 
forsworn possibilities. What he did 
therefore by this appeal of his: 
hushed presence was to wake them 
into such measure of ghostly life 
as they might still enjoy. They 
were shy, all but unappeasably 
shy, but they weren’t really sin- 
ister; at least they weren’t as he 
had hitherto felt them — before 
they had taken the Form he so. 
yearned to make them take, the 
Form he at moments saw himself: 
in the light of fairly hunting on 
tiptoe, the points of his evening- 
shoes, from room to room and from 
storey to storey. 

That was the essence of his vi- 
sion — which was all rank folly, if 
one would, while he was out of 
the house and otherwise occupied, 
but which took on the last veri-. 
similitude as soon as he was placed 
and posted. He knew what he 
meant and what he wanted; it was: 
as clear as the figure on a cheque: 
presented in demand for cash. His: 
alter ego “walked” — that was the: 
note of his image of him, while his: 
image of his motive for his own 
odd pastime was the desire to way- 
lay him and meet him. He roamed, 
slowly, warily, but all restlessly, he: 
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himself did—Mrs. Muldoon had 
been right, absolutely, with her 
figure of their “craping’; and the 
presence he watched for would 
roam restlessly too. But it would 
be as cautious and as shifty; the 
conviction of its probable, in fact 
its already quite sensible, quite au- 
dible evasion of pursuit grew for 
him from night to night, laying on 
him finally a rigour to which noth- 
ing in his life had been compara- 
ble. It had been the theory of 
many  superficially-judging _per- 
sons, he knew, that he was wast- 
ing that life in a surrender to sen- 
sations, but he had tasted of no 
pleasure so fine as his actual ten- 
sion, had been introduced to no 
sport that demanded at once the 
patience and the nerve of this 
stalking of a creature more subtle, 
‘yet at bay perhaps more formida- 
ble, than any beast of the forest. 
The terms, the comparisons, the 
very practices of the chase posi- 
tively came again into play; there 
were even moments when passages 
of his occasional experience as a 
sportsman, stirred memories, from 
his younger time, of moor and 
‘mountain and desert, revived for 
him — and to the increase of his 
keenness— by the tremendous 
force of analogy. He found himself 
at moments — once he had placed 
his single light on some mantel- 
shelf or in some recess — stepping 
back into shelter or shade, effac- 
ing himself behind a door or in an 
embrasure, as he had sought of 
old the vantage of rock and tree; 
he found himself holding his 
breath and living in the joy of the 


instant, the supreme suspense cre- 
ated by big game alone. 

He wasn’t afraid (though put- 
ting himself the question as he be- 
lieved gentlemen on Bengal tiger- 
shoots or in close quarters with the 


great bear of the Rockies had been 


known to confess to having put it); 
and this indeed—since here at 
least he might be frank! — because 
of the impression, so intimate and 
so strange, that he himself pro- 
duced as yet a dread, produced 
certainly a strain, beyond the live- 
liest he was likely to feel. They 
fell for him into categories, they 
fairly became familiar, the signs, 
for his own perception, of the 
alarm his presence and his vigi- 
lance created; though leaving him 
always to remark, portentously, on 
his probably having formed a rela- 
tion, his probably enjoying a con- 
sciousness, unique in the experi- 
ence of man. People enough, first 
and last, had been in terror of ap- 
paritions, but who had ever before 
so turned the tables and become 
himself, in the apparitional world, 
an incalculable terror? He might 
have found this sublime had he 
quite dared to think of it; but he 
didn’t too much insist, truly, on 
that side of his privilege. With 
habit and repetition he gained to 
an extraordinary degree the power 
to penetrate the dusk of distances 
and the darkness of corners, to re- 
solve back into their innocence the 
treacheries of uncertain light, the 
evil-looking forms taken in the 


_gloom by mere shadows, by acci- 


dents of the air, by shifting effects 
of perspective; putting down his 
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dim luminary he could still wan- 
der on without it, pass into other 
rooms and, only knowing it was 
there behind him in case of néed, 
see his way about, visually project 
for his purpose a comparative 
clearness. It made him feel, this 
acquired faculty, like some mon- 
strous stealthy cat; he wondered if 
he would have glared at these mo- 
ments with large shining yellow 
eyes, and what it mightn’t verily 
be, for the poor hard-pressed alter 
ego, to be confronted with such a 
type. 

He liked however the open shut- 
ters; he opened everywhere those 
Mrs. Muldoon had closed, closing 
them as carefully afterwards, so 
that she shouldn’t notice: he liked 
—oh this he did like, and above 
all in the upper rooms! — the sense 
of the hard silver of the autumn 
stars through the window-panes, 
and scarcely less the flare of the 
street-lamps below, the white elec- 
tric lustre which it would have 
taken curtains to keep out. This 
was human actual social; this was 
of the world he had lived in, and 
he was more at his ease certainly 
for the countenance, coldly gen- 
eral and impersonal, that all the 
while and in spite of his detach- 
ment it seemed to give him. He 
had support of course mostly in 
the rooms at the wide front and 
the prolonged side; it failed him 
considerably in the central shades 
and the parts at the back. But if he 
sometimes, on his rounds, was glad 
of his optical reach, so none the 
less often the rear of the house af- 
fected him as the very jungle of 


his prey. The place was there more 
subdivided; a large “extension” in 
particular, where small rooms for 
servants had been multiplied, 
abounded in nooks and corners, in 
closets and passages, in the rami- 
fications especially of an ample 
back staircase over which he 
leaned, many a time, to look far 
down — not deterred from his grav- 
ity even while aware that he 
might, for a spectator, have fig- 
ured some solemn simpleton play- 
ing at hide-and-seek. Outside in 
fact he might himself make that 
ironic rapprochement; but within 
the walls, and in spite of the clear 
windows, his consistency was 
proof against the cynical light of 
New York. 

It had belonged to that idea of 
the exasperated consciousness of 
his victim to become a real test for 
him; since he had quite put it to 
himself from the first that, oh dis- 
tinctly! he could “cultivate” his 
whole perception. He had felt it as 
above all open to cultivation — 
which indeed was but another 
name for his manner of spending 
his time. He was bringing it on, 
bringing it to perfection, by prac- 
tice; in consequence of which it 
had grown so fine that he was now 
aware of impressions, attestations 
of his general postulate, that 
couldn’t have broken upon him at 
once. This was the case more spe- 
cifically with a phenomenon at last 
quite. frequent for him in the up- 
per rooms, the recognition — abso- 
lutely unmistakeable, and by a 
turn dating from a particular hour, 
his resumption of his campaign 
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after a diplomatic drop, a calcu- 
lated absence of three nights — of 
his being definitely followed, 
tracked at a distance carefully tak- 
en and to the express end that he 
should the less confidently, less ar- 
rogantly, appear to himself merely 
to pursue. It worried, it finally 
quite broke him up, for it proved, 
of all the conceivable impressions, 
the one least suited to his book. 
He was kept in sight while re- 
maining himself—as regards the 
essence of his position — sightless, 
and his only recourse then was in 
abrupt turns, rapid recoveries of 
ground. He wheeled about, re- 
tracing his steps, as if he might so 
catch in his face at least the stirred 
air of some other quick revolution. 
It was indeed true that his fully 
dislocalised thought of these ma- 
neeuvres recalled to him Panta- 
loon, at the Christmas farce, buf- 
feted and tricked from behind by 
ubiquitous Harlequin; but it left 
intact the influence of the condi- 
tions themselves each time he was 
re-exposed to them, so that in fact 
this association, had he suffered it 
to become constant, would on a 
certain side have but ministered 
to his intenser gravity. He had 
made, as I have said, to create on 
the premises the baseless sense of 
a reprieve, his three absences; and 
the result of the third was to con- 
firm the after-effect of the second. 

On his return, that night — the 
night succeeding his last intermis- 
sion—he stood in the hall and 
looked up the staircase with a cer- 
tainty more intimate than any he 
had yet known. “He’s there, at the 


top, and waiting — not, as in gen- 
eral, falling back for disappear- 
ance. He’s holding his ground, and 


. it’s the first time — which is a proof, 


isn’t it? that something has hap- 
pened for him.” So Brydon argued 
with his hand on the banister and 
his foot on the lowest stair; in 
which position he felt as never be- 
fore the air chilled by his logic. He 
himself turned cold in it, for he 
seemed of a sudden to know 
what now was involved. “Harder 
pressed? — yes, he takes it in, with 
its thus making clear to him that 
I’ve come, as they say, ‘to stay.’ He 
finally doesn’t like and can’t bear 
it, in the sense, I mean, that his 
wrath, his menaced interest, now 
balances with his dread. I’ve hunt- 
ed him till he has ‘turned’: that, up 
there, is what has happened — he’s 
the fanged or the antlered animal 
brought at last to bay.” There 
came to him, as I say — but deter- 
mined by an influence beyond my 
notation! —the acuteness of this 
certainty; under which however 
the next moment he had broken 
into a sweat that he would as little 
have consented to attribute to fear 
as he would have dared immedi- 
ately to act upon it for enterprise. 
It marked none the less a prodi- 
gious thrill, a thrill that represent- 
ed sudden dismay, no doubt, but 
also represented, and with the self- 
same throb, the strangest, the most 
joyous, possibly the next minute al- 
most the proudest, duplication of 
consciousness. 

“He has been dodging, retreat- 
ing, hiding, but now, worked up 
to anger, he'll fight!” — this intense 
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impression made a single mouth- 
ful, as it were, of terror and ap- 
plause. But what was wondrous 
was that the applause, for the felt 
fact, was so eager, since, if it was 
his other self he was running to 
earth, this ineffable identity was 
thus in the last resort not unwor- 
thy of him. It bristled there — 
somewhere near at hand, however 
unseen still —as the hunted thing, 
even as the trodden worm of the 
adage must at last bristle; and 
Brydon at this instant tasted prob- 
ably of a sensation more complex 
than had ever before found itself 
consistent with sanity. It was as 
if it would have shamed him that 
a character so associated with his 
own should triumphantly succeed 
in just skulking, should to the end 
not risk the open; so that the 
drop of this danger was, on the 
spot, a great lift of the whole situ- 
ation. Yet with another rare shift 
of the same subtlety he was al- 
ready trying to measure by how 
much more he himself might now 
be in peril of fear; so rejoicing that 
he could, in another form, actively 
inspire that fear, and simultane- 
ously quaking for the form in 
which he might passively know it. 

The apprehension of knowing it 
must after a little have grown in 
him, and the strangest moment of 
his adventure perhaps, the most 
memorable or really most interest- 
ing, afterwards, of his crisis, was 
the lapse of certain instants of con- 
centrated conscious combat, the 
sense of a need to hold on to some- 
thing, even after the manner of a 
man slipping and slipping on some 


awful incline; the vivid impulse, 
above all, to move, to act, to 
charge, somehow and upon some- 
thing — to show himself, in a word, 
that he wasn’t afraid. The state-of 
“holding-on” was thus the state to 
which he was momentarily re- 
duced; if there had been anything, 
in the great vacancy, to seize, he 
would presently have been aware 
of having clutched it as he might 
under a shock at home have 
clutched the nearest chair-back. 
He had been surprised at any rate 
—of this he was aware—into 
something unprecedented since his 
original appropriation of the place; 
he had closed his eyes, held them 
tight, for a long minute, as with 
that instinct of dismay and that 
terror of vision. When he opened 
them the room, the other contigu- 
ous rooms, extraordinarily, seemed 
lighter—so light, almost, that at 
first he took the change for day. 
He stood firm, however that might 
be, just where he had paused; his 
resistance had helped him — it was 
as if there were something he had 
tided over. He knew after a little 
what this was — it had been in the 
imminent danger of flight. He had 
stiffened his will against going; 
without this he would have made 
for the stairs, and it seemed to him 
that, still with his eyes closed, he 
would have descended them, 
would have known how, straight 
and swiftly, to the bottom. 

Well, as he had held out, here 
he was—still at the top, among 
the more intricate upper rooms 
and with the gauntlet of the oth- 
ers, of all the rest of the house, 
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still to run when it should be his 
time to go. He would go at his 
time — only at his time: didn’t he 
go every night very much at the 
same hour? He took out his watch 
—there was light for that: it was 
scarcely a quarter past one, and he 
had never withdrawn so soon. He 
reached his lodgings for the most 
part at two—with his walk of a 
quarter of an hour. He would wait 
for the last quarter —he wouldn’t 
stir till then; and he kept his watch 
there with his eyes on it, reflecting 
while he held it that this deliberate 
wait, a wait with an effort, which 
he recognised, would serve per- 
fectly for the attestation he de- 
sired to make. It would prove his 
courage — unless indeed the latter 
might most be proved by his budg- 
ing at last from his place. What he 
mainly felt now was that, since he 
hadn’t originally scuttled, he had 
his dignities — which had never in 
his life seemed so many —all to 
preserve and to carry aloft. This 
was before him in truth as a phys- 
ical image, an image almost wor- 
thy of an age of greater romance. 
That remark indeed glimmered for 
him only to glow the next instant 
with a finer light; since what age 
of romance, after all, could have 
matched either the state of his 
mind or, “objectively,” as they 
said, the wonder of his situation? 
The only difference would have 
been that, brandishing his digni- 
ties over his head as in a parch- 
ment scroll, he might then — that 
is in the heroic time — have pro- 
ceeded downstairs with a drawn 
sword in his other grasp. 


At present, really, the light he 
had set down on the mantel of the 
next room would have to figure his 
sword; which utensil, in the course 
of a minute, he had taken the 
requisite number of steps to pos- 
sess himself of. The door between 
the rooms was open, and from the 
second another door opened to a 
third. These rooms, as he remem- 
bered, gave all three upon a com- 
mon corridor as well, but there was 
a fourth, beyond them, without is- 
sue save through the preceding. 
To have moved, to have heard his 
step again, was appreciably a help; 
though even in recognising this he 
lingered once more a little by the 
chimney-piece on which his light 
had rested. When he next moved, 
just hesitating where to turn, he 
found himself considering a cir- 
cumstance that, after his first and 
comparatively vague apprehension 
of it, produced in him the start 
that often attends some pang of 
recollection, the violent shock of 
having ceased happily to forget. 
He had come into sight of the door 
in which the brief chain of com- 
munication ended and which he 
now surveyed from the nearer 
threshold, the one not directly fac- 
ing it. Placed at some distance to 
the left of this point, it would have 
admitted him to the last room of 
the four, the room without other 
approach or egress, had it not, to 
his intimate conviction, been closed 
since his former visitation, the mat- 
ter probably of a quarter of an 
hour before. He stared with all his 
eyes at the wonder of the fact, ar- 
rested again where he stood and 
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again holding his breath while he 
sounded its sense. Surely it had 
been subsequently closed — that is 
it had been on his previous pas- 
sage indubitably open! 

He took it full in the face that 
something had happened between 
—that he couldn’t not have noticed 
before (by which he meant on his 
original tour of all the rooms that 
evening) that such a barrier had 
exceptionally presented itself. He 
had indeed since that moment un- 
dergone an agitation so extraordi- 
nary that it might have muddled 
for him any earlier view; and he 
tried to convince himself that he 
might perhaps then have gone into 
the room and, inadvertently, auto- 
matically, on coming out, have 
drawn the door after him. The dif- 
ficulty was that this exactly was 
what he never did; it was against 
his whole policy, as he might have 
said, the essence of which was to 
keep vistas clear. He had them 
from the first, as he was well 
aware, quite on the brain: the 
strange apparition, at the far end 
of one of them, of his baffled 
“prey” (which had become by so 
sharp an irony so little the term 
now to apply!) was the form of 
success his imagination had most 
cherished, projecting into it always 
a refinement of beauty. He had 
known fifty times the start of 
perception that had afterwards 
dropped; had fifty times gasped to 
himself “There!” under some fond 
brief hallucination. The house, as 
the case stood, admirably lent it- 
self; he might wonder at the taste, 
the native architecture of the par- 


ticular time, which could rejoice 
so in the multiplication of doors — 
the opposite extreme to the mod- 
ern, the actual almost complete 
proscription of them; but it had 
fairly contributed to provoke this 
obsession of the presence encoun- 
tered telescopically, as he might 
say, focussed and studied in di- 
minishing perspective and as by a 
rest for the elbow. 

It was with these considerations: 
that his present attention was 
charged — they perfectly availed to 
make what he saw portentous. He 
couldn't, by any lapse, have 
blocked that aperture; and if he 
hadn’t, if it was unthinkable, why 
what else was clear but that there 
had been another agent? Another 
agent? — he had been catching, as: 
he felt, a moment back, the very 
breath of him; but when had he 
been so close as in this simple, this: 
logical, this completely personal 
act? It was so logical, that is, that 
one might have taken it for per- 
sonal; yet for what did Brydon take 
it, he asked himself, while, softly 
panting, he felt his eyes almost 
leave their sockets. Ah this time at 
last they were, the two, the op- 
posed projections of him, in pres- 
ence; and this time, as much as 
one would, the question of dan- 
ger loomed. With it rose, as not 
before, the question of courage — 
for what he knew the blank face 
of the door to say to him was 
“Show us how much you have!” It 
stared, it glared back at him with 
that challenge; it put to him the 
two alternatives: should he just 
push it open or not? Oh to have 
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this consciousness was to think — 
and to think, Brydon knew, as he 
stood there, was, with the lapsing 
moments, not to have acted! Not 
to have acted — that was the mis- 
ery and the pang—was even still 
not to act; was in fact all to feel 
the thing in another, in a new and 
terrible way. How long did he 
pause and how long did he de- 
bate? There was presently nothing 
to measure it; for his vibration had 
already changed —as just by the 
effect of its intensity. Shut up 
there, at bay, defiant, and with 
the prodigy of the thing palpably 
proveably done, thus giving no- 
tice like some stark signboard — 
under that accession of accent the 
situation itself had turned; and 
Brydon at last remarkably made 
up his mind on what it had turned 
to. 

It had turned altogether to a 
different admonition; to a supreme 
hint, for him, of the value of Dis- 
cretion! This slowly dawned, no 
doubt — for it could take its time; 
so perfectly, on his threshold, had 
he been stayed, so little as yet had 
he either advanced or retreated. 
It was the strangest of all things 
that now when, by his taking ten 
steps and applying his hand to a 
latch, or even his shoulder and his 
knee, if necessary, to a panel, all 
the hunger of his prime need might 
have been met, his high curiosity 
crowned, his unrest assuaged — it 
was amazing, but it was also ex- 
quisite and rare, that insistence 
should have, at a touch, quite 
dropped from him. Discretion — 
he jumped at that; and yet not, 


verily, at such a pitch, because it 
saved his nerves or his skin, but 
because, much more valuably, it 
saved the situation. When I say he 
“jumped” at it I feel the conso- 
nance of this term with the fact 
that — at the end indeed of I know 
not how long — he did move again, 
he crossed straight to the door. He 
wouldn’t touch it —it seemed now 
that he might if he would: he 
would only just wait there a little, 
to show, to prove, that he wouldn’t. 
He had thus another station, close 
to the thin partition by which rev- 
elation was denied him; but with 
his eyes bent and his hands held 
off in a mere intensity of stillness. 
He listened as if there had been 
something to hear, but this atti- 
tude, while it lasted, was his own 
communication. “If you won’t then 
— good: I spare you and I give up. 
You affect me as by the appeal pos- 
itively for pity: you convince me 
that for reasons rigid and sublime 
—what do I know?—we both of 
us should have suffered. I respect 
them then, and, though moved 
and privileged as, I believe, it has 
never been given to man, I retire, 
I renounce — never, on my hon- 
our, to try again. So rest for ever 
—and let me!” 

That, for Brydon was the deep 
sense of this last demonstration — 
solemn, measured, directed, as he 
felt it to be. He brought it to a 
close, he turned away; and now 
verily he knew how deeply he had 
been stirred. He retraced his steps, 
taking up his candle, burnt, he ob- 
served, well-nigh to the socket, 
and marking again, lighten it as 
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he would, the distinctness of his 
footfall; after which, in a moment, 
he knew himself at the other side 
of the house. He did here what he 
had not yet done at these hours — 
he opened half a casement, one of 
those in the front, and let in the 
air of the night; a thing he would 
have taken at any time previous 
for a sharp rupture of his spell. 
His spell was broken now, and it 
didn’t matter — broken by his con- 
cession and his surrender, which 
made it idle henceforth that he 
should ever come back. The empty 
street —its other life so marked 
even by the great lamplit vacancy 
—was within call, within touch; 
he stayed there as to be in it again, 
high above it though he was still 
perched; he watched as for some 
comforting common fact, some vul- 
gar human note, the passage of a 
scavenger or a thief, some night- 
bird however base. He would have 
blessed that sign of life; he would 
have welcomed positively the slow 
approach of his friend the police- 
man, whom he had hitherto only 
sought to avoid, and was not sure 
that if the patrol had come into 
sight he mightn’t have felt the im- 
pulse to get into relation with it, to 
hail it, on some pretext, from his 
fourth floor. 

The pretext that wouldn’t have 
been too silly or too compromising, 
the explanation that would have 
saved his dignity and kept his 

‘name, in such a case, out of the 
papers, was not definite to him: he 
was so occupied with the thought 
of recording his Discretion — as an 
effect of the vow he had just ut- 


tered to his intimate adversary — 
that the importance of this loomed 
large and something had overtaken 
all ironically his sense of propor- 
tion. If there had been a ladder 
applied to the front of the house, 
even one of the vertiginous perpen- 
diculars employed by painters and 
roofers and sometimes left stand- 
ing overnight, he would have man- 
aged somehow, astride of the win- 
dow-sill, to compass by _ out- 
stretched leg and arm that mode 
of descent. If there had been some 
such uncanny thing as he had 
found in his room at hotels, a work- 
able fire-escape in the form of 
notched cable or a canvas shoot, 
he would have availed himself of 
it as a proof — well, of his present 
delicacy. He nursed that sentiment, 
as the question stood, a little in 
vain, and even —at the end of he 
scarce knew, once more, how long 
— found it, as by the action on his 
mind of the failure of response of 
the outer world, sinking back to 
vague anguish. It seemed to him 
he had waited an age for some stir 
of the great grim hush; the life of 
the town was itself under a spell 
—so unnaturally, up and down the 
whole prospect of known and rath- 
er ugly objects, the blankness and 
the silence lasted. Had they ever, 
he asked himself, the hard-faced 
houses, which had begun to look 
livid in the dim dawn, had they 
ever spoken so little to any need 
of his spirit? Great builded voids, 
great crowded stillnesses put on, 
often, in the heart of cities, for the 
small hours, a sort of sinister mask, 
and it was of this large collective 
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negation that Brydon presently be- 
came conscious — all the more that 
the break of day was, almost in- 
credibly, now at hand, proving to 
him what anight he had made of it. 

He looked again at his watch, 
saw what had become of his time- 
values (he had taken hours for 
minutes — not, as in other tense sit- 
uations, minutes for hours) and 
the strange air of the streets was 
but the weak, the sullen flush of a 
dawn in which everything was still 
locked up. His choked appeal from 
his own open window had been 
the sole note of life, and he could 
but break off at last as for a worse 
despair. Yet while so deeply de- 
moralised he was capable again of 
an impulse denoting — at least by 
his present measure — extraordi- 
nary resolution; of retracing his 
steps to the spot where he had 
turned cold with the extinction of 
his last pulse of doubt as to there 
being in the place another presence 
than his own. This required an ef- 
fort strong enough to sicken him; 
but he had his reason, which over- 
mastered for the moment every- 
thing else. There was the whole of 
the rest of the house to traverse, 
and how should he screw himself 
to that if the door he had seen 
closed were at present open? He 
could hold to the idea that the 
closing had practically been for 
him an act of mercy, a chance of- 
fered him to descend, depart, get 
off the ground and never again 
profane it. This conception held 
together, it worked; but what it 
meant for him depended now 
clearly on the amount of forbear- 


ance his recent action, or rather 
his recent inaction, had engen- 
dered. The image of the “pres- 
ence, whatever it was, waiting 
there for him to go—this image 
had not yet been so concrete for 
his nerves as when he stopped 
short of the point at which cer- 
tainty would have come to him. 
For, with all his resolution, or 
more exactly with all his dread, he 
did stop short — he hung back from 
really seeing. The risk was too 
great and his fear too definite: it 
took at this moment an awful spe- 
cific form. 

He knew — yes, as he had never 
known anything —that, should he 
see the door open, it would all too 
abjectly be the end of him. It 
would mean that the agent of his 
shame —for his shame was the 
deep abjection—was once more 
at large and in general possession; 
and what glared him thus in the 
face was the act that this would 
determine for him. It would send 
him straight about to the window 
he had left open, and by that win- 
dow, be long ladder and dangling 
rope as absent as they would, he 
saw himself uncontrollably in- 
sanely fatally take his way to the 
street. The hideous chance of this 
he at least could avert; but he 
could only avert it by recoiling in 
time from assurance. He had the 
whole house to deal with, this fact 
was still there; only he now knew 
that uncertainty alone could start 
him. He stole back from where he 
had checked himself — merely to 
do so was suddenly like safety — 
and, making blindly for the greater 
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staircase, left gaping rooms and 
sounding passages behind. Here 
was the top of the stairs, with a 
fine large dim descent and three 
spacious landings to mark off. His 
instinct was all for mildness, but 
his feet were harsh on the floors, 
and, strangely, when he had in a 
couple of minutes become aware 
of this, it counted somehow for 
help. He couldn’t have spoken, the 
tone of his voice would have scared 
him, and the common conceit or 
resource of “whistling in the dark” 
(whether literally or figuratively) 
have appeared basely vulgar; yet 
he liked none the less to hear him- 
self go, and when he had reached 
his first landing — taking it all with 
no rush, but quite steadily — that 
stage of success drew from him a 
gasp of relief. 

The house, withal, seemed im- 
mense, the scale of space again in- 
ordinate; the open rooms, to no 
one of which his eyes deflected, 
gloomed in their shuttered state 
like mouths of caverns; only the 
high skylight that formed the 
crown of the deep well created for 
him a medium in which he could 
advance, but which might have 
been, for queerness of colour, some 
watery under-world. He tried to 
think of something noble, as that 
his property was really grand, a 
splendid possession; but this noble- 
ness took the form too of the clear 
delight with which he was finally 
to sacrifice it. They might come in 
now, the builders, the destroyers 
—they might come as soon as they 
would. At the end of two flights he 
had dropped to another zone, and 


from the middle of the third, with 
only one more left, he recognised 
the influence of the lower win- 
dows, of half-drawn blinds, of the 
occasional gleam of street-lamps, 
of the glazed spaces of the vesti- 
bule. This was the bottom of the 
sea, which showed an illumination 
of its own and which he even saw 
paved — when at a given moment 
he drew up to sink a long look 
over the banisters — with the mar- 
ble squares of his childhood. By 
that time indubitably he felt, as 
he might have said in a commoner 
cause, better; it had allowed him 
to stop and draw breath, and the 
ease increased with the sight of 
the old black-and-white slabs. But 
what he most felt was that now 
surely, with the element of im- 
punity pulling him as by hard firm 
hands, the case was settled for 
what he might have seen above 
had he dared that last look. The 
closed door, blessedly remote now, 
was still closed — and he had only 
in short to reach that of the house. 

He came down further, he 
crossed the passage forming the 
access to the last flight; and if , 
here again he stopped an instant it 
was almost for the sharpness of 
the thrill of assured escape. It 
made him shut his eyes — which 
opened again to the straight slope 
of the remainder of the stairs. Here 
was impunity still, but impunity al- 
most excessive; inasmuch as the 
side-lights and the high fan-tracery 
of the entrance were glimmering 
straight into the hall; an appear- 
ance produced, he the next instant 
saw, by the fact that the vestibule 
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gaped wide, that the hinged halves 
of the inner door had been thrown 
far back. Out of that again the 
question sprang at him, making his 
eyes, as he felt, half-start from his 
head, as they had done, at the top 
of the house, before the sign of the 


other door. If he had left that one- 


open, hadn’t he left this one closed, 
and wasn’t he now in most imme- 
diate presence of some inconceiv- 
able occult activity? It was as 
sharp, the question, as a knife in 
his side, but the answer hung fire 
still and seemed to lose itself in 
the vague darkness to which the 
thin admitted dawn, glimmering 
archwise over the whole outer 
door, made a semicircular margin, 
a cold silvery nimbus that seemed 
to play a little as he looked —to 
shift and expand and contract. 

It was as if there had been 
something within it, protected by 
indistinctness and corresponding 
in extent with the opaque surface 
behind, the painted panels of the 
last barrier to his escape, of which 
the key was in his pocket. The in- 
distincmess mocked him _ even 
while he stared, affected him as 
somehow shrouding or challenging 
certitude, so that after faltering an 
instant on his step he let himself 
go with the sense that here was at 
last something to meet, to touch, 
to take, to know —something all 
unnatural and dreadful, but to ad- 
vance upon which was the condi- 
tion for him either of liberation or 
of supreme defeat. The penumbra, 
dense and dark, was the virtual 
screen of a figure which stood in 
it as still as some image erect in a 


niche or as some black-vizored sen- 
tinel guarding a treasure. Brydon 
was to know afterwards, was to re- 
call and make out, the particular 
thing he had believed during the 
rest of his descent. He saw, in its 
great grey glimmering margin, the 
central vagueness diminish, and he 
felt it to be taking the very form 
toward which, for so many days, 
the passion of his curiosity had 
yearned. It gloomed, it loomed, it 
was something, it was somebody, 
the prodigy of a personal presence. 

Rigid and conscious, spectral 
yet human, a man of his own sub- 
stance and stature waited there to 
measure nimself with his power to 
dismay. This only could it be— 
this only till he recognised, with 
his advance, that what made the 
face dim was the pair of raised 
hands that covered it and in which, 
so far from being offered in defi- 
ance, it was buried as for dark 
deprecation. So Brydon, before 
him, took him in; with every fact 
of him now, in the higher light, 
hard and acute —his planted still- 
ness, his vivid truth, his grizzled 
bent head and white masking 
hands, his queer actuality of eve- 
ning-dress, of dangling double eye- 
glass, of gleaming silk lappet and 
white linen, of pearl button and 
gold watch-guard and_ polished 
shoe. No portrait by a great mod- 
ern master could have presented 
him with more intensity, thrust 
him out of his frame with more 
art, as if there had been “treat- 
ment,” of the consummate sort, in 
his every shade and salience. The 
revulsion, for our friend, had be- 
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come, before he knew it, immense 
—this drop, in the act of appre- 
hension, to the sense of his adver- 


sary’s inscrutable manceuvre. That 


meaning at least, while he gaped, 
it offered him; for he could but 
gape at his other self in this other 
anguish, gape as a proof that he, 
standing there for the achieved, 
the enjoyed, the triumphant life, 
couldn’t be faced in his triumph. 
Wasn’t the proof in the splendid 
covering hands, strong and com- 
pletely spread? —so spread and so 
intentional that, in spite of a spe- 
cial verity that surpassed every 
other, the fact that one of these 
hands had lost two fingers, which 
were reduced to stumps, as if acci- 
dentally shot away, the face was 
effectually guarded and saved. 
“Saved,” though, would it be? 
— Brydon breathed his wonder till 
the very impunity of his attitude 
and the very insistence of his eyes 
produced, as he felt, a sudden stir 
which showed the next instant as 
a deeper portent, while the head 
raised itself, the betrayal of a brav- 
er purpose. The hands, as he 
looked, began to move, to open; 
then, as if deciding in a flash, 
dropped from the face and left it 
uncovered and presented. Horror, 
with the sight, had leaped into 
Brydon’s throat, gasping there in 
a sound he couldn’t utter; for the 
bared identity was too hideous as 
his, and his glare was the passion 
of his protest. The face, that face, 
Spencer Brydon’s? — he searched it 
still, but looking away from it in 
dismay and denial, falling straight 
from his height of sublimity. It was 


unknown, inconceivable, awful, 
disconnected from any _possibil- 
ity —! He had been “sold,” he in- 
wardly moaned, stalking such 
game as this: the presence before 
him was a presence, the horror 
within him a horror, but the waste 
of his nights had been only gro- 
tesque and the success of his ad- 
venture an irony. Such an identity 
fitted his at no point, made its al- 
ternative monstrous. A thousand 
times yes, as it came upon him 
nearer now —the face was the face 
of a stranger. It came upon him 
nearer now, quite as one of those 
expanding fantastic images pro- 
jected by the magic lantern of 
childhood; for the stranger, who- 
ever he might be, evil, odious, bla- 
tant, vulgar, had advanced as for 
aggression, and he knew himself 
give ground. Then harder pressed 
still, sick with the force of his 
shock, and falling back as under 
the hot breath and the roused pas- 
sion of a life larger than his own, 
a rage of personality before which 
his own collapsed, he felt the 
whole vision turn to darkness and 
his very feet give way. His head 
went round; he was going; he had 
gone. 
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Wuart had next brought him back, 
clearly — though after how long? 
—was Mrs. Muldoon’s voice, com- 
ing to him from quite near, from 
so near that he seemed presently 
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to see her as kneeling on the 
ground before him while he lay 
looking up at her; himself not 
wholly on the ground, but half- 
raised and upheld — conscious, yes, 
of tenderness of support and, more 
particularly, of a head pillowed in 
extraordinary softness and fainly 
refreshing fragrance. He consid- 
ered, he wondered, his wit but 
half at his service; then another 
face intervened, bending more di- 
rectly over him, and he finally 
knew that Alice Staverton had 
made her lap an ample and perfect 


cushion to him, and that she had 


to this end seated herself on the 
lowest degree of the staircase, the 
rest of his long person remaining 
stretched on his old black-and- 
white slabs. They were cold, these 
marble squares of his youth; but 
he somehow was not, in this rich 
return of consciousness — the most 
wonderful hour, little by little, 
that he had ever known, leaving 
him, as it did, so gratefully, so 
abysmally passive, and yet as with 
a treasure of intelligence waiting 
all round him for quiet appropria- 
tion; dissolved, he might call it, in 
the air of the place and producing 
the golden glow of a late autumn 
afternoon. He had come back, yes 
—come back from further away 
than any man but himself had ever 
travelled; but it was strange how 
with this sense what he had come 
back to seemed really the great 
thing, and as if his prodigious jour- 
ney had been all for the sake of it. 
Slowly but surely his conscious- 
ness grew, his vision of his state 
thus completing itself: he had been 


miraculously carried back — lifted 
and carefully borne as from where 
he had been picked up, the utter- 
most end of an interminable grey 
passage. Even with this he was suf- 
fered to rest, and what had now 
brought him to knowledge was the 
break in the long mild motion. 

It had brought him to knowl- 
edge, to knowledge — yes, this was 
the beauty of his state; which came 
to resemble more and more that of 
a man who has gone to sleep on 
some news of a- great inheritance, 
and then, after dreaming it away, 
after profaning it with matters 
strange to it, has waked up again 
to serenity of certitude and has 
only to lie and watch it grow. This 
was the drift of his patience — that 
he had only to let it shine on him. 
He must moreover, with intermis- 
sions, still have been lifted and 
borne; since why and how else 
should he have known himself, 
later on, with the afternoon glow 
intenser, no longer at the foot of 
his stairs — situated as these now 
seemed at that dark other end of 
his tunnel—but on a deep win- 
dow-bench of his high saloon, over 
which had been spread, couch- 
fashion, a mantle of soft stuff lined 
with grey fur that was familiar to 
his eyes and that one of his hands 
kept fondly feeling as for its pledge 
of truth. Mrs. Muldoon’s face had 
gone, but the other, the second he 
had recognised, hung over him in 
a way that showed how he was 
still propped and pillowed. He 
took it all in, and the more he took 
it the more it seemed to suffice: he 
was as much at peace as if he had 


816 


The Jolly Corner 


had food and drink. It was the two 
women who had found him, on 
Mrs. Muldoon’s having plied, at 
her usual hour, her latch-key — 
and on her having above all ar- 
rived while Miss Staverton still 
lingered near the house. She had 
been turning away, all anxiety, 
from worrying the vain bell-handle 
—her calculation having been of 
the hour of the good woman’s visit; 
but the latter, blessedly, had come 
up while she was still there, and 
they had entered together. He had 
then lain, beyond the vestibule, 
very much as he was lying now — 
quite, that is, as he appeared to 
have fallen, but all so wondrously 
without bruise or gash; only in a 
depth of stupor. What he most 
took in, however, at present, with 
the steadier clearance, was that 
Alice Staverton had for a long un- 
speakable moment not doubted he 
was dead. 

“It must have been that I was.” 

He made it out as she held him. 
“Yes—I can only have died. You 
brought me literally to life. Only,” 
he wondered, his eyes rising to 
her, “only, in the name of all the 
benedictions, how?” 
_ It took her but an instant to 
bend her face and kiss him, and 
something in the manner of it, and 
in the way her hands clasped and 
locked his head while he felt the 
cool charity and virtue of her lips, 
something in all this beatitude 
somehow answered _ everything. 
“And now I keep you,” she said. 

“Oh keep me, keep me!” he 
pleaded while her face still hung 
over him: in response to which it 


dropped again and stayed close, 
clingingly close. It was the seal of 
their situation — of which he tasted 
the impress for a long blissful mo- 
ment in silence. But he came back. 
“Yet how did you know — P” 

“I was uneasy. You were to 
have come, you remember — and 
you had sent no word.” 

“Yes, I remember—I was to 
have gone to you at one to-day.” 
It caught on to their “old” life and 
relation — which were so near and 
so far. “I was still out there in my 
strange darkness— where was it, 
what was it? I must have stayed 
there so long.” He could but won- 
der at the depth and the duration 
of his swoon. 

“Since last night?” she asked 
with a shade of fear for her pos- 
sible indiscretion. 

“Since this morning—it must 
have been: the cold dim dawn of 
to-day. Where have I been,” he 
vaguely wailed, “where have I 
been?” He felt her hold him close, 
and it was as if this helped him 
now to make in all security his mild 
moan. “What a long dark day!” 

All in her tenderness she had 
waited a moment. “In the cold dim 
dawn?” she quavered. 

But he had already gone on 
piecing together the parts of the 
whole prodigy. “As I didn’t turn 
up you came straight — P” 

She barely cast about. “I went 
first to your hotel—where they 
told me of your absence. You had 
dined out last evening and hadn’t 
been back since. But they ap- 
peared to know you had been at 
your club.” 
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“So you had the idea of this — ?” 

“Of what?” she asked in a mo- 
ment. 

“Well — of what has happened.” 

“I believed at least you'd have 
been here. I’ve known, all along,” 
she said, “that you’ve been com- 
ing.” 

““Known’ it — P” 

“Well, I’ve believed it. I aad 
nothing to you after that talk we 
had a month ago— but I felt sure. 
I knew you would,” she declared. 

“That I'd persist, you mean?” 

“That you’d seen him.” 

“Ah but I didn’t!” cried Brydon 
with his long wail. “There’s some- 
body—an awful beast; whom I 
brought, too horribly, to bay. But 
it’s not me.” 

At this she bent over him again, 
and her eyes were in his eyes. “No 
—it’s not you.” And it was as if, 
while her face hovered, he might 
have made out in it, hadn’t it been 
so near, some particular meaning 
blurred by a smile. “No, thank 
heaven,” she repeated —“it’s not 
you! Of course it wasn’t to have 
been.” 

“Ah but it was,” he gently in- 
sisted. And he stared before him 
now as he had been staring for so 
many weeks. “I was to have known 


myself.” 
“You couldn’t!” she returned 
consolingly. And then reverting, 


and as if to account further for 
what she had herself done, “But it 
wasn't only that, that you hadn’t 
been at home,” she went on. “I 
waited till the hour at which we 
had found Mrs. Muldoon that day 
of my going with you; and she ar- 


rived, as I’ve told you, while, fail- 
ing to bring any one to the door, 
I lingered in my despair on the 
steps. After a little, if she hadn't 
come, by such a mercy, I should 
have found means to hunt her up. 
But it wasn’t,” said Alice Staver- 
ton, as if once more with her fine 
intention — “it wasn’t only that.” 

His eyes, as he lay, turned back 
to her. “What more then?” 

She met it, the wonder she had 
stirred. “In the cold dim dawn, 
you say? Well, in the cold dim 
dawn of this morning I too saw 
you.” 

“Saw me—?” 

“Saw him,” said Alice Staver- 
ton. “It must have been at the 
same moment.” 

He lay an instant taking it in 
—as if he wished to be quite rea- 
sonable. “At the same moment?” 

“Yes—in my dream again, the 
same one I’ve named to you. He 
came back to me. Then I knew it 
for a sign. He had come to you.” 

At this Brydon raised himself; 
he had to see her better. She helped 
him when she understood his 
movement, and he sat up, steady- 
ing himself beside her there on 
the window-bench and with his 
right hand grasping her left. “He 
didn’t come to me.” 

“You came to yourself,’ she 
beautifully smiled. 

“Ah I’ve come to myself now — 
thanks to you, dearest. But this 
brute, with his awful face — this 
brute’s a black stranger. He’s none 
of me, even as I might have been,” 
Brydon sturdily declared. 

But she kept the clearness that 
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was like the breath of infallibility. 
“Tsn’t the whole point that you’d 
have been different?” 

He almost scowled for it. “As 
different as that — >” 

Her look again was more beau- 
tiful to him than the things of this 
world. “Haven’t you exactly wanted 
to know how different? So this 
morning,” she said, “you appeared 
to me.” 

“Like him?” 

“A black stranger!” 

“Then how did you know it was 
Ip” 

“Because, as I told you weeks 
ago, my mind, my imagination, had 
worked so over what you might, 
what you mightn’t have been — to 
show you, you see, how I’ve 
thought of you. In the midst of 
that, you came to me—that my 
wonder might be answered. So I 
knew,” she went on; “and believed 
that, since the question held you 
too so fast, as you told me that 
day, you too would see for your- 
self. And when this morning I 
again saw I knew it would be be- 
cause you had—and also then, 
from the first moment, because you 
somehow wanted me. He seemed 
to tell me of that. So why,” she 
strangely smiled, “shouldn’t I like 
him?” 

It brought Spencer Brydon to 
his feet. “You ‘like’ that horror — ?” 

“I could have liked him. And to 
me,” she said, “he was no horror. 
I had accepted him.” 

““Accepted’—?” Brydon oddly 
sounded. 


“Before, for the interest of his 
difference — yes. And as I didn’t 
disown him, as I knew him— 
which you at last, confronted with 
him in his difference, so cruelly 
didn’t, my dear—well, he must 
have been, you see, less dreadful 
to me. And it may have pleased 
him that I pitied him.” 

She was beside him on her feet, 
but still holding his hand — still 
with her arm supporting him. But 
though it all brought for him thus 
a dim light, “You ‘pitied’ him?” he 
grudgingly, resentfully asked. 

“He has been unhappy, he has 
been ravaged,” she said. 

“And haven’t I been unhappy? 
Am not I—you’ve only to look at 
me! — ravaged?” 

“Ah I don’t say I like him bet- 
ter,” she granted after a thought. 
“But he’s grim, he’s worn— and 
things have happened to him. He 
doesn’t make shift, for sight, with 
your charming monocle.” 

“No” —it struck Brydon: “T 
couldn’t have sported mine “down- 
town. They'd have guyed me 
there.” 

“His great convex pince-nez — I 
saw it, I recognised the kind — is 
for his poor ruined sight. And his 
poor right hand —!” 

“Ah!” Brydon winced — whether 
for his proved identity or for his 
lost fingers. Then, “He has a mil- 
lion a year,” he lucidly added. “But 
he hasn’t you.” 

“And he isn’t—no, he isn’t— 
you!” she murmured as he drew 
her to his breast. 
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THREE times within a quarter of 
an hour — shifting the while his 
posture on his chair of contempla- 
tion — had he looked at his watch 
as for its final sharp hint that he 
should decide, that he should get 
up. His seat was one of a group 
fairly sequestered, unoccupied save 
for his own presence, and from 
where he lingered he looked off at 
a stretch of lawn freshened by re- 
cent April showers and on which 
sundry small children were at play. 
The trees, the. shrubs, the plants, 
every stem and twig just ruffled as 
by the first touch of the light finger 
of the relenting year, struck him 
as standing still in the blest hope 
of more of the same caress; the 
quarter about him held its breath 
after the fashion of the child who 
waits with the rigour of an open 
mouth and shut eyes for the prom- 
ised sensible effect of his having 
been good. So, in the windless, 
sun-warmed air of the beautiful 
afternoon, the Park of the winter’s 
end had struck White-Mason as 
waiting; even New York, under 
such an impression, was “good,” 
good enough—for him; its very 
sounds were faint, were almost 
sweet, as they reached him from 


so seemingly far beyond the wood- 
ed horizon that formed the re- 
moter limit of his large shallow 
glade. The tones of the frolic in- 
fants ceased to be nondescript and 
harsh — were in fact almost as fresh 
and decent as the frilled and puck- 
ered and ribboned garb of the lit- 
tle girls, which had always a way, 
in those parts, of so portentously 
flaunting the daughters of the 
strange native — that is of the over- 
whelming alien — populace at him. 

Not that these things in partic- 
ular were his matter of meditation 
now; he had wanted, at the end of 
his walk, to sit apart a little and 
think — and had been doing that 
for twenty minutes, even though as 
yet to no break in the charm of 
procrastination. But he had looked 
without seeing and listened with- 
out hearing: all that had been pos- 
itive for him was that he hadn’t 
failed vaguely to feel. He had felt 
in the first place, and he continued 
to feel—yes, at forty-eight quite 
as much as at any point of the 
supposed reign of younger intensi- 
ties—the great spirit of the air, 
the fine sense of the season, the 
supreme appeal of Nature, he 
might have said, to his time of life; 
quite as if she, easy, indulgent, in- 
different, cynical Power, were of- 
fering him the last chance it would 
rest with his wit or his blood to 
embrace. Then with that he had 
been entertaining, to the point and 
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with the prolonged consequence 
of accepted immobilization, the 
certitude that if he did call on 
Mrs. Worthingham and find her at 
home he couldn’t in justice to him- 
self not put to her the question 
that had lapsed the other time, the 
last time, through the irritating and 
persistent, even if accidental, pres- 
ence of others. What friends she 
had —the people who so stupidly, 
so wantonly stuck! If they should, 
he and she, come to an understand- 
ing, that would presumably have 
to include certain members of her 
singularly ill-composed circle, in 
whom it was incredible to him that 
he should ever take an interest. 
This defeat, to do himself justice 
—he had bent rather predomi- 
nantly on that, you see; ideal jus- 
tice to her, with her possible con- 
ception of what it should consist 
of, being another and quite a dif- 
ferent matter—he had had the 
fact of the Sunday afternoon to 


thank for; she didn’t “keep” that | 


day for him, since they hadn’t, up 
to now, quite begun to cultivate 
the appointment or assignation 
founded on explicit sacrifices. He 
might at any rate look to find this 
pleasant practical Wednesday — 
should he indeed, at his actual 


rate, stay it before it ebbed — 
more liberally and_ intendingly 
given him. 


The sound he at last most wit- 
tingly distinguished in his nook 
was the single deep note of half- 
past five borne to him from some 
high-perched public clock. He fi- 
nally got up with the sense that 
the time from then on ought at 


least to be felt as sacred to him. 
At this juncture it was — while he 
stood there shaking his garments, 
settling his hat, his necktie, his 
shirt-cuffs, fixing the high polish of 
his fine shoes as if for some reflec- 
tion in it of his straight and spare 
and grizzled, his refined and 
trimmed and dressed, his altogeth- 
er distinguished person, that of a 
gentleman abundantly settled, but 
of a bachelor markedly nervous — 
at this crisis it was, doubtless, that 
he at once most measured and least 
resented his predicament. If he 
should go he would almost to a cer- 
tainty find her, and if he should 
find her he would almost to a cer- 
tainty come to the poirit. He 
wouldn’t put it off again—there 
was that high consideration for 
him of justice at least to himself. 
He had never yet denied himself 
anything so apparently fraught 
with possibilities as the idea of 
proposing to Mrs. Worthingham — 
never yet, in other words, denied 
himself anything he had so dis- 
tinctly wanted to do; and the re- 
sults of that wisdom had remained 
for him precisely the precious parts 
of experience. Counting only the 
offers of his honourable hand, these 
had been on three remembered oc- 
casions at least the consequence of 
an impulse as sharp and a self-re- 
spect as reasoned; a self-respect 
that hadn’t in the least suffered, 
moreover, from the failure of each 
appeal. He had been met in the 
three cases—the only ones he at 
all compared with his present case 
—by the frank confession that he 
didn’t somehow, charming as he 
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was, cause himself to be supersti- 
tiously believed in; and the lapse 
of life, afterward, had cleared up 
many doubts. . 

It wouldn’t have done, he even- 
tually, he lucidly saw, each time 
he had been refused; and the can- 
dour of his nature was such that 
he could live to think of these very 
passages as a proof of how right 
he had been—right, that is, to 
have put himself forward always, 
by the happiest instinct, only in 
impossible conditions. He had the 
happy consciousness of having ex- 
posed the important question to 
the crucial test, and of having es- 
caped, by that persistent logic, a 
grave mistake. What better proof 
of his escape than the fact that he 
was now free to renew the all-in- 
teresting inquiry, and should be 
exactly, about to do so in different 
and better conditions? The condi- 
tions were better by as much more 
—as much more of his career and 
character, of his situation, his rep- 
utation he could even have called 
it, of his knowledge of life, of his 
somewhat extended means, of his 
possibly augmented charm, of his 
certainly improved mind and tem- 
per — as was involved in the actual 
impending settlement. Once he had 
got into motion, once he had 
crossed the Park and passed out of 
it, entering, with very little space 
to traverse, one of the short new 
streets that abutted on its east side, 
his step became that of a man 
young enough to find confidence, 
quite to find felicity, in the sense, 
in almost any sense, of action. He 
could still enjoy almost anything, 


absolutely an unpleasant thing, in 
default of a better, that might still 
remind him he wasn’t so old. The 
standing newness of everything 
about him would, it was true, have 
weakened this cheer by too much 
presuming on it; Mrs. Worthing- 
ham’s house, before which he 
stopped, had that gloss of new 
money, that glare of a piece fresh 
from the mint and ringing for the 
first time on any counter, which 
seems to claim for it, in any trans- 
action, something more than the 
“face” value. 

This could but be yet more the 
case for the impression of the ob- 
server introduced and committed. 
On our friend’s part I mean, after 
his admission and while still in the 
hall, the sense of the general shin- 
ing immediacy, of the still un- 
hushed clamour of the shock, was 
perhaps stronger than he had ever 
known it. That broke out from ev- 
ery corner as the high pitch of in- 


terest, and with a candour that — 


no, certainly—he had never seen 
equalled; every particular expen- 
sive object shrieking at him in its 
artless pride that it had just “come 
home.” He met the whole vision 
with something of the grimace pro- 
duced on persons without goggles 
by the passage from a shelter to a 
blinding light; and if he had —by 
a perfectly possible chance — been. 
“snap-shotted” on the spot, would 
have struck you as showing for his 
first tribute to the temple of Mrs. 
Worthingham’s charming presence 
a. scowl almost of anguish. He 
wasn't constitutionally, it may at 
once be explained for him, a gog- 
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gled person; and he was con- 
demned, in New York, to this fre- 
quent violence of transition — hav- 
ing to reckon with it whenever he 
went out, as who should say, from 
himself. The high pitch of interest, 
to his taste, was the pitch of his- 
tory, the pitch of acquired and 
earned suggestion, the pitch of as- 
sociation, in a word; so that he 
lived by preference, incontestably, 
if not in a rich gloom, which would 
have been beyond his means and 
spirits, at least amid objects and 
images that confessed to the tone 
of time. 

He had ever felt that an indis- 
pensable presence —with a need 
of it moreover that interfered at no 
point with his gentle habit, not to 
say his subtle art, of drawing out 
what was left him of his youth, of 
thinly and thriftily spreading the 
rest of that choicest jam-pot of the 
cupboard of consciousness over the 
remainder of a slice of life still 
possibly thick enough to bear it; 
or in other words of moving the 
melancholy limits, the significant 
signs, constantly a little further on, 
very much as property-marks or 
staked boundaries are sometimes 
stealthily shifted at night. He pos- 
itively cherished in fact, as against 
the too inveterate gesture of dis- 
tressfully guarding his eyeballs — 
so many New York aspects seemed 
to keep him at it—an ideal of ad- 
justed appreciation, of courageous 
curiosity, of fairly letting the world 
about him, a world of constant 
breathless renewals and merciless 
substitutions, make its flaring as- 
sault on its own inordinate terms. 


Newness was value in the piece — 
for the acquisitor, or at least some- 
times might be, even though the 
act of “blowing” hard, the act 
marking a heated freshness of ar- 
rival, or other form of irruption, 
could never minister to the peace 
of those already and long on the 
field; and this if only because ma- 
turer tone was after all most ap- 
preciable and most consoling when 
one staggered back to it, wounded, 
bleeding, blinded, from the riot of 
the raw — or, to put the whole ex- 
perience more prettily, no doubt, 
from excesses of light. 
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Ir he went in, however, with 
something of his more or less in- 
evitable scowl, there were really, 
at the moment, two rather valid 
reasons for screened observation; 
the first of these being that the 
whole place seemed to reflect as 
never before the lustre of Mrs. 
Worthingham’s own polished and 
prosperous little person — to smile, 
it struck him, with her smile, to 
twinkle not only with the gleam of 
her lovely teeth, but with that of 
all her rings and brooches and ban- 
gles and other gewgaws, to curl 
and spasmodically cluster as in em- 
ulation of her charming complicat- 
ed yellow tresses, to surround the 
most animated of pink-and-white, 
of ruffled and ribboned, of frilled 
and festooned Dresden china shep- 
herdesses with exactly the right 
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system of rococo curves and con- 
volutions and other flourishes, a 
perfect bower of painted and gild- 
ed and moulded conceits. The sec- 
ond ground of this immediate im- 
pression of scenic extravagance, 
almost as if the curtain rose for 
him to the first act of some small 
and expensively mounted comic 
opera, was that she hadn’t, after 
all, awaited him in fond singleness, 
but had again just a trifle inconsid- 
erately exposed him to the draw- 
back of having to reckon, for 
whatever design he might amiably 
entertain, with the presence of a 
third and quite superfluous person, 
a small black insignificant but none 
the less oppressive stranger. It was 
odd how, on the instant, the little 
lady engaged with her did affect 
him as comparatively black — very 
much as if that had absolutely, in 
such a medium, to be the graceless 
appearance of any item not posi- 
tively of some fresh shade of a 
light colour or of some pretty pre- 
tension to a charming twist. Any 
witness of their meeting, his host- 
ess should surely have felt, would 
have been a false note in the whole 
rosy glow; but what note so false 
as that of the dingy little presence 
that she might actually, by a re- 
finement of her perhaps always too 
visible study of effect, have pro- 
vided as a positive contrast or foil? 
whose name and_ intervention, 
moreover, she appeared to be no 
more moved to mention and ac- 
count for than she might have 
been to “present”—whether as 
stretched at her feet or erect upon 
disciplined haunches — some shag- 


gy old domesticated terrier or 
poodle. 

Extraordinarily, after he had 
been in the room five minutes —a 
space of time during which his 
fellow-visitor had neither budged 
nor uttered a sound — he had made 
Mrs. Worthingham out as all at 
once perfectly pleased to see him, 
completely aware of what he had 
most in mind, and singularly se- 
rene in face of his sense of their 
impediment. It was as if for all the 
world she didn’t take it for one, 
the immobility, to say nothing of 
the seeming equanimity, of their 
tactless companion; at whom 
meanwhile indeed our friend him- 
self, after his first ruffled percep- 
tion, no more adventured a look 
than if advised by his constitu- 
tional kindness that to notice her 
in any degree would perforce be 
ungraciously to glower. He talked 
after a fashion with the woman as 
to whose power to please and 
amuse and serve him, as to whose 
really quite organised and indicat- 
ed fitness for lighting up his au- 
tumn afternoon of life his convic- 
tion had lately strained itself so 
clear; but he was all the while 
carrying on an intenser exchange 
with his own spirit and trying to 
read into the charming creature’s 
behaviour, as he could only call it, 
some confirmation of his theory 
that she also had her inward flut- 
ter and anxiously counted on him. 
He found support, happily for the 
conviction just named, in the idea, 
at no moment as yet really repug- 
nant to him, the idea bound up in 
fact with the finer essence of her 
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appeal, that she had her own vi- 
sion too of her quality and her 
price, and that the last appearance 
she would have liked to bristle 
with was that of being forewarned 
and eager. 

He had, if he came to think of 
it, scarce definitely warned her, 
and he probably wouldn’t have 
taken to her so consciously in the 
first instance without an appreci- 
ative sense that, as she was a little 
person of twenty superficial graces, 
so she was also a little person with 
her secret pride. She might just 
have planted her mangy lion — not 
to say her muzzled house-dog— 
there in his path as a symbol that 
she wasn’t cheap and easy; which 
would be a thing he couldn’t pos- 
sibly wish his future wife to have 
shown herself in advance, even if 
to him alone. That she could make 
him put himself such questions 
was precisely part of the attach- 
ing play of her iridescent surface, 
the shimmering interfusion of her 
various aspects; that of her youth 
with her independence —her pe- 
-cuniary perhaps in particular, that 
of her vivacity with her beauty, 
that of her facility above all with 
her odd novelty; the high moder- 
nity, as people appeared to have 
come to call it, that made her so 
much more “knowing” in some di- 
rections than even he, man of the 
world as he certainly was, could 
pretend to be, though all on a 
basis of the most unconscious and 
instinctive and luxurious assump- 
tion. She was “up” to everything, 
aware of everything — if one count- 
ed from a short enough time back 


(from week before last, say, and as 
if quantities of history had burst 
upon the world within the fort- 
night); she was likewise surprised 
at nothing, and in that direction 
one might reckon as far ahead as 
the rest of her lifetime, or at any 
rate as the rest of his, which was 
all that would concern him: it was 
as if the suitability of the future to 
her personal and rather pampered 
tastes was what she most took for 
granted, so that he could see her, 
for all her Dresden-china shoes and 
her flutter of wondrous befrilled 
contemporary skirts, skip by the 
side of the coming age as over the 
floor of a ball-room, keeping step 
with its monstrous stride and pre- 
pared for every figure of the dance. 

Her outlook took form to him 
suddenly as a great square sunny 
window that hung in assured fash- 
ion over the immensity of life. 
There rose toward it as from a vast 
swarming plaza a high tide of emo- 
tion and sound; yet it was at the 
same time as if even while he 
looked her light gemmed hand, 
flashing on him in addition to those 
other things the perfect polish of 
the prettiest pink finger-nails in 
the world, had touched a spring, 
the most ingenious of recent de- 
vices for instant ease, which 
dropped half across the scene a 
soft-coloured mechanical blind, a 
fluttered, fringed awning of charm- 
ingly toned silk, such as would 
make a bath of cool shade for the 
favoured friend leaning with her 
there — that is for the happy cou- 
ple itself—on the balcony. The 
great view would be the prospect 
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and privilege of the very state he 
coveted — since didn’t he covet it? 
—the state of being so securely at 
her side; while the wash of pri- 
vacy, as one might count it, the 
broad fine brush dipped into clear 
umber and passed, full and wet, 
straight across the strong scheme 
of colour, would represent the se- 
curity itself, all the uplifted inner 
elegance, the condition, so ideal, 
of being shut out from nothing and 
yet of having, so gaily and breezily 
aloft, none of the burden or worry 
of anything. Thus, as I say, for our 
friend, the place itself, while his 
vivid impression lasted, porten- 
tously opened and spread, and 
what was before him took, to his 
vision, though indeed at so other 
a crisis, the form of the “glim- 
mering square” of the poet; yet, 
for a still more remarkable fact, 
with an incongruous object usurp- 
ing at a given instant the privi- 
lege of the frame and seeming, 
even as he looked, to block the 
view. 

The incongruous object was a 
woman’s head, crowned with a lit- 
tle sparsely feathered black hat, an 
ornament quite unlike those the 
women mostly noticed by White- 
Mason were now “wearing,” and 
that grew and grew, that came 
nearer and nearer, while it met his 
eyes, after the manner of images 
in the kinematograph. It had pres- 
ently loomed so large that he saw 
nothing else — not only among the 
things at a considerable distance, 
the things Mrs. Worthingham 
would eventually, yet unmistak- 
ably, introduce him to, but among 


those of this lady’s various attri- 
butes and appurtenances as to 
which he had been in the very act 
of cultivating his consciousness. It 
was in the course of another min- 
ute the most extraordinary thing 
in the world: everything had al- 
tered, dropped, darkened, disap- 
peared; his imagination had spread 
its wings only to feel them flop all 
grotesquely at its sides as he rec- 
ognised in his hostess’s quiet com- 
panion, the oppressive alien who 
hadn’t indeed interfered with his 
fanciful flight, though she had pre- 
vented his immediate declaration 
and brought about the thud, not 
to say the felt violent shock, of his 
fall to earth, the perfectly plain 
identity of Cornelia Rasch. It was 
she who had remained there at at- 
tention; it was she their compan- 
ion hadn’t introduced; it was she 
he had forborne to face with his 
fear of incivility. He stared at her 
—everything else went. 

“Why it has been you all this 
time?” 

Miss Rasch fairly turned pale. “I 
was waiting to see if you'd know 
me.” 

“Ah, my dear Cornelia” —he 
came straight out with it —“rath- 
er!” 

“Well, it isn’t,” she returned 
with a quick change to red now, 
“from having taken much time to 
look at me!” 

She smiled, she even laughed, 
but he could see how she had felt 
his unconsciousness, poor thing; 
the acquaintance, quite the friend 
of his youth, as she had been, the 
associate of his childhood, of his 
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early manhood, of his middle age 
in fact, up to a few years back, not 
more than ten at the most; the as- 
sociate too of so many of his asso- 
ciates and of almost all of his re- 
lations, those of the other time, 
those who had mainly gone for 
ever; the person in short whose 
noted disappearance, though it 
might have seemed final, had been 
only of recent seasons. She was 
present again now, all unexpected- 
ly — he had heard of her having at 
last, left alone after successive 
deaths and with scant resources, 
sought economic salvation in Eu- 
rope, the promised land of Ameri- 
can thrift — she was present at this 
almost ancient and this oddly unas- 
sertive little rotund figure whom 
one seemed no more obliged to ad- 
dress than if she had been a black 
satin ottoman “treated” with but- 
tons and gimp; a class of object as 
to which the policy of blindness 
was imperative. He felt the need 
of some explanatory plea, and be- 
fore he could think had uttered 
one at Mrs. Worthingham’s ex- 
pense. “Why, you see we weren't 
introduced —— !” 

“No—but I didn’t suppose I 
should have to be named to you.” 

“Well, my dear woman, you 
haven't — do me that justice!” He 
could at least make this point. “I 
felt all the while —!” However, it 
would have taken him long to say 
what he had been feeling; and he 
was aware now of the pretty pro- 
jected light of Mrs. Worthingham’s 
wonder. She looked as if, out for a 
walk with her, he had put her to 
the inconvenience of his stopping 


to speak to a strange woman in the 
street. 

“I never supposed you knew 
her!” — it was to him his hostess 
excused herself. 

This made Miss Rasch spring 
up, distinctly flushed, distinctly 
strange to behold, but not vulgarly 
nettled — Cornelia was incapable 
of that; only rather funnily bridling 
and laughing, only showing that 
this was all she had waited for, 
only saying just the right thing, 
the thing she could make so clearly 
a jest. “Of course if you had you'd 
have presented him.” 

Mrs. Worthingham looked while 
answering at White-Mason. “I 
didn’t want you to go — which you 
see you do as soon as he speaks to 
you. But I never dreamed —— !” 

“That there was anything be- 
tween us? Ah, there are no end of 
things!” He, on his side, though 
addressing the younger and pret- 
tier woman, looked at his fellow- 


' guest; to whom he even continued: 


“When did you get back? May I 
come and see you the very first 
thing?” 

Cornelia gasped and wriggled — 
she practically giggled; she had 
lost every atom of her little old, 
her little young, though always un- 
accountable prettiness, which used 
to peep so, on the bare chance of 
a shot, from behind indefensible 
features, that it almost made 
watching her a form of sport. He 
had heard vaguely of her, it came 
back to him (for there had been 
no letters; their later acquaintance, 
thank goodness, hadn’t involved 
that) as experimenting, for econ- 
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omy, and then as settling, to the 
same rather dismal end, some- 
where in England, at one of those 
intensely English places, St. Leon- 
ards, Cheltenham, Bognor, Daw- 
lish — which, awfully, was it? — 
and she now affected him for all 
the world as some small squirming, 
exclaiming, genteelly conversing 
old maid of a type vaguely associ- 
ated with the three-volume novels 
he used to feed on (besides his so 
often encountering it in “real life,”) 
during a far-away stay of his own 
at Brighton. Odder than any ele- 
ment of his ex-gossip’s identity it- 
self, however, was the fact that she 
somehow, with it all, rejoiced his 
sight. Indeed the supreme oddity 
was that the manner of her reply 
to his request for leave to call 
should have absolutely charmed 
his attention. She didn’t look at 
him; she only, from under her 
frumpy, crapy, curiously exotic hat, 
and with her good little near-sight- 
ed insinuating glare, expressed to 
Mrs. Worthingham, while she an- 
swered him, wonderful arch 
things, the overdone things of a 
shy woman. “Yes, you may call — 
but only when this dear lovely 
lady has done with you!” The mo- 
ment after which she had gone. 
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Forry minutes later he was taking 
his way back from the queer mis- 
carriage of his adventure; taking 
it, with no conscious positive fe- 


licity, through the very spaces that 
had witnessed shortly before the 
considerable serenity of his assur- 
ance. He had said to himself then, 
or had as good as said it, that, 
since he might do perfectly as he 
liked, it couldn’t fail for him that 
he must soon retrace those steps, 
humming, to all intents, the first 
bars of a wedding-march; so beau- 
tifully had it cleared up that he 
was “going to like” letting Mrs. 
Worthingham accept him. He was 
to have hummed no wedding- 
march, as it seemed to be turning 
out —he had none, up to now, to 
hum; and yet, extraordinarily, it 
wasn’t in the least because she had 


‘refused him. Why then hadn’t he 


liked as much as he had intended 
to like it putting the pleasant act, 
the act of not refusing him, in her 
power? Could it all have come. 
from the awkward minute of his 
failure to decide sharply, on Cor- 
nelia’s departure, whether or no 
he would attend her to the door? 
He hadn’t decided at all—what 
the deuce had been in him? — but 
had danced to and fro in the room, 
thinking better of each impulse 
and then thinking worse. He had 
hesitated like an ass erect on ab- 
surd hind legs between two bun- 
dles of hay; the upshot of which 
must have been his giving the 
falsest impression. In what way 
that was to be for an instant con- 
sidered had their common past 
committed him to crapy Corne- 
liaP He repudiated with a whack 
on the gravel any ghost of an ob- 
ligation. 

What he could get rid of with 
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scanter success, unfortunately, was 
the peculiar sharpness of his sense 
that, though mystified by his vis- 
ible flurry — and yet not mystified 
enough for a sympathetic ques- 
tion either — his hostess had been, 
on the whole, even more frankly 
diverted: which was precisely an 
example of that newest, freshest, 
finest freedom in her, the air and 
the candour of assuming, not 
“heartlessly,” not viciously, not 
even very consciously, but with a 
bright pampered confidence which 
would probably end by affecting 
one’s nerves as the most imperti- 
nent stroke in the world, that ev- 
ery blest thing coming up for her 
in any connection was somehow 
matter for her general recreation. 
There she was again with the inno- 
cent egotism, the gilded and over- 
flowing anarchism, really, of her 
doubtless quite unwitting but none 
the less rabid modern note. Her 
grace of ease was perfect, but it 
was all grace of ease, not a single 
shred of it grace of uncertainty or 
of difficulty — which meant, when 
you came to see, that, for its happy 
working, not a grain of provision 
was left by it to mere manners. 
This was clearly going to be the 
music of the future —that if peo- 
ple were but rich enough and fur- 
ished enough and fed enough, ex- 
ercised and sanitated and mani- 
cured and generally advised and 
advertised and made “knowing” 
enough, avertis enough, as the term 
appeared to be nowadays in Paris, 
all they had to do for civility was 
to take the amused ironic view of 
those who might be less initiated. 


In his time, when he was young or 
even when he was only but a lit- 
tle less middle-aged, the best man- 
ners had been the best kindness, 
and the best kindness had mostly 
been some art of not insisting on 
one’s luxurious differences, of con- 
cealing rather, for common hu- 
manity, if not for common de- 
cency, a part at least of the in- 
tensity or the ferocity with which 
one might be “in the know.” 

Oh, the “know” — Mrs. Worth- 
ingham was in it, all instinctively, 
inevitably, and as a matter of 
course, up to her eyes; which 
didn’t, however, the least little bit 
prevent her being as ignorant as 
a fish of everything that really and 
intimately and fundamentally con- 
cerned him, poor dear old White- 
Mason. She didn’t, in the first 
place, so much as know who he 
was— by which he meant know 
who and what it was to be a 
White-Mason, even a poor and a 
dear and old one, “anyway.” That 
indeed — he did her perfect justice 
—was of the very essence of the 
newness and freshness and beau- 
tiful, brave, social irresponsibility 
by which she had originally daz- 
zled him: just exactly that circum- 
stance of her having no instinct 
for any old quality or quantity or 
identity, a single historic or social 
value, as he might say, of the New 
York of his already almost leg- 
endary past; and that additional 
one of his, on his side, having, so 
far as this went, cultivated blank- 
ness, cultivated positive prudence, 
as to her own personal background 
—the vagueness, at the best, with 
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which all honest gentlefolk, the 
New Yorkers of his approved stock 
and conservative generation, were 
content, as for the most part they 
were indubitably wise, to surround 
the origins and antecedents and 
queer unimaginable early influ- 
ences of persons swimming into 
their ken from those parts of the 
country that quite necessarily and 
naturally figured to their view as 
“God-forsaken” and generally im- 
possible. 

The few scattered surviving rep- 
resentatives of a society once 
“good”— rari nantes in gurgite 
vasto —were liable, at the pass 
things had come to, to meet, and 
even amid old shades once sacred, 
or what was left of such, every 
form of social impossibility, and, 
more irresistibly still, to find these 
apparitions often carry themselves 
(often at least in the case of the 
women) with a wondrous wild gal- 
lantry, equally imperturbable and 
inimitable, the sort of thing that 
reached its maximum in Mrs. 
Worthingham. Beyond that who 
ever wanted to look up their an- 
nals, to reconstruct their steps and 
stages, to dot their i’s in fine, or 
to “go behind” anything that was 
theirs? One wouldn’t do that for 
the world—a rudimentary discre- 
tion forbade it; and yet this check 
from elementary undiscussable 
taste quite consorted with a due 
respect for them, or at any rate 
with a due respect for oneself in 
connection with them; as was just 
exemplified in what would be his 
own, what would be poor dear old 


White-Mason’s, insurmountable a- 
version to having, on any pretext, 
the doubtless very queer spectre 
of the late Mr. Worthingham pre- 
sented to him. No question had he 
asked, or would he ever ask, should 
his life — that is should the success 
of his courtship — even intimately 
depend on it, either about that ob- 
scure agent of his mistress’s actual 
affluence or about the happy head- 
spring itself, and the apparently 
copious tributaries, of the golden 
stream. 

From all which marked anoma- 
lies, at any rate, what was the 
moral to draw? He dropped into a 


‘Park chair again with that ques- 


tion, he lost himself in the wonder 
of why he had come away with his 
homage so very much unpaid. Yet 
it didn’t seem at all, actually, as if 
he could say or conclude, as if he 
could do anything but keep on wor- 
rying — just in conformity with his 
being a person who, whether or no 
familiar with the need to make his 
conduct square with his conscience 
and his taste, was never wholly ex- 
empt from that of making his taste 
and his conscience square with his 
conduct. To this latter occupation 
he further abandoned himself, and 
it didn’t release him from his sec- 
ond brooding session till the sweet 
spring sunset had begun to gather 
and he had more or less cleared up, 
in the deepening dusk, the effec- 
tive relation between the various 
parts of his ridiculously agitating 
experience. There were vital facts 
he seemed thus to catch, to seize, 
with a nervous hand, and the twi- 
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light helping, by their vaguely 
whisked tails; unquiet truths that 
swarmed out after the fashion of 
creatures bold only at eventide, 
creatures that hovered and circled, 
that verily brushed his nose, in 
spite of their shyness. Yes, he had 
practically just sat on with his “mis- 
tress” —heaven save the mark! — 
as if not to come to the point; as 
if it had absolutely come up that 
there would be something rather 
vulgar and awful in doing so. The 
whole stretch of his stay after Cor- 
nelia’s withdrawal had been con- 
sumed by his almost ostentatiously 
treating himself to the opportunity 
of which he was to make nothing. 
It was as if he had sat and watched 
himself — that came back to him: 
Shall I now or sha’n’t I? Will I 
now or won't IP “Say within the 
next three minutes, say by a quar- 
ter past six, or by twenty minutes 
past, at the furthest— always if 
nothing more comes up to pre- 
vent.” 

What had already come up to 
prevent was, in the strangest and 
drollest, or at least in the most pre- 
posterous, way in the world, that 
not Cornelia’s presence, but her 
very absence, with its distraction 
of his thoughts, the thoughts that 
lumbered after her, had made the 
difference; and without his being 
the least able to tell why and how. 
He put it to himself after a fash- 
ion by the image that, this dis- 
traction once created, his working 
round to his hostess again, his re- 
verting to the matter of his er- 
rand, began suddenly to represent 


a return from so far. That was sim- 
ply all—or rather a little less than 
all; for something else had contrib- 
uted, “I never dreamed you knew 
her,” and “I never dreamed you 
did,” were inevitably what had 
been exchanged between them — 
supplemented by Mrs. Worthing- 
ham’s mere scrap of an explana- 
tion: “Oh yes — to the small extent 
you see. Two years ago in Switzer- 
land when I was at a high place 
for an ‘aftercure,’ during twenty 
days of incessant rain, she was the 
only person in an hotel full of roar- 
ing, gorging, smoking Germans 
with whom I could have a word 
of talk. She and I were the only 
speakers of English, and were 
thrown together like castaways on 
a desert island and in a raging 
storm. She was ill besides, and she 
had no maid, and mine looked 
after her, and she was very grate- 
ful— writing to me later on and 
saying she should certainly come 
to see me if she ever returned to 
New York. She has returned, you 
see — and there she was, poor lit- 
tle creature!” Such was Mrs. 
Worthingham’s tribute —to which 
even his asking her if Miss Rasch 
had ever happened to speak of 
him caused her practically to add 
nothing. Visibly she had never 
thought again of any one Miss 
Rasch had spoken of or anything 
Miss Rasch had said; right as she 
was, naturally, about her being a 
little clever queer creature. This 
was perfectly true, and yet it was 
probably — by being all she could 
dream of about her—what had 
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paralysed his proper gallantry. Its 
effect had been not in what it sim- 
ply stated, but in what, under his 
secretly disintegrating criticism, it 
almost luridly symbolised. 

He had quitted his seat in the 
Louis Quinze drawing-room with- 
out having, as he would have de- 
scribed it, done anything but give 
the lady of the scene a superior 
chance not to betray a defeated 
hope — not, that is, to fail of the 
famous “pride” mostly supposed to 
prop even the most infatuated 
women at such junctures; by 
which chance, to do her justice, 
she had thoroughly seemed to prof- 
it. But he finally rose from his later 
station with a feeling of better suc- 
cess. He had by a happy turn of 
his hand got hold of the most pre- 
cious, the least obscure of the flit- 
ting, circling things that brushed 
his ears. What he wanted — as jus- 
tifying for him a little further con- 
sideration — was there before him 
from the moment he could put it 
that Mrs. Worthingham had no 
data. He almost hugged that word 
—it suddenly came to mean so 
much to him. No data, he felt, for 
a conception of the sort of thing 
the New York of “his time” had 
been in his personal life — the New 
York so unexpectedly, so vividly 
and, as he might say, so perversely 
called back to all his senses by its 
identity with that of poor Cornel- 
ia’s time: since even she had had 
a time, small show as it was likely 
to make now, and his time and 
hers had been the same. Cornelia 
figured to him while he walked 


away as, by contrast and opposi- 
tion,. a massive little bundle of 
data; his impatience to go to see 
her sharpened as he thought of 
this: so certainly should he find 
out that wherever he might touch 
her, with a gentle though firm 
pressure, he would, as the fond 
visitor of old houses taps and fin- 
gers a disfeatured, overpapered 
wall with the conviction of a 
wainscot-edge beneath, recognise 
some small extrusion of history. 





999999299999999909900999999999029900990999999299909 


COOOOCOCOE 
DOOOOOOD 


3 
$ 
8 
3 
: 
| 
8 
g 
3 
7 





THERE would have been a wonder 
for us meanwhile in his continued 
use, as it were, of his happy for- 
mula— brought out to Cornelia 
Rasch within ten minutes, or per- 
haps only within twenty, of his 
having settled into the quite com- 
fortable chair that, two days later, 
she indicated to him by her fire- 
side. He had arrived at her ad- 
dress through the fortunate chance 
of his having noticed her card, as 
he went out, deposited, in the good 
old New York fashion, on one of 
the rococo tables of Mrs. Worth- 
ingham’s hall. His eye had been 
caught by the pencilled indication 
that was to affect him, the next in- 
stant, as fairly placed there for his 
sake. This had really been his luck, 
for he shouldn’t have liked to 
write to Mrs. Worthingham for 
guidance — that he felt, though too 
impatient just now to analyze the 
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reluctance. There was. nobody else 
he could have approached for a 
clue, and with this reflection he 
was already aware of how it testi- 
fied to their rare little position, his 
and Cornelia’s— position as con- 
scious, ironic, pathetic survivors to- 
gether of a dead and buried society 
—that there would have been, in 
all the town, under such stress, 
not a member of their old circle 
left to turn to. Mrs. Worthingham 
had practically, even if acciden- 
tally, helped him to knowledge; 
the last nail in the coffin of the 
poor dear extinct past had been 
planted for him by his having thus 
to reach his antique contemporary 
through perforation of the newest 
newness. The note of this particu- 
lar recognition was in fact the 
more prescribed to him that the 
ground of Cornelia’s return to a 
scene swept so bare of the asso- 
ciational charm was certainly in- 
conspicuous. What had she then 
come back for?—he had asked 
himself that; with the effect of de- 
ciding that it probably would have 
been, a little, to “look after” her 
remnant of property. Perhaps she 
had come to save what little might 
still remain of that shrivelled in- 
terest; perhaps she had been, by 
those who took care of it for her, 
further dwindled and despoiled, 
so that she wished to get at the 
facts. Perhaps on the other hand — 
it was a more cheerful chance — 
her investments, decently admin- 
istered, were making larger re- 
turns, so that the rigorous thrift of 
Bognor could be finally relaxed. 


He had little to learn about the 
attraction of Europe, and rather 
expected that in the event of his 
union with Mrs. Worthingham he 
should find himself pleading for it 
with the competence of one more 
in the “know” about Paris and 
Rome, about Venice and Florence, 
than even she could be. He could 
have lived on in his New York, 
that is in the sentimental, the spir- 
itual, the more or less romantic 
visitation of it; but had it been 
positive for him that he could live 
on in hers?—unless indeed the 
possibility of this had been just 
(like the famous vertige de abime, 
like the solicitation of danger, or 
otherwise of the dreadful) the very 
hinge of his whole dream. How- 
ever that might be, his curiosity 
was occupied rather with the con- 
ceivable hinge of poor Cornelia’s: 
it was perhaps thinkable that even 
Mrs. Worthingham’s New York, 
once it should have become possi- 
ble again at all, might have put 
forth to this lone exile a plea that 
wouldn’t be in the chords of Bog- 
nor. For himself, after all, too, the 
attraction had been much more of 
the Europe over which one might 
move at one’s ease, and which 
therefore could but cost, and cost 
much, right and left, than of the 
Europe adapted to scrimping. He 
saw himself on the whole scrimp- 
ing with more zest even in Mrs. 
Worthingham’s New York than 
under the inspiration of Bognor. 
Apart from which it was yet again 
odd, not to say perceptibly pleas- 
ing to him, to note where the em- 
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phasis of his interest fell in this 
fumble of fancy over such felt op- 
positions as the new, the latest, the 
luridest power of money and the 
ancient reserves and moderations 
and mediocrities. These last struck 
him as showing by contrast the 
old brown surface and tone as of 
velvet rubbed and worn, shabby, 
and even a bit dingy, but all soft 
and subtle and_ still velvety — 
which meant still dignified; where- 
as the angular facts of current fi- 
nance were as harsh and metallic 
and bewildering as some stacked 
“exhibit” of ugly patented inven- 
tions, things his medieval mind 
forbade his taking in. He had for 
instance the sense of knowing the 
pleasant little old Rasch fortune — 
pleasant as far as it went; blurred 
memories and impressions of what 
it had been and what it hadn’t, of 
how it had grown and how lan- 
guished and how melted; they 
came back to him and put on such 
vividness that he could almost 
have figured himself testify for 
them before a bland and encour- 
aging Board. The idea of taking 
the field in any manner on the sub- 
ject of Mrs. Worthingham’s re- 
sources would have affected him 
on the other hand as an odious or- 
deal, some glare of embarrassment 
and exposure in a circle of hard 
unhelpful attention, of converging, 
derisive, unsuggestive eyes. 

In Cornelia’s small and quite 
cynically modern flat—the house 
had a grotesque name, “The Gains- 
borough,” but at least wasn’t an 
awful boarding-house, as he had 


feared, and she could receive him 
quite honourably, which was so 
much to the good — he would have 
been ready to use at once to her 
the greatest freedom of friendly 
allusion: “Have you still your old 
‘family interest’ in those two hous- 
es in Seventh Avenue? —one of 
which was next to a corner gro- 
cery, don’t you know? and was oc- 
cupied as to its lower part by a 
candy-shop where the proportion 
of the stock of suspectedly stale 
popcorn to that of rarer and stick- 
ier joys betrayed perhaps a mod- 
est capital on the part of your fa- 
ther’s, your grandfather’s, or who- 
ever’s tenant, but out of which I 
nevertheless remember once to 
have come as out of a bath of 
sweets, with my very garments, 
and even the separate hairs of my 
head, glued together. The other of 
the pair, a tobacconist’s, further 
down, had before it a wonderful 
huge Indian who thrust out wood- 
en cigars at an indifferent world — 
you could buy candy cigars too, at 
the popcorn shop, and I greatly 
preferred them to the wooden; I 
remember well how I used to gape 
in fascination at the Indian and 
wonder if the last of the Mohicans 
was like him; besides admiring so 
the resources of a family whose 
‘property’ was in such forms. I 
haven’t been round there lately — 
we must go round together; but 
don’t tell me the forms have ut- 
terly perished!” It was after that 
fashion he might easily have been 
moved, and with almost no transi- 
tion, to break out to Cornelia — 
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quite as if taking up some old talk, 
some old community of gossip, just 
where they had left it; even with 
the consciousness perhaps of over- 
doing a little, of putting at its max- 
imum, for the present harmony, re- 
covery, recapture (what should 
he call it?) the pitch and quan- 
tity of what the past had held for 
them. 

He didn’t in fact, no doubt, dart 
straight off to Seventh Avenue, 
there being too many other old 
things and much nearer and long 
subsequent; the point was only 
that for everything they spoke of 
after he had fairly begun to lean 
back and stretch his legs, and after 
she had let him, above all, light 
the first of a succession of cigar- 
ettes —for everything they spoke 
of he positively cultivated extrava- 
gance and excess, piling up the 
crackling twigs as on the very al- 
tar of memory; and that by the end 
of half an hour she had lent her- 
self, all gallantly, to their game. It 
was the game of feeding the beau- 
tiful iridescent flame, ruddy and 
green and gold, blue and pink and 
amber and silver, with anything 
they could pick up, anything that 
would burn and flicker. Thick- 
strown with such gleanings the 
occasion seemed indeed, in spite 
of the truth that they perhaps 
wouldn’t have proved, under 
cross-examination, to have rubbed 
shoulders in the other life so very 
hard. Casual contacts, qualified 
communities enough, there had 
doubtless been, but not particular 
“passages,” nothing that counted, 


as he might think of it, for their 
“very own” together, for nobody’s 
else at all. These shades of historic 
exactitude didn’t signify; the more 
and the less that there had been 
made perfect terms—and just by 
his being there and by her rejoic- 
ing in it— with their present need 
to have had all their past could be 
made to appear to have given 
them. It was to this tune they pro- 
ceeded, the least little bit as if they 
knowingly pretended—he giving 
her the example and setting her 
the pace of it, and she, poor dear, 
after a first inevitable shyness, an 
uncertainty of wonder, a breath- 
lessness of courage, falling into 
step and going whatever length he 
would, 

She showed herself ready for it, 
grasping gladly at the perception 
of what he must mean; and if she 
didn’t immediately and completely 
fall in—not in the first half-hour, 
not even in the three or four oth- 
ers that his visit, even whenever 
he consulted his watch, still made 
nothing of—she yet understood 
enough as soon as she understood 
that, if their finer economy hadn’t 
so beautifully served, he might 
have been conveying this, that, 
and the other incoherent and easy 
thing by the comparatively clumsy 
method of sound and statement. 
“No, I never made love to you; it 
would in fact have been absurd, 
and I don’t care—though I al- 
most know, in the sense of almost 
remembering! — who did and who 
didn’t; but you were always about, 
and so was I, and, little as you 
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may yourself care who I did it to, 
I dare say you remember (in the 
sense of having known of it!) any 
old appearances that told. But we 
can’t afford at this time of day not 
to help each other to have had — 
well, everything there was, since 
there’s no more of it now, nor any 
way of coming by it except so; and 
therefore let us make together, let 
us make over and recreate, our lost 
world; for which we have after all 
and at the worst such a lot of ma- 
terial. You were in particular my 
poor dear sisters’ friend — they 
thought you the funniest little 
brown thing possible; so isn’t that 
again to the good? You were mine 
only to the extent that you were so 
much in and out of the house — as 
how much, if we come to that, 
wasn’t one in and out, south of 
Thirtieth Street and north of Wash- 
ington Square, in those days, those 
spacious, sociable, Arcadian days, 
that we flattered ourselves we filled 
with the modern fever, but that 
were so different from any of these 
arrangements of pretended hourly 
Time that dash themselves forever 
to pieces as from the fiftieth floors 
of sky-scrapers.” 

This was the kind of thing that 
was in the air, whether he said it 
or not, and that could hang there 
even with such quite other things 
as more crudely came out; came 
in spite of its being perhaps calcu- 
lated to strike us that these last 
would have been rather and most 
the unspoken and the indirect. They 
were Cornelia’s contribution, and 
as soon as she had begun to talk 
of Mrs. Worthingham—he didn’t 


begin it!—they had taken their 
place bravely in the centre of the 
circle. There they made, the while, 
their considerable little figure, but 
all within the ring formed by fifty 
other allusions, fitful but really in- 
tenser irruptions that hovered and 
wavered and came and went, join- 
ing hands at moments and whirl- 
ing round as in chorus, only then 
again to dash at the slightly hud- 
dled centre with a free twitch or 
peck or push or other taken lib- 
erty, after the fashion of irregular 
frolic motions in a country dance 
or a Christmas game. 

“You're so in love with her and 
want to marry her!”—she said it 
all sympathetically and yearningly, 
poor crapy Cornelia; as if it were 
to be quite taken for granted that 
she knew all about it. And then 
when he had asked how she knew 
— why she took so informed a tone 
about it; all on the wonder of her 
seeming so much more “in” it just 
at that hour than he himself quite 
felt he could figure for: “Ah, how 
but from the dear lovely thing her- 
self? Don’t you suppose she knows 
te 

“Oh, she absolutely ‘knows’ it, 
does she?” —he fairly heard him- 
self ask that; and with the oddest 
sense at once of sharply wanting 
the certitude and yet of seeing the 
question, of hearing himself say 
the words, through several thick- 
nesses of some wrong medium. He 
came back to it from a distance; as 
he would have had to come back 
(this was again vivid to him) 
should he have got round again to 
his ripe intention three days be- 
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fore —after his now present but 
then absent friend, that is, had left 
him planted before his now absent 
but then present one for the pur- 
pose. “Do you mean she—at all 
confidently! — expects?” he went 
on, not much minding if it couldn’t 
but sound foolish; the time being 
given it for him meanwhile by the 
sigh, the wondering gasp, all 
charged with the unutterable, that 
the tone of his appeal set in mo- 
tion. He saw his companion look 
at him, but it might have been 
with the eyes of thirty years ago; 
when —very likely!—he had put 
her some such question about some 
girl long since dead. Dimly at first, 
then more distinctly, didn’t it surge 
back on him for the very strange- 
ness that there had been some 
such passage as this between them 
—yes, about Mary Cardew! —in 
the autumn of ’68? 

“Why, don’t you realise your 
situation?” Miss Rasch struck him 
as quite beautifully wailing — 
above all to such an effect of deep 
interest, that is, on her own part 
and in him. 

“My situation?” — he echoed, he 
considered; but reminded afresh, 
by the note of the detached, the 
far-projected in it, of what he had 
last remembered of his sentient 
state on his once taking ether at 
the dentist’s. 

“Yours and hers—the situation 
of her adoring you. I suppose you 
at least know it,” Cornelia smiled. 

Yes, it was like the other time 
and yet it wasn’t. She was like — 
poor Cornelia was— everything 
that used to be; that somehow was 


most definite to him. Still he could 
quite reply “Do you call it—her 
adoring me — my situation?” 

“Well, it’s a part of yours, surely 
—if you're in love with her.” 

“Am I, ridiculous old person! in 
love with her?” White-Mason 
asked. 

“I may be a ridiculous old per- 
son,” Cornelia returned — “and, for 
that matter, of course I am! But 
she’s young and lovely and rich 
and clever: so what could be more: 
natural?” 

“Oh, I was applying that oppro- 
brious epithet — !” He didn’t finish, 
though he meant he had applied 
it to himself. He had got up from 
his seat; he turned about and, tak- 
ing in, as his eyes also roamed, 
several objects in the room, serene 
and sturdy, not a bit cheap-looking, 
little old New York objects of ’68, 
he made, with an inner art, as if 
to recognise them — made so, that 
is, for himself; had quite the sense 
for the moment of asking them, of 
imploring them, to recognise him, 
to be for him things of his own 
past. Which they truly were, he 
could have the next instant cried 
out; for it meant that if three or 
four of them, small sallow carte- 
de-visite photographs, faithfully 
framed but spectrally faded, hadn’t 
in every particular, frames and bal- 
loon skirts and false “property” 
balustrades of unimaginable ter- 
races and all, the tone of time, the 
secret for warding and easing off 
the perpetual imminent ache of 
one’s protective scowl, one would 
verily but have to let the scowl 
stiffen, or to take up seriously the 
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question of blue goggles, during 
what might remain of life. 
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Wuart he actually took up from 
a little old Twelfth-Street table 
that piously preserved the plain 
mahogany circle, with never a curl 
nor a crook nor a hint of a brazen 
flourish, what he paused there a 
moment for commerce with, his 
‘back presented to crapy Cornelia, 
who sat taking that view of him, 
during this opportunity, very pro- 
trusively and frankly and fondly, 
was one of the wasted mementos 
just mentioned, over which he both 
uttered and suppressed a small 
comprehensive cry. He stood there 
another minute to look at it, and 
when he turned about still kept it 
in his hand, only holding it now a 
little behind him. “You must have 
come back to stay — with all your 
beautiful things. What else does it 
mean?” 

“Beautiful?” his old friend 
commented with her brow all 
wrinkled and her lips thrust out in 
expressive dispraise. They might 
at that rate have been scarce more 
beautiful than she herself. “Oh, 
don’t talk so— after Mrs. Worth- 
ingham’s! They're wonderful, if 
you will: such things, such things! 
But one’s own poor relics and odds 
and ends are one’s own at least; 
and one has — yes — come back to 
them. They’re all I have in the 
world to come back to. They were 


stored, and what I was paying — !” 
Miss Rasch wofully added. 

He had possession of the small 
old picture; he hovered there; he 
put his eyes again to it intently; 
then again held it a little behind 
him as if it might have been 
snatched away or the very feel of 
it, pressed against him, was good 
to his palm. “Mrs. Worthingham’s 
things? You think them beautiful?” 

Cornelia did now, if ever, show 
an odd face. “Why certainly pro- 
digious, or whatever. Isn’t that 
conceded?” 

“No doubt every horror, at the 
pass we've come to, is conceded. 
That’s just what I complain of.” 

“Do you complain?” — she drew 
it out as for surprise: she couldn’t 
have imagined such a thing. 

“To me her things are awful. 
They’re the newest of the new.” 

“Ah, but the old forms!” 

“Those are the most blatant. I 
mean the swaggering reproduc- 
tions.” 

“Oh but,” she pleaded, “we can’t 
all be really old.” 

“No, we can’t, Cornelia. But you 
can—!” said White-Mason with 
the frankest appreciation. 

She looked up at him from where 
she sat as he could imagine her 
looking up at the curate at Bognor. 
“Thank you, sir! If that’s all you 
want —— |” 

“It is,” he said, “all I want — or 
almost.” 

“Then no wonder such a crea- 
ture as that,” she lightly moralised, 
“won't suit you!” 

He bent upon her, for all the 
weight of his question, his smooth- 
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est stare. “You hold she certainly 
won't suit me?” 

“Why, what can I tell about, it? 
Haven’t you by this time found 
out?” 

“No, but I think I’m finding.” 
With which he began again to ex- 
plore. 

Miss Rasch immensely won- 
dered. “You mean you don’t ex- 
pect to come to an understanding 
with her?” And then as even to 
this straight challenge he made at 
first no answer: “Do you mean you 
give it up?” 

He waited some instants more, 
but not meeting her eyes— only 
looking again about the room. 
“What do you think of my chance?” 

“Oh,” his companion cried, 
“what has what I think to do with 
itP How can IJ think anything but 
that she must like you?” 

“Yes—of course. But 
much?” 

“Then don’t you really know?” 
Cornelia asked. 

He kept up his walk, oddly pre- 
occupied and still not looking at 
her. “Do you, my dear?” 

She waited a little. “If you 
haven’t really put it to her I don’t 
suppose she knows.” 

This at last arrested him again. 
“My dear Cornelia, she doesn’t 
know —— !” 

He had paused as for the des- 
perate tone, or at least the large 
emphasis of it, so that she took 
him up. “The more reason then to 
help her to find it out.” 

“I mean,” he explained, “that 
she doesn’t know anything.” 

“Anything?” 


how 


“Anything else, I mean — even if 
she does know that.” 

Cornelia considered of it. “But 
what else need she — in particular 
—know? Isn’t that the principal 
thing?” 

“Well’?— and he resumed his 
circuit — “she doesn’t know any- 
thing that we know. But nothing.” 
he re-emphasised — “nothing what- 
ever!” 

“Well, 
that?” 

“Evidently she can—and evi- 
dently she does, beautifully. But 
the question is whether I can!” 

He had paused once more with 
his point—but she glared, poor 
Cornelia, with her wonder. “Surely 
if you know for yourself —— |” 

“Ah, it doesn’t seem enough for 
me to know for myself! One wants 
a woman,” he argued — but still, 
in his prolonged tour, quite with- 
out his scowl —“to know for one, 
to know with one. That’s what 
you do now,” he candidly put to 
her. 

It made her again gape. “Do you 
mean you want to marry me?” 

He was so full of what he did 
mean, however, that he failed even 
to notice it. “She doesn’t in the 
least know, for instance, how old I 
am.” 

“That’s 
young!” 

“Ah, there you are!”—and he 
turned off afresh and as if almost 
in disgust. It left her visibly per- 
plexed —though even the _per- 
plexed Cornelia was still the ex- 
ceedingly pointed; but he had 
come to her aid after another turn. 


cant she do without 


because youre so 
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“Remember, please, that I’m pret- 
ty well as old as you.” 

She had all her point at least, 
while she bridled and blinked, for 
this. “You're exactly a year and 
ten months older.” 

It checked him there for delight. 
“You remember my birthday?” 

She twinkled indeed like some 
far-off light of home. “I remember 
every one’s. It’s a little way I’ve 
always had—and that I’ve never 
lost.” 

He looked at her accomplish- 
ment, across the room, as at some 
striking, some charming phenome- 
non. “Well, that’s the sort of thing 
I want!” All the ripe candour of 
his eyes confirmed it. 

What could she do therefore, 
she seemed to ask him, but repeat 
her question of a moment before? 
— which indeed presently she made 
up her mind to. “Do you want to 
marry me?” 

It had this time better success 
—if the term may be felt in any 
degree to apply. All his candour, 
or more of it at least, was in his 
slow, mild, kind, considering head- 
shake. “No, Cornelia — not to mar- 
ry you.” 

His discrimination was a won- 
der; but since she was clearly treat- 
ing him now as if everything about 
him was, so she could as exqui- 
sitely meet it. “Not at least,” she 
convulsively smiled, “until you’ve 
honourably tried Mrs. Worthing- 
ham. Don’t you really mean to?” 
she gallantly insisted. 

He waited again a little; then 
he brought out: “I'll tell you pres- 
ently.” He came back, and as by 


still another mere glance over the 
room, to what seemed to him so 
much nearer. “That table was old 
Twelfth-Street?” 

“Everything here was.” 

“Oh, the pure blessings! With 
you, ah, with you, I haven't to 
wear a green shade.” And he had 
retained meanwhile his small pho- 
tograph, which he again showed 
himself. “Didn’t we talk of Mary 
Cardew?” 

“Why, do you remember it?” 
She marvelled to extravagance. 

“You make me. You connect me 
with it. You connect it with me.” 
He liked to display to her this ex- 
cellent use she thus had, the serv- 
ice she rendered. “There are so 
many connections — there will be 
so many. I feel how, with you, 
they must all come up again for 
me: in fact youre bringing them 
out already, just while I look at 
you, as fast as ever you can. The 
fact that you knew every one —!” 
he went on; yet as if there were 
more in that too than he could 
quite trust himself about. 

“Yes, I knew every one,” said 
Cornelia Rasch; but this time with 
perfect simplicity. “I knew, I im- 
agine, more than you do — or more 
than you did.” 

It kept him there, it made him 


wonder with his eyes on her. 
“Things about them—our peo- 
ple?” 


“Our people. Ours only now.” 

Ah, such an interest as he felt 
in this — taking from her while, so 
far from scowling, he almost gaped, 
all it might mean! “Ours indeed — 
and it’s awfully good they are; or 
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that we’re still here for them! No- 
body else is — nobody but you: not 
avcatl” 

“Well, I am a cat!” Cornelia 
grinned. 

“Do you mean you can tell me 
things — P” It was too beautiful to 
believe. 

“About what really was?” she 
artfully considered, holding him 
immensely now. “Well, unless 
they’ve come to you with time; un- 
less you’ve learned — or found out.” 

“Oh,” he reassuringly cried — 
reassuringly, it most seemed, for 
himself — “nothing has come to me 
with time, everything has gone 
from me. How can I find out now! 
What creature has an idea —— ?” 

She threw up her hands with 
the shrug of old days—the sharp 
little shrug his sisters used to imi- 
tate and that she hadn’t had to go 
to Europe for. The only thing was 
that he blessed her for bringing it 
back. “Ah, the ideas of people 
now ——!” 

“Yes, their ideas are certainly 
not about us.” But he ruefully 
faced it. “We’ve none the less, 
however, to live with them.” 

“With their ideas—?” Cornelia 
questioned. 

“With them—these modern 
wonders; such as they are!” Then 
he went on: “It must have been to 
help me you’ve come back.” 

She said nothing for an instant 
about that, only nodding instead 
at his photograph. “What has be- 
come of yours? I mean of her.” 

This time it made him turn pale. 
“You remember I have one?” 

She kept her eyes on him. “In 


a ‘pork-pie’ hat, with her hair in a 
long net. That was so ‘smart’ then; 
especially. with one’s skirt looped 
up, over one’s hooped magenta 
petticoat, in little festoons, and a 
row of very big onyx beads over 
one’s braided velveteen sack — 
braided quite plain and very 
broad, don’t you know?” 

He smiled for her extraordinary 
possession of these things — she 
was as prompt as if she had had 
them before her. “Oh, rather — 
“don’t I know?’ You wore brown 
velveteen, and, on those remark- 
ably small hands, funny gauntlets 
—like mine.” 

“Oh, do you remember? But like 
yours?” she wondered. 

“T mean like hers in my photo- 
graph.” But he came back to the 
present picture. “This is better, 
however, for really showing her 
lovely head.” 

“Mary’s head was a perfection!” 
Cornelia testified. 

“Yes—it was better than her 
heart.” 

“Ah, don’t say that!” she plead- 
ed. “You weren’t fair.” 

“Don’t you think I was fair?” It 
interested him immensely — and 
the more that he indeed mightn’t 
have been; which he seemed some- 
how almost to hope. 

“She didn’t think so—to the 
very end.” 

“She didn’t?”—ah the right 
things Cornelia said to him! But 
before she could answer he was 
studying again closely the small 
faded face. “No, she doesn’t, she 
doesn’t. Oh, her charming sad eyes 
and the way they say that, across 
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the years, straight into mine! But 
I don’t know, I don’t know!” 
White-Mason quite comfortably 
sighed. 

His companion appeared to ap- 
preciate this effect. “That’s just the 
way you used to flirt with her, poor 
thing. Wouldn’t you like to have 
itP” she asked. 

“This —for my very own?” He 
looked up delighted. “I really 
may?” 

“Well, if youll give me yours. 
We'll exchange.” 

“That’s a charming idea. We'll 
exchange. But you must come and 
get it at my rooms— where you'll 
see my things.” 

For a little she made no answer 
—as if for some feeling. Then she 
said: “You asked me just now why 
I’ve come back.” 

He stared as for the connection; 
after which with a smile: “Not to 
do that ——?” 

She waited briefly again, but 
with a queer little look. “I can 
do those things now; and — yes! — 
that’s in a manner why. I came,” 
she then said, “because I knew of 
a sudden one day — knew as never 
before — that I was old.” 

“I see. I see.” He quite under- 
stood—she had notes that so 
struck him. “And how did you like 
itr? 

She hesitated—she decided. 
“Well, if I liked it, it was on the 
principle perhaps on which some 
people like high game!” ; 

“High game—that’s good!” he 
laughed. “Ah, my dear, we're 
‘high’!” 

She shook her head. “No, not 


you—yet. I at any rate didn't 
want any more adventures,” Cor- 
nelia said. 

He showed their small relic 
again with assurance. “You want- 
ed us. Then here we are. Oh how 
we can talk! — with all those things 
you know! You are an invention. 
And you'll see there are things I 
know. I shall turn up here — well, 
daily.” 

She took it in, but only after a 
moment answered. “There was 
something you said just now you'd 
tell me. Don’t you mean to 
try ——?” 

“Mrs. Worthingham?” He drew 
from within his ,coat his pocket- 
book and carefully found a place 
in it for Mary Cardew’s carte-de- 
visite, folding it together with de- 
liberation over which he put it 
back. Finally he spoke. “No — I’ve 
decided. I can’t —I don’t want to.” 

Cornelia marvelled—or looked 
as if she did. “Not for all she has?” 

“Yes — I know all she has. But I 
also know all she hasn’t. And, as I 
told you, she herself doesn’t — 
hasn’t a glimmer of a suspicion of 
it; and never will have.” 

Cornelia magnanimously thought. 
“No — but she knows other things.” 

He shook his head as at the por- 
tentous heap of them. “Too many 
—too many. And other indeed — 
so other! Do you know,” he went 
on, “that it’s as if you—by turn- 
ing up for me—had brought that 
home to me?” 

“For you,” she candidly con- 
sidered. “But what—since you 
can’t marry mel —can you do with 
me?” 


> 
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Well, he seemed to have it all. 
“Everything. I can live with you — 
just this way.” To illustrate which 
he dropped into the other chair“by 
her fire; where, leaning back, he 
gazed at the flame. “I can’t give 
you up. It’s very curious. It has 
come over me as it did over you 


when you renounced Bognor. 
That’s it— I know it at last, and I 
see one can like it. I’m ‘high.’ You 
needn’t deny it. That’s my taste. 
I’m old.” And in spite of the con- 
siderable glow there of her little 
household altar he said it without 
the scowl. 
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He had been out but once since 
his arrival, Mark Monteith; that 
was the next day after—he had 
disembarked by night on the pre- 
vious; then everything had come 
at once, as he would have said, ev- 
erything had changed. He had got 
in on Tuesday; he had _ spent 
Wednesday for the most part down 
town, looking into the dismal sub- 
ject of his anxiety—the anxiety 
that, under a sudden decision, had 
brought him across the unfriendly 
sea at mid-winter, and it was 
through information reaching him 
on Wednesday evening that he had 
measured his loss, measured above 
all his pain. These were two dis- 
tinct things, he felt, and, though 
both bad, one much worse than 
the other. It wasn’t till the next 
three days had pretty well ebbed, 
in fact, that he knew himself for 
so badly wounded. He had waked 
up on Thursday morning, so far as 
he had slept at all, with the sense, 
together, of a blinding New York 
blizzard and of a deep sore inward 
ache. The great white savage 
storm would have kept him at the 
best within doors, but his stricken 
state was by itself quite reason 
enough. 


OF VISITS 


He so felt the blow indeed, so 
gasped, before what had _ hap- 
pened to him, at the ugliness, the 
bitterness, and, beyond these 
things, the sinister strangeness, 
that, the matter of his dismay lit- 
tle by little detaching and project- 
ing itself, settling there face to face 
with him as something he must 
now live with always, he might 
have been in charge of some hor- 
rid alien thing, some violent, 
scared, unhappy creature whom 
there was small joy, of a truth, in 
remaining with, but whose behav- 
iour wouldn’t perhaps bring him 
under notice, nor otherwise com- 
promise him, so long as he should 
stay to watch it. A young jibbering 
ape of one of the more formidable 
sorts, or an ominous infant pan- 
ther, smuggled into the great 
gaudy hotel and whom it might 
yet be important he shouldn’t ad- 
vertise, couldn’t have affected him 
as needing more domestic atten- 
tion. The great gaudy hotel — The 
Pocahontas, but carried out largely 
on “Du Barry” lines—made all 
about him, beside, behind, below, 
above, in blocks and tiers and su- 
perpositions, a sufficient defensive 
hugeness; ‘so that, between the 
massive labyrinth and the New 
York weather, life in a lighthouse 
during a gale would scarce have 
kept him more apart. Even when 
in the course of that worse Thurs- 
day it had occurred to him for 
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vague relief that the odious certi- 
fied facts couldn’t be all his mis- 
ery, and that, with his throat and 
a probable temperature, a brush 
of the epidemic, which was for 
ever brushing him, accounted for 
something, even then he couldn’t 
resign himself to bed and broth 
and dimness, but only circled and 
prowled the more within his high 
cage, only watched the more from 
his tenth story the rage of the ele- 
ments. 

In the afternoon he had a doc- 
tor —the caravanserai, which sup- 
plied everything in quantities, had 
one for each group of so many 
rooms — just in order to be assured 
that he was grippé enough for any- 
thing. What his visitor, making 
light of his attack, perversely told 
him was that he was, much rather, 
“blue” enough, and from causes 
doubtless known to himself — 
which didn’t come to the same 
thing; but he “gave him some- 
thing,” prescribed him warmth 
and quiet and broth and courage, 
and came back the next day as to 
readminister this last dose. He then 
pronounced him better, and on 
Saturday pronounced him well— 
all the more that the storm had 
abated and the snow had been 
dealt with as New York, at a push, 
knew how to deal with things. Oh, 
how New York knew how to deal 
—to deal, that is, with other ac- 
cumulations lying passive to its 
hand—was exactly what Mark 
now ached with his impression of; 
so that, still threshing about in this 
consciousness, he had on the Sat- 
urday come near to breaking out 


as to what was the matter with 
him. The Doctor brought in some- 
how the air of the hotel — which, 
cheerfully and conscientiously, by 
his simple philosophy, the good 
man wished to diffuse; breathing 
forth all the echoes of other woes 
and worries and pointing the hon- 
est moral that, especially with such 
a thermometer, there were enough 
of these to go round. Our sufferer, 
by that time, would have liked to 
tell some one; extracting, to the 
last acid strain of it, the full 
strength of his sorrow, taking it all 
in as he could only do by himself 
and with the conditions favoura- 
ble at least to this, had been his 
natural first need. But now, he 
supposed, he must be better; there 
was something of his heart’s heavi- 
ness he wanted so to give out. 

He had rummaged forth on the 
Thursday night half a dozen old 
photographs stuck into a leather 
frame, a small show-case that 
formed part of his usual equipage 
of travel—he mostly set it up on 
a table when he stayed anywhere 
long enough; and in one of the 
neat gilt-edged squares of this con- 
venient portable array, as familiar 
as his shaving-glass or the hair- 
brushes, of backs and monograms 
now so beautifully toned and wast- 
ed, long ago given him by his 
mother, Phil Bloodgood hand- 
somely faced him. Not contempo- 
raneous, and a little faded, but so 
saying what it said only the more 
dreadfully, the image seemed to 
sit there, at an immemorial win- 
dow, like some long effective and 
only at last exposed “decoy” of 
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fate. It was because he was so 
beautifully good-looking, because 
he was so charming and clever and 
frank — besides being one’s third 
cousin, or whatever it was, one’s 
early school-fellow and one’s later 
college classmate —that one had 
abjectly trusted him. To live thus 
with his unremoved, undestroyed, 
engaging, treacherous face, had 
been, as our traveller desired, to 
live with all of the felt pang; had 
been to consume it in such a single 
hot, sore mouthful as would so far 
as possible dispose of it and leave 
but cold dregs. Thus, if the Doc- 
tor, casting about for pleasantness, 
had happened to notice him there, 
salient since he was, and possibly 
by the same stroke even to know 
him, as New York—and more or 
less to its cost now, mightn’t one 
say? —so abundantly and agree- 
able had, the cup would have over- 
flowed and Monteith, for all he 
could be sure of the contrary, 
would have relieved himself posi- 
tively in tears. 

“Oh he’s what’s the matter with 
me —that, looking after some of 
my poor dividends, as he for the 
ten years of my absence had served 
me by doing, he has simply jock- 
eyed me out of the whole little col- 
lection, such as it was, and taken 
the opportunity of my return, in- 
evitably at last bewildered and un- 
easy, to ‘sail,’ ten days ago, for 
parts unknown and as yet unguess- 
able. It isn’t the beastly values 
themselves, however; that’s only 
awkward and I can still live, 
though I don’t quite know how I 
shall turn round; it’s the horror of 


his having done it, and done it to 
me — without a mitigation or, so 
to speak, a warning or an excuse.” 
That, at a hint or a jog, is what he 
would have brought out — only to 
feel afterward, no doubt, that he 
had wasted his impulse and pro- 
faned even a little his sincerity. 
The Doctor didn’t in the event so 
much as glance at his cluster of 
portraits — which fact quite put be- 
fore our friend the essentially more 
vivid range of imagery that a pair 
of eyes transferred from room to 
room and from one. queer case to 
another, in such a place as that, 
would mainly be adjusted to. It 
wasn’t for him to relieve himself 
touchingly, strikingly or whatever, 
to such a man: such a man might 
much more pertinently — save for 
professional discretion — have emp- 
tied out there his own bag of won- 
ders; prodigies of observation, flow- 
ers of oddity, flowers of misery, 
flowers of the monstrous, gathered 
in current hotel practice. Countless 
possibilities, making doctors per- 
functory, Mark felt, swarmed and 
seethed at their doors; it showed 
for an incalculable world, and at 
last, on Sunday, he decided to 
leave his room. 
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EVERYTHING, as he passed through 
the place, went on — all the offices 
of life, the whole bustle of the 
market, and withal, surprisingly, 
scarce less that of the nursery and 
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the playground; the whole sprawl 
in especial of the great gregarious 
fireside: it was a complete social 
scene in itself, on which types 
might figure and passions rage and 
plots thicken and dramas develop, 
without reference to any other 
sphere, or perhaps even to any- 
thing at all outside. The signs of 
this met him at every turn as he 
threaded the labyrinth, passing 
from one extraordinary masquer- 
ade of expensive objects, one por- 
tentous “period” of decoration, one 
violent phase of publicity, to an- 
other: the heavy heat, the lux- 
uriance, the extravagance, the 
quantity, the colour, gave the im- 
pression of some wondrous tropi- 
cal forest, where vociferous, bright- 
eyed, and feathered creatures, of 
every variety of size and hue, were 
half smothered between under- 
growths of velvet and tapestry and 
ramifications of marble and bronze. 
The fauna and the flora startled 
him alike, and among them his 
bruised spirit drew in and folded 
its wings. But he roamed and rest- 
ed, exploring and in a manner en- 
joying the vast rankness—in the 
depth of which he suddenly en- 
countered Mrs. Folliott, whom he 
had last seen, six months before, 
in London, and who had spoken to 
him then, precisely, of Phil Blood- 
good, for several years previous 
her confidential American agent 
and factotum too, as she might say, 
but at that time so little in her 
good books, for the extraordinary 
things he seemed to be doing, that 
she was just hurrying home, she 
had made no scruple of mention- 


ing, to take everything out of his 
hands. 

Mark remembered how uneasy 
she had made him — how that very 
talk with her had wound him up 
to fear, as so acute and intent a 
little person she affected him; 
though he had affirmed with all 
emphasis and flourish his own con- 
fidence and defended, to iteration, 
his old friend. This passage had 
remained with him for a certain 
pleasant heat of intimacy, his part- 
ner, of the charming appearance, 
being what she was; he liked to 
think how they had _ fraternised 
over their difference and called 
each other idiots, or almost, with- 
out offence. It was always a link to 
have scufled, failing a real scratch, 
with such a character; and he had 
at present the flutter of feeling 
that something of this would abide. 
He hadn’t been hurrying home, at 
the London time, in any case; he 
was doing nothing then, and had 
continued to do it; he would want, 
before showing suspicion — that 
had been his attitude—to have 
more, after all, to go upon. Mrs. 
Folliott also, and with a great ac- 
tual profession of it, remembered 
and rejoiced; and, also staying in 
the house as she was, sat with him, 
under a spreading palm, in a won- 
drous rococo salon, surrounded by 
the pinkest, that is the fleshiest, 
imitation Boucher panels, and 
wanted to know if he now stood 
up for his swindler. She would 
herself have tumbled on a cloud, 
very passably, in a fleshy Boucher 
manner, hadn’t she been over- 
dressed for such an exercise; but 
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she was quite realistically aware of 
what had so naturally happened — 
she was prompt about Bloodgood’s 
“flight.” 

She had acted with energy, on 
getting back — she had saved what 
she could; which hadn’t, however, 
prevented her losing all disgusted- 
ly some ten thousand dollars. She 
was lovely, lively, friendly, inter- 
ested, she connected Monteith per- 
fectly with their discussion that 
day during the water-party on the 
Thames; but, sitting here with him 
half an hour, she talked only of her 
peculiar, her cruel sacrifice — since 
she should never get a penny back. 
He had felt himself, on their meet- 
ing, quite yearningly reach out to 
her—so decidedly, by the morn- 
ing’s end, and that of his scattered 
sombre stations, had he been sated 
with meaningless contacts, with 
the sense of people all about him 
intensely, though harmlessly, ani- 
mated, yet at the same time rasp- 
ingly indifferent. They would have, 
he and she at least, their common 
pang — through which fact, some- 
how, he should feel less stranded. 
It wasn’t that he wanted to be pit- 
ied — he fairly didn’t pity himself; 
he winced, rather, and even to vi- 
carious anguish, as it rose again, 
for poor shamed  Bloodgood’s 
doom-ridden figure. But he want- 
ed, as with a desperate charity, to 
give some easier turn to the mere 
ugliness of the main facts; to work 
off his obsession from them by mix- 
ing with it some other blame, some 
other pity, it scarce mattered what 
—if it might be some other expe- 


rience; as an effect of which larg- 
er ventilation it would have, after 
a fashion and for a man of free 
sensibility, a diluted and less poi- 
sonous taste. 

By the end of five minutes of 
Mrs. Folliott, however, he felt his 
dry lips seal themselves to a make- 
shift simper. She could take noth- 
ing—no better, no broader per- 
ception of anything than fitted her 
own small faculty; so that though 
she must have recalled or imag- 
ined that he had still, up to lately, 
had interests at stake, the rapid 
result of her egotistical little chat- 
ter was to make him wish he might 
rather have conversed with the 
French waiter dangling in the long 
vista that showed the oriental café 
as a climax, or with the policeman, 
outside, the top of whose helmet 
peeped above the ledge of a win- 
dow. She bewailed her wretched 
money to excess — she who, he was 
sure, had quantities more; she 
pawed and tossed her bare bone, 
with her little extraordinarily 
gemmed and manicured hands, till 
it acted on his nerves; she rang all 
the changes on the story, the dire 


fatality, of her having wavered 


and muddled, thought of this and 
but done that, of her stupid failure 
to have pounced, when she had 
first meant to, in season. She 
abused the author of their wrongs 
—recognising thus too Monteith’s 
right to loathe him—for the des- 
perado he assuredly had proved, 
but with a vulgarity of analysis 
and an incapacity for the higher 
criticism, as her listener felt it to 
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be, which made him determine re- 
sentfully, almost grimly, that she 
shouldn’t have the benefit of a 
grain of his vision or his version of 
what had befallen them, and of 
how, in particular, it had come; 
and should never dream thereby 
(though much would she suffer 
from that!) of how interesting he 
might have been. She had, in a 
finer sense, no manners, and to be 
concerned with her in any retro- 
spect was—since their discourse 
was of losses—to feel the dignity 
of history incur the very gravest. 
It was true that such fantasies, or 
that any shade of inward irony, 
would be Greek to Mrs. Folliott. 
It was also true, however, and 
not much more strange, when she 
had presently the comparatively 
happy thought of “Lunch with us, 
you poor dear!” and mentioned 
three or four of her “crowd”—a 
new crowd, rather, for her, all 
great Sunday lunches there and 
immense fun, who would in a mo- 
_ ment be turning up—that this 
seemed to him as easy as anything 
else; so that after a little, deeper 
in the jungle and while, under the 
temperature as of high noon, with 
the crowd complete and “order- 
ing,” he wiped the perspiration 
from his brow, he felt he was let- 
ting himself go. He did that cer- 
tainly to the extent of leaving far 
behind any question of Mrs. Fol- 
liott’s manners. They didn’t matter 
there —nobody’s did; and if she 
ceased to lament her ten thousand 
it was only because, among higher 
voices, she couldn’t make herself 


heard. Poor Bloodgood didn’t have 
a show, as they might have said, 
didn’t get through at any point; 
the crowd was so new that — there 
either having been no hue and cry 
for him, or having been too many 
others, for other absconders, in the 
intervals — they had never so much 
as heard of him and would have 
no more of Mrs. Folliott’s true in- 
wardness, on that subject at least, 
than she had lately cared to have 
of Monteith’s. 

There was nothing like a crowd, 
this unfortunate knew, for making 
one feel lonely, and he felt so in- 
creasingly during the meal; but he 
got thus at least in a measure away 
from the terrible little lady; after 
which, and before the end of the 
hour, he wanted still more to get 
away from every one else. He was 
in fact about to perform this ma- 
noeuvre when he was checked by 
the jolly young woman he had 
been having on his left and who 
had more to say about the Hotels, 
up and down the town, than he 
had ever known a young woman 
to have to say on any subject at 
all; she expressed herself in ho- 
tel terms exclusively, the names 
of those establishments playing 
through her speech as the leit-mo- 
tif might have recurrently flashed 
and romped through a piece of 
profane modern music. She want- 
ed to present him to the pretty 
girl she had brought with her, and 
who had apparently signified to 
her that she must do so. 

“J think you know my brother- 
in-law, Mr. Newton Winch,” the 
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pretty girl had immediately said; 
she moved her head and shoulders 
together, as by a common spring, 
the effect of a stiff neck or of some- 
thing loosened in her back hair; 
but becoming, queerly enough, all 
the prettier for doing so. He had 
seen in the papers, her brother-in- 
law, Mr. Monteith’s arrival — Mr. 
Mark P. Monteith, wasn’t itP — and 
where he was, and she had been 
with him, three days before, at the 
time; whereupon he had _ said 
“Hullo, what can have brought old 
Mark back?” He seemed to have 
believed — Newton had seemed — 
that that shirker, as he called him, 
never would come; and she guessed 
that if she had known she was go- 
ing to meet such a former friend 
(“Which he claims you are, sir,” 
said the pretty girl) he would have 
asked her to find out what the trou- 
ble could be. But the real satisfac- 
tion would just be, she went on, if 
his former friend would himself go 
and see him and tell him; he had 
appeared of late so down. 


“Oh, I remember him” — Mark 


didn’t repudiate the friendship, 
placing him easily; only then he 
wasn’t married and the pretty girl’s 
sister must have come in later: 
which showed, his not knowing 
such things, how they had _ lost 
touch. The pretty girl was sorry to 
have to say in return to this that 
her sister wasn’t living—had died 
two years after marrying; so that 
Newton was up there in Fiftieth 
Street alone; where (in explana- 
tion of his being “down”) he had 
been shut up for days with bad 
grippe; though now on the mend, 


or she wouldn’t have gone to him, 
not she, who had had it nineteen 
times and didn’t want to have it 
again. But the horrid poison just 
seemed to have entered into poor 
Newton’s soul. 

“That’s the way it can take you, 
don’t you know?” And then as, 
with her single twist, she just 
charmingly hunched her eyes at 
our friend, “Don’t you want to go 
to see him?” 

Mark bethought himself: “Well, 
I’m going to see a lady —” 

She took the words from his 
mouth. “Of course you're going to 
see a lady—every man in New 
York is. But Newton isn’t a lady, 
unfortunately for him, to-day; and 
Sunday afternoon in this place, in 
this weather, alone —— !” 

“Yes, isn’t it awfulP’—he was 
quite drawn to her. 

“Oh, you’ve got your lady!” 

“Yes, I've got my lady, thank 
goodness!” The fervour of which 
was his sincere tribute to the note 
he had had on Friday morning 
from Mrs. Ash, the only thing that 
had a little tempered his gloom. 

“Well then, feel for others. Fit 
him in. Tell him why!” 

“Why I’ve come back? I’m glad 
I have —since it was to see you!” 
Monteith made brave enough an- 
swer, promising to do what he 
could. He liked the pretty girl, 
with her straight attack and her 
free awkwardness — also with her 
difference from the others through 
something of a sense and a distinc- 
tion given her by so clearly having 
Newton on her mind. Yet it was 
odd to him, and it showed the 
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lapse of the years, that Winch — as 
he had known him of old— could 
be to that degree on any one’s 
mind. N 
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OvutsweE in the intensity of the cold 
—it was a jump from the Tropics 
to the Pole—he felt afresh the 
force of what he had just been say- 
ing; that if it weren’t for the fact 
of Mrs. Ash’s good letter of wel- 
come, despatched, characteristical- 
ly, as soon as she had, like the 
faithful sufferer in Fiftieth Street, 
observed his name, in a newspa- 
per, on one of the hotel-lists, he 
should verily, for want of a con- 
nection and an abutment, have 
scarce dared to face the void and 
the chill together, but have 
sneaked back into the jungle and 
there tried to lose himself. He 
made, as it was, the opposite ef- 
fort, resolute to walk, though hov- 
ering now and then at vague cross- 
ways, radiations of roads to noth- 
ing, or taking cold counsel of the 
long but still sketchy vista, as it 
struck him, of the northward Av- 
enue, bright and bleak, fresh and 
harsh, rich and evident somehow, 
a perspective like a page of florid 
modern platitudes. He didn’t quite 
know what he had expected for 
his return — not certainly serenades 
and deputations; but without Mrs. 
Ash his mail would have quite 
lacked geniality, and it was as if 
Phil Bloodgood had gone off not 


only with so large a slice of his 
small peculiwm, but with all the 
broken bits of the past, the loose 
ends of old relationships, that he 
had supposed he might pick up 
again. Well, perhaps he should still 
pick up a few—by the sweat of 
his brow; no motion of their own 
at least, he by this time judged, 
would send them fluttering into 
his hand. 

Which reflections but quickened 
his forecast of this charm of the 
old Paris inveteracy renewed — the 
so-prized custom of nine years be- 
fore, when he still believed in re- 
sults from his fond frequentation 
of the Beaux Arts; that of walking 
over the river to the Rue de Ma- 
rignan, precisely, every Sunday 
without exception, and sitting at 
her fireside, and often all offen- 
sively, no doubt, outstaying every 
one. How he had used to want 
those hours then, and how again, 
after a little, at present, the Rue 
de Marignan might have been be- 
fore him! He had gone to her there 
at that time with his troubles, such 
as they were, and they had always 
worked for her amusement — which 
had been her happy, her clever 
way of taking them: she couldn't 
have done anything better for them 
in that phase, poor innocent things 
compared with what they might 
have been, than be amused by 
them. Perhaps that was what she 
would still be —with those of his 
present hour; now too they might 
inspire her with the touch she best 
applied and- was most instinctive 
mistress of: this didn’t at all events 
strike him as what he should most 
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resent. It wasn’t as if Mrs. Folliot, 
to make up for boring him with her 
own plaint, for example, had had 
so much as a gleam of conscious 
diversion over his. 

“Tm so delighted to see you, 
I’ve such immensities to tell you!” 
— it began with the highest anima- 
tion twenty minutes later, the very 
moment he stood there, the sense 
of the Rue de Marignan in the 
charming room and in the things 
about all reconstituted, regrouped, 
wonderfully preserved, down to 
the very sitting-places in the same 
relations, and down to the faint 
sweet mustiness of generations of 
cigarettes; but everything else dif- 
ferent, and even vaguely alien, and 
by a measure still other than that 
of their own stretched interval and 
of the dear delightful woman’s just 
a little pathetic alteration of face. 
He had allowed for the nine years, 
and so, it was to be hoped, had 
she; but the last thing, otherwise, 
that would have been touched, he 
immediately felt, was the quality, 
the intensity, of her care to see 
him. She cared, oh so visibly and 
touchingly and almost radiantly — 
save for her being, yes, distinctly, 
a little more battered than from 
even a good nine years’ worth; 
nothing could in fact have perched 
with so crowning an impatience on 
the heap of what she had to “tell” 
as that special shade of revived 
consciousness of having him in par- 
ticular to tell it to. It wasn’t per- 
haps much to matter how soon she 
brought out and caused to ring, as 
it were, on the little recognised 
marqueterie table between them 


(such an anciently envied treas- | 
ure), the heaviest gold-piece of 
current history she was to pay him 
with for having just so felicitously 
come back: he knew already, with- 
out the telling, that intimate do- 
mestic tension must lately, within 
those walls, have reached a cli- 
max and that he could serve su- 
premely — oh how he was going to 
serve! —as the most sympathetic 
of all pairs of ears. 

The whole thing was upon him, 
in any case, with the minimum of 
delay: Bob had had it from her, 
definitely, the first of the week, and 
it was absolutely final now, that 
they must set up avowedly sepa- 
rate lives — without horrible “pro- 
ceedings” of any sort, but with her 
own situation, her independence, 
secured to her once for all. She had 
been coming to it, taking her time, 
and she had gone through — well, 
so old a friend would guess enough 
what; but she was at the point, oh 
blessedly now, where she meant to 
stay, he’d see if she didn’t; with 
which, in this wonderful way, he 
himself had arrived for the cream 
of it and she was just selfishly glad. 
Bob had gone to Washington — 
ostensibly on business, but really 
to recover breath; she had, speak- 
ing vulgarly, knocked the wind 
out of him and was allowing him 
time to turn round. Mrs. Folliott 
moreover, she was sure, would 
have gone — was certainly believed 
to have been seen there five days 
ago; and of course his first neces- 
sity, for public use, would be to 
patch up something with Mrs. Fol- 
liott. Mark knew about Mrs. Fol- 
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liott? — who was only, for that mat- 
ter, one of a regular “bevy.” Not 
that it signified, however, if he 
didn’t: she would tell him about 
her later. 

He took occasion from the first 
fraction of a break not quite to 
know what he knew about Mrs. 
Folliott— though perhaps he could 
imagine a little; and it was prob- 
ably at this minute that, having 
definitely settled to a position, and 
precisely in his very own tapestry 
bergére, the one with the delicious 
little spectral “subjects” on the 
back and seat, he partly exhaled, 
and yet managed partly to keep to 
himself, the deep resigned sigh of 
a general comprehension. He knew 
what he was “in” for, he heard her 
go on—she said it again and 
again, seemed constantly to be 
saying it while she smiled at him 
with her peculiar fine charm, her 
positive gaiety of sensibility, scarce 
dimmed: “I’m just selfishly glad, 
just selfishly glad!” Well, she was 
going to have reason to be; she 
was going to put the whole case to 
him, all her troubles and plans, 
and each act of the tragi-comedy 
of her recent existence, as to the 
dearest and safest sympathiser in 
all the world. There would be no 
chance for his case, though it was 
so much for his case he had come; 
yet there took place within him 
but a mild, dumb convulsion, the 
momentary strain of his substitut- 
ing, by the turn of a hand, one 
prospect of interest for another. 

Squaring himself im his old ber- 
gére, and with his lips, during the 
effort, compressed to the°same pas- 


sive grimace that had an hour or 
two before operated for the en- 
couragement of Mrs. Folliott — just 
as it was to clear the stage com- 
pletely for the present more 
prolonged performance —he shut 
straight down, as he even in the 
act called it to himself, on any per- 
sonal claim for social considera- 
tion and rendered a perfect little 
agony of justice to the grounds of 
his friend’s vividness. For it was 
all the justice that could be ex- 
pected of him that, though, se- 
cretly, he wasn’t going to be inter- 
ested in her being interesting, she 
was yet going to be so, all the 
same, by the very force of her 
lovely material (Bob Ash was such 
a pure pearl of a donkey!) and he 
was going to keep on knowing she 
was — yes, to the very end. When 
after the lapse of an hour he rose 
to go, the rich fact that she had 
been was there between them, and 
with an effect of the frankly, fear- 
lessly, harmlessly intimate fireside 
passage for it that went beyond 
even the best memories of the 
pleasant past. He hadn’t “amused” 
her, no, in quite the same way as 
in the Rue de Marignan time — it 
had then been he who for the most 
part took frequent turns, emphatic, 
explosive, elocutionary, over that 
wonderful waxed parquet while 
she laughed as for the young per- 
versity of him from the depths of 
the second, the matching bergére. 
To-day she herself held and swept 
the floor, putting him merely to 
the trouble of his perpetual “Bra- 
va!” But that was all through the 
change of basis — the amusement, 
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another name only for the thrilled 
absorption, having been inevitably 
for him; as how could it have failed 
to be with such a regular “treat” 
to his curiosity? With the tea-hour 
now other callers were turning up, 
and he got away on the plea of his 
wanting so to think it all over. He 
hoped again he hadn’t too queer a 
grin with his assurance to her, as 
if she would quite know what he 
meant, that he had been thrilled 
to the core. But she returned, quite 
radiantly, that he had carried her 
completely away; and her sincer- 
ity was proved by the final frank- 
ness of their temporary parting. 
“My pleasure of you is selfish, hor- 
ribly, I admit; so that if that 
doesn’t suit you—!” Her faded 





beauty flushed again as_ she 
said it. 
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In the street again, as he resumed 
his walk, he saw how perfectly it 
would have to suit him and how 
he probably for a long time 
wouldn’t be suited otherwise. Be- 
tween them and that time, how- 
ever, what mightn’t, for him, poor 
devil, on his new basis, have hap- 
pened? She wasn’t at any rate 
within any calculable period going 
to care so much for anything as 
for the so quaintly droll terms in 
which her rearrangement with her 
husband — thanks to that gentle- 
man’s inimitable fatuity — would 
have to be made. This was what it 


was to own, exactly, her special 
grace — the brightest gaiety in the 
finest sensibility; such a display of 
which combination, Mark felt as he 
went (if he could but have done 
it still more justice) she must have 
regaled him with! That exquisite 
last flush of her fadedness could 
only remain with him; yet while 
he presently stopped at a street- 
corner in a district redeemed from 
desolation but by the passage just 
then of a choked trolley-car that 
howled, as he paused for it, be- 
neath the weight of its human ac- 
cretions, he seemed to know the 
inward “sinking” that had been 
determined in a hungry man by 
some extravagant sight of the prep- 
aration of somebody else’s dinner. 
Florence Ash was dining, so to 
speak, off the feast of appreciation, 
appreciation of what she had to 
“tell” him, that he had left her 
seated at; and she was welcome, 
assuredly —welcome, welcome, wel- 
come, he musingly, he wistfully, 
and yet at the same time a trifle 
mechanically, repeated, stayed as 
he was a moment longer by the 
suffering shriek of another public 
vehicle and a sudden odd auto- 
matic return of his mind to the 
pretty girl, the flower of Mrs. Fol- 
liott’s crowd, who had spoken to 
him of Newton Winch. It was ex- 
traordinarily as if, on the instant, 
she reminded him, from across the 
town, that she had offered him 
dinner: it was really quite 
strangely, while he stood there, as 
if she had told him where he could 
go and get it. With which, none 
the less, it was apparently where 
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he wouldn’t find her—and what 
was there, after all, of nutritive in 
the image of Newton Winch? He 
made up his mind in a moment 
that it owed that property, which 
the pretty girl had somehow made 
imputable, to the fact of its simply 
being just then the one image of 
anything known to him that the 
terrible place had to offer. Noth- 
ing, he a minute later reflected, 
could have been so “rum” as that, 
sick and sore, of a bleak New York 
eventide, he should have had no- 
where to turn if not to the said 
Fiftieth Street. 

That was the direction he ac- 
cordingly took, for when he found 
the number given him by the same 
remarkable agent of fate also pres- 
ent to his memory he recognised 
the direct intervention of Provi- 
dence and how it absolutely re- 
quired a miracle to explain his so 
precipitately embracing this loos- 
est of connections. The miracle in- 
deed soon grew clearer: Provi- 
dence had, on some obscure sys- 
tem, chosen this very ridiculous 
hour to save him from cultivation 
of the sin of selfishness, the obses- 
sion of egotism, and was breaking 
him to its will by constantly di- 
recting his attention to the claims 
of others. Who could say what at 
that critical moment mightn’t have 
become of Mrs. Folliott (other- 
wise too then so sadly embroiled!) 
if she hadn’t been enabled to air to 
him her grievance and her rage? 
—just as who could deny that it 
must have done Florence Ash a 
world of good to have put her 
thoughts about Bob in order by the 


aid of a person to whom the vi- 
sion of Bob in the light of those 
thoughts (or in other words to. 
whom her vision of Bob and noth- 
ing else) would mean so delight- 
fully much? It was on the same 
general lines that poor Newton 
Winch, bereft, alone, ill, perhaps 
dying, and with the drawback of 
a not very sympathetic personality 
—as Mark remembered it at least 
—to contend against in almost any 
conceivable appeal to human fur- 
therance, it was on these lines, 
very much, that the luckless case 
in Fiftieth Street was offered him 
as a source of salutary discipline. 
The moment for such a lesson 
might strike him as strange, in 
view of the quite special and inde- 
pendent opportunity for exercise 
that his spirit had during the last 
three days enjoyed there in his ho- 
tel bedroom; but evidently his lan- 
guor of charity needed some ad- 
monition finer than any it might 
trust to chance for, and by the 
time he at last, Winch’s residence 
recognised, was duly elevated to 
his level and had pressed the elec- 
tric button at his door, he felt him- 
self acting indeed as under stimu- 
lus of a sharp poke in the side. 





999999299999229909296666092099229IIIPPIIIDIIIIIID 


V 


9999.99.9992999099999999999999099229999999992900999 


Wirnin the apartment to which he 
had been admitted, moreover, the 
fine intelligence we have imputed 
to him was in the course of three 
minutes confirmed; since it took 
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him no longer than that to say to 
himself, facing his old acquaint- 
ance, that he had never seen any 
one so improved. The place, which 
had the semblance of a high stu- 
dio light as well as a general air 
of other profusions and ampli- 
tudes, might have put him off a 
little by its several rather glaringly 
false accents, those of contempo- 
rary domestic “art” striking a lit- 
tle wild. The scene was smaller, 
but the rich confused complex- 
ion of the Pocahontas, showing 
through Du Barry paint and patch- 
es, might have set the example — 
which had been followed with the 
costliest candour — so that, clearly, 
Winch was in these days rich, as 
most people in New York seemed 
rich; as, in spite of Bob’s depreda- 
tions, Florence Ash was, as even 
Mrs. Folliott was in spite of Phil 
Bloodgood’s, as even Phil Blood- 
good himself must have been for 
reasons too obvious; as in fine ev- 
ery one had a secret for being, or 
for feeling, or for looking, every 
one at least but Mark Monteith. 
These facts were as nothing, 
however, in presence of his quick 
and strong impression that his pale, 
nervous, smiling, clean-shaven host 
had undergone since their last 
meeting some extraordinary proc- 
ess of refinement. He had been ill, 
unmistakably, and the effects of a 
plunge into plain clean living, 
where any fineness had remained, 
were often startling, sometimes al- 
most charming. But independently 
of this, and for a much longer 
time, some principle of intelli- 


gence, some art of life, would dis- 
cernibly have worked in him. Re- 
membered from college years and 
from those two or three luckless 
and faithless ones of the Law 
School as constitutionally common, 
as consistently and thereby doubt- 
less even rather powerfully coarse, 
clever only for uncouth and ques- 
tionable things, he yet presented 
himself now as if he had suddenly 
and mysteriously been educated. 
There was a charm in his wide, 
“drawn,” convalescent smile, in 
the way his fine fingers —had he 
anything like fine fingers of old? 
— played, and just fidgeted, over 
the prompt and perhaps a trifle . 
incoherent offer of cigars, cordials, 
ash-trays, over the question of his 
visitor's hat, stick, fur coat, general 
best accommodation and ease; and 
how the deuce, accordingly, had 
charm, for coming out so on top, 
Mark wondered, “squared” the 
other old elements? For the short 
interval so to have dealt with him 
what force had it turned on, what 
patented process, of the portentous 
New York order in which there 
were so many, had it skilfully ap- 
plied? Were these the things New 
York did when you just gave her 
all her head, and that he himself 
then had perhaps too complacently 
missed? Strange almost to the point 
of putting him positively off at 
first — quite as an exhibition of the 
uncanny — this sense of Newton’s 
having all the while neither missed 
nor muffed anything, and having, 
as with an eye to the coup de thé- 
dtre to come, lowered one’s expec- 


856 


A Round of Visits 


tations, at the start, to that abject 
pitch. It might have been taken 
verily for an act of bad faith — re- 
ally for such a rare stroke of sub- 
tlety as could scarce have been 
achieved by a straight or natural 
aim. 

So much as this at least came 
and went in Monteith’s agitated 
mind; the oddest intensity of ap- 
prehension, admiration, mystifica- 
tion, which the high north-light of 
the March afternoon and the quite 
splendidly vulgar appeal of fifty 
overdone decorative effects some- 
how fostered and sharpened. Ev- 
erything had already gone, how- 
ever, the next moment, for wasn’t 
the man he had come so much too 
intelligently himself to patronise 
absolutely bowling him over with 
the extraordinary speech: “See 
here, you know — you must be ill, 
or have had a bad shock, or some 
beastly upset: are you very sure 
you ought to have come out?” Yes, 
he after an instant believed his 
ears; coarse common Newton 
Winch, whom he had called on be- 
cause he could, as a gentleman, 
after all afford to, coarse common 
Newton Winch, who had had trou- 
bles and been epidemically poi- 
soned, lamentably sick, who bore in 
his face and in the very tension, 
quite exactly the “charm,” of his 
manner, the traces of his late or- 
deal, and, for that matter, of scarce 
completed gallant emergence — this 
astonishing ex-comrade was simply 
writing himself at a stroke (into 
our friend’s excited imagination at 
all events) the most distinguished 


of men. Oh, he was going to be 
interesting, if Florence Ash had 
been going to be; but Mark felt 
how, under the law of a lively pres- 
ent difference, that would be as an 
effect of one’s having one’s self 
thoroughly rallied. He knew within 
the minute that the tears stood in 
his eyes; he stared through them 
at his friend with a sharp “Why, 
how do you know? How can you?” 
To which he added before Winch 
could speak: “I met your charming 
sister-in-law a couple of hours 
since — at luncheon, at the Poca- 
hontas; and heard from her that 
you were badly laid up and had 
spoken of me. So I came to minis- 
ter to you.” 

The object of this design hov- 
ered there again, considerably rest- 
less, shifting from foot to foot, 
changing his place, beginning and 
giving up motions, striking match- 
es for a fresh cigarette, offering 
them again, redundantly, to his 
guest and then not lighting him- 
self —but all the while with the 
smile of another creature than the 
creature known to Mark; all the 
while with the history of something 
that had happened to him ever so 
handsomely shining out. Mark was 
conscious within himself from this 
time on of two quite distinct proc- 
esses of notation — that of his prac- 
tically instant surrender to the 
consequences of the act of percep- 
tion in his host of which the two 
women trained supposably in the 
art of pleasing had been altogeth- 
er incapable; and that of some oth- 
er condition on Newton’s part that 
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left his own poor power of divina- 
tion nothing less than shamed. This 
last was signally the case on the 
former’s saying, ever so respon- 
sively, almost radiantly, in answer 
to his account of how he happened 
to come: “Oh then it’s very inter- 
esting!” That was the astonishing 
note, after what he had been 
through: neither Mrs. Folliott nor 
Florence Ash had so much as hint- 
ed or breathed to him that he 
might have incurred that praise. 
No wonder therefore he was now 
taken — with this fresh party’s in- 
stant suspicion and imputation of 
it; though it was indeed for some 
minutes next as if each tried to see 
which could accuse the other of 
the greater miracle of penetration. 
Mark was so struck, in a word, 
with the extraordinarily straight 
guess Winch had had there in re- 
serve for him that, other quick im- 
pressions helping, there was noth- 
ing for him but to bring out, him- 
self: “There must be, my dear 
man, something rather wonderful 
the matter with you!” The quite 
more intensely and more irresisti- 
bly drawn grin, the quite unmis- 
takably deeper consciousness in the 
dark, wide eye, that accompanied 
the not quite immediate answer 
to which remark he was afterward 
to remember. 

“How do you know that — or 
why do you think it?” 

“Because there must be —for 
you to see! I shouldn’t have ex- 
pected it.” 

“Then you take me for a damned 
fool?” laughed wonderful Newton 
Winch, 
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He could say nothing that, wheth- 


er as to the sense of it or as to the 
way of it, didn’t so enrich Mark’s 
vision of him that our friend, after 
a little, as this effect proceeded, 
caught himself in the act of almost 
too curiously gaping. Everything, 
from moment to moment, fed his 
curiosity; such a question, for in- 
stance, as whether the quite ordi- 
nary peepers of the Newton Winch 
of their earlier youth could have 
looked, under any provocation, ei- 
ther dark or wide; such a question, 
above all, as how this incalculable 
apparition came by the whole star- 
tling power of play of its extrava- 
gantly sensitive labial connections 
— exposed, so to its advantage (he 
now jumped at one explanation) 
by the removal of what had prob- 
ably been one of the vulgarest of 
moustaches. With this, at the same 
time, the oddity of that particular 
consequence was vivid to him; the 
glare of his curiosity fairly lasting 
while he remembered how he had 
once noted the very opposite turn 
of the experiment for Phil Blood- 
good. He would have said in ad- 
vance that poor Winch couldn’t 
have afforded to risk showing his 
“real” mouth; just as he would 
have said that in spite of the fine 
ornament that so considerably muf- 
fled it Phil could only have gained 
by showing his. But to have seen 
Phil shorn—as he once had done 


858 


A Round of Visits 


—was eamestly to pray that he 
might promptly again bristle; be- 
neath Phil’s moustache lurked 
nothing to “make up” for it in case 
of removal. While he thought of 
which things the line of grimace, 
as he could only have called it, the 
mobile, interesting, ironic line the 
great double curve of which con- 
nected, in the face before him, the 
strong nostril with the lower cheek, 
became the very key to his first 
idea of Newton’s capture of re- 
finement. He had shaved and was 
happily transfigured. Phil Blood- 
good had shaved and been well- 
nigh lost; though why should he 
just now too precipitately drag the 
reminiscence in? 

That question too, at the queer 
touch of association, played up for 
Mark even under so much proof 
that the state of his own soul was 
being with the lapse of every in- 
stant registered. Phil Bloodgood 
had brought about the state of his 
soul —there was accordingly that 
amount of connection; only it be- 
came further remarkable that from 
the moment his companion had 
sounded him, and sounded him, he 
knew, down to the last truth of 
things, his disposition, his neces- 
sity to talk, the desire that had in 
the morning broken the spell of his 
confinement, the impulse that had 
thrown him so defeatedly into Mrs. 
Folliott’s arms and into Florence 
Ash’s, these forces seemed to feel 
their impatience ebb and their dis- 
cretion suddenly grow. His com- 
panion was talking again, but just 
then, incongruously, made his need 
to communicate lose itself. It was 


as if his personal case had already 
been touched by some tender hand 
—and that, after all, was the mod- 
est limit of its greed. “I know now 
why you came back —did Lottie 
mention how I had wondered? But 
sit down, sit down —only let me, 
nervous beast as I am, take it stand- 
ing! — and believe me when I tell 
you that I’ve now ceased to won- 
der. My dear chap, I have it! It 
can’t but have been for poor Phil 
Bloodgood. He sticks out of you, 
the brute —as how, with what he 
has done to you, shouldn’t he? 
There was a man to see me yester- 
day—Tim Slater, whom I don't 
think you know, but who’s ‘on’ ev- 
erything within about two minutes 
of its happening (I never saw such 
a fellow!) and who confirmed my 
supposition, all my own, however, 
mind you, at first, that you're one 
of the sufferers. So how the devil 
can you not feel knocked? Why 
should you look as if you were hay- 
ing the time of your life? What a 
hog to have played it on you, on 
you, of all his friends!” So New- 
ton Winch continued, and so the 
air between the two men might 
have been, for a momentary watch- 
er—which is indeed what I can 
but invite the reader to become — 
that of a nervously displayed, but 
all considerate, as well as most 
acute, curiosity on the one side, 
and that on the other, after a lit- 
tle, of an eventually fascinated ac- 
ceptance of so much free and in 
especial of so much right atten- 
tion. “Do you mind my asking 
you? Because if you do I wont 
press; but as a man whose own re- 
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sponsibilities, some of ’em at least, 
don’t differ much, I gather, from 
some of his, one would like to 
know how he was ever allowed to 
get to the point—! But I do 
plough you up?” 

Mark sat back in his chair, 
moved but holding himself, his el- 
bows squared on each arm, his 
hands a bit convulsively inter- 
locked across him—very much in 
fact as he had appeared an hour 
ago in the old tapestry bergére; 
but as his rigour was all then that 
of the grinding effort to profess 
and to give, so it was considerably 
now for the fear of too hysterically 
gushing. Somehow too— since his 
wound was to that extent open — 
he winced at hearing the author 
of it branded. He hadn’t so much 
minded the epithets Mrs. Folliott 
had applied, for they were to the 
appropriator of her securities. As 
the appropriator of his own he 
didn’t so much want to brand him 
as — just more “amusingly” even, if 
one would!—to make out, per- 
haps, with intelligent help, how 
such a man, in such a relation, 
could come to tread such a path: 
which was exactly the interesting 
light that Winch’s curiosity and 
sympathy were there to assist him 
to. He pleaded at any rate imme- 
diately his advertising no griev- 
ance. “I feel sore, I admit, and it’s 
a horrid sort of thing to have had 
happen; but when you call him a 
brute and a hog I rather squirm, 
for brutes and hogs never live, I 
guess, in the sort of hell in which 
he now must be.” 

Newton Winch, before the fire- 


place, his hands deep in his pock- 
ets, where his guest could see his 
long fingers beat a tattoo on his 
thighs, Newton Winch dangled 
and swung himself, and threw back 
his head and laughed. “Well, I 
must say you take it amazingly! — 
all the more that to see you again 
this way is to feel that if, all along, 
there was a man whose delicacy 
and confidence and general atti- 
tude might have marked him for 
a particular consideration, you'd 
have been the man.” And _ they 
were more directly face to face 
again; with Newton smiling and 
smiling so appreciatively; making 
our friend in fact almost ask him- 
self when before a man had ever 
grinned from ear to ear to the ef- 
fect of its so becoming him. What 
he replied, however, was that New- 
ton described in those flattering 
terms a client temptingly fatuous; 
after which, and the exchange of 
another protest or two in the in- 
terest of justice and decency, and 
another plea or two in that of the 
still finer contention that even the 
basest misdeeds had always some- 
where or other, could one get at 
it, their propitiatory side, our hero 
found himself on his feet again, 
under the influence of a sudden 
failure of everything but horror — 
a horror determined by some turn 
of their talk and indeed by the 
very fact of the freedom of it. It 
was as if a far-borne sound of the 
hue and cry, a vision of his old 
friend hunted and at bay, had 
suddenly broken in—this other 
friend’s, this irresistibly intelligent 
other companion’s, practically viv- 
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id projection of that making the 
worst ugliness real. “Oh, it’s just 
making my wry face to somebody, 
and your letting me and caring 
and wanting to know: that,” Mark 
said, “is what does me good; not 
any other hideous question. I mean 
I don’t take any interest in my 
case — what one wonders about, 
you see, is what can be done for 
him. I mean, that is’—for he 
floundered a little, not knowing at 
last quite what he did mean, a 
great rush of mere memories, a 
great humming sound as of thick, 
thick echoes, rising now to an as- 
sault that he met with his face in- 
deed contorted. If he didn’t take 
care he should howl; so he more 
or less successfully took care — yet 
with his host vividly watching him 
while he shook the danger tempo- 
rarily off. “I don’t mind — though 
it’s rather that; my having felt this 
’ morning, after three dismal dumb 
bad days, that one’s friends per- 
haps would be thinking of one. All 
I’m conscious of now—I give you 
my word —is that I'd like to see 
him 

“You'd like to see him?” 

“Oh, I don’t say,” Mark ruefully 
smiled, “that I should like him to 
see me ——!” 

Newton Winch, from where he 
stood—and they were together 
now, on the great hearth-rug that 
was a triumph of modern oriental- 
ism — put out one of the noted fine 
hands and, with an _ expressive 
headshake, laid it on his shoulder. 
“Don’t wish him that, Monteith — 
don’t wish him that!” 

“Well, but,”—and Mark raised 


his eyebrows still higher —“he’d 
see I bear up; pretty well!” 

“God forbid he should see, my 
dear fellow!” Newton cried as for 
the pang of it. 

Mark had for his idea, at any 
rate, the oddest sense of an exal- 
tation that grew by this use of 
frankness. “I'd go to him. Hanged 
if I wouldn’t— anywhere!” 

His companion’s hand still rest- 
ed on him. “You’d go to him?” 

Mark stood up to it— though 
trying to sink solemnity as preten- 
tious. “I’d go like a shot.” And 
then he added: “And it’s probably 
what — when we've turned round 
—I shall do.” 

“When ‘we’ have turned round?” 

“Well” —he was a trifle dis- 
concerted at the tone—“I say 
that because you'll have helped 
me.” 

“Oh, I do nothing but want to 
help you!” Winch replied — which 
made it right again; especially as 
our friend still felt himself reas- 
suringly and sustainingly grasped. 
But Winch went on: “You would 
go to him—in kindness?” 

“Well—to understand.” 

“To understand how he could 
swindle you?” 

“Well,” Mark kept on, “to try 
and make out with him how, after 
such things—!” But he stopped; 
he couldn’t name them. 

It was as if his companion knew. 
“Such things as youve done for 
him of course—such services as 
you've rendered him.” 

“Ah, from far back. If I could 
tell you,” our friend vainly wailed 
— “if I could tell you!” 


86] 


A Round of Visits 


Newton Winch patted his shoul- 
der. “Tell me — tell me!” 

“The sort of relation, I mean; 
ever so many things of a kind —!” 
Again, however, he pulled up; he 
felt the tremor of his voice. 

“Tell me, tell me,” Winch re- 
peated with the same movement. 

The tone in it now made their 
eyes meet again, and with this 
presentation of the altered face 
Mark measured as not before, for 
some reason, the extent of the re- 
cent ravage. “You must have been 
ill indeed.” 

“Pretty bad. But I’m better. And 
you do me good” — with which the 
light of convalescence came back. 

“T don’t awfully bore you?” 

Winch shook his head. “You 
keep me up — and you see how no 
one else comes near me.” 

Mark’s eyes made out that he 
was better — though it wasn’t yet 
that nothing was the matter with 
him. If there was ever a man with 
whom there was still something 
the matter —! Yet one couldn’t in- 
sist on that, and meanwhile he 
clearly did want company. “Then 
there we are. I myself had no one 
to go to.” 

“You save my life,” Newton re- 
newedly grinned. 
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“WELL, it’s your own fault,” Mark 
replied to that, “if you make me 
take advantage of you.” Winch 
had withdrawn his hand, which 
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was back, violently shaking keys or 
money, in his trousers pocket; and 
in this position he had abruptly a 
pause, a sensible, absence, that 
might have represented either 
some odd drop of attention, some’ 
turn-off to another thought, or just 
simply the sudden act of listening. 
His guest had indeed himself — 
under suggestion— the impression 
of a sound. “Mayn’t you perhaps 
—if you hear something —have a 
call?” 

Mark had said it so lightly, how- 
ever, that he was the more struck 
with his host’s appearing to turn 
just paler; and, with it, the latter 
now was listening. “You hear 
something?” 

“T thought you did.” Winch him- 
self, on Mark’s own pressure of the 
outside bell, had opened the door 
of the apartment—an indication 
then, it sufficiently appeared, that 
Sunday afternoons were servants’, 
or attendants’, or even trained 
nurses’ holidays. It had also marked 
the stage of his convalescence, and 
to that extent — after his first flush 
of surprise—had but smoothed 
Monteith’s way. At present he 
barely gave further attention; de- 
taching himself as under some odd 
cross-impulse, he had quitted the 
spot and then taken, in the wide 
room, a restless turn— only, how- 
ever, to revert in a moment to his 
friend’s just-uttered deprecation of - 
the danger of boring him. “If I 
make you take advantage of me— 
that is blessedly talk to me— it’s 
exactly what I want to do. Talk to 
me—talk to me!” He positively 
waved it on; pulling up again, 
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however, in his own talk, to say 
with a certain urgency: “Hadn’t 
you better sit down?” 

Mark, who stayed before “the 
fire, couldn’t but excuse himself. 
“Thanks—I’m very well so. I 
think of things and I fidget.” 

Winch stood a moment with his 
eyes on the ground. “Are you very 
sure?” 

“Quite—I’m all right if you 
don’t mind.” 

“Then as you like!” With which, 
shaking to extravagance again his 
long legs, Newton had swung off 
— only with a movement that, now 
his back was turned, affected his 
visitor as the most whimsical of all 
the forms of his rather unnatural 
manner. He was curiously differ- 
ent with his back turned, as Mark 
now for the first time saw it — dan- 
gling and somewhat wavering, as 
from an excess of uncertainty of 
gait; and this impression was so 
strange, it created in our friend, 
uneasily and on the spot, such a 
need of explanation, that his speech 
was stayed long enough to give 
Winch time to turn round again. 
The latter had indeed by this mo- 
ment reached one of the limits of 
the place, the wide studio bay, 
where he paused, his back to the 
light and his face afresh present- 
ed, to let his just passingly de- 
pressed and quickened eyes take 
in as much as possible of the large 
floor, range over it with such brief 
freedom of search as the disposi- 
tion of the furniture permitted. He 
was looking for something, though 
the betrayed reach of vision was 
but of an instant. Mark caught it, 


however, and with his own sensi- 
bility all in vibration, found him- 
self feeling at once that it meant 
something and that what it meant 
was connected with his entertain- 
er’s slightly marked appeal to him, 
the appeal of a moment before, not 
to remain standing. Winch knew 
by this time quite easily enough 
that he was hanging fire; which 
meant that they were suddenly 
facing each other across the wide 
space with a new consciousness. 
Everything had  changed— 
changed extraordinarily with the ° 
mere turning of that gentleman’s 
back, the treacherous aspect of 
which its owner couldn’t surely 
have suspected. If the question was 
of the pitch of their sensibility, at 
all events, it wouldn’t be Mark’s 
that should vibrate to least pur- 
pose. Visibly it had come to his 
host that something had within the 
few instants remarkably happened, 
but there glimmered on him an in- 
duction that still made him keep 
his own manner. Newton himself 
might now resort to any manner he 
liked. His eyes had raked the floor 
to recover the position of some- 
thing dropped or misplaced, and 
something, above all, awkward or 
compromising; and he had wanted 
his companion not to command 
this scene from the hearth-rug, the 
hearth-rug where he had been just 
before holding him, hypnotising 
him to blindness, because the ob- 
ject in question would there be 
most exposed to sight. Mark em- 
braced this with a further drop — 
while the apprehension penetrated 
—of his power to go on, and with 
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an immense desire at the same 
time that his eyes should seem 
only to look at his friend; who 
broke out now, for that matter, 
with a fresh appeal. “Aren’t you 
going to take advantage of me, 
man —aren’t you going to take it?” 
Everything had changed, we 
have noted, and nothing could 
more have proved it than the fact 
that, by the same turn, sincerity of 
desire had dropped out of Winch’s 
chords, while irritation, sharp and 
almost imperious, had come in. 
“That’s because he sees I see some- 
thing!” Mark said to himself; but 
he had no need to add that it 
shouldn’t prevent his seeing more 
—for the simple reason that, in a 
miraculous fashion, this was ex- 
actly what he did do in glaring out 
the harder. It was beyond explana- 
tion, but the very act of blinking 
thus in an attempt at showy stead- 
iness became one and the same 
thing with an optical excursion 
lasting the millionth of a minute 
and making him aware that the 
edge of a rug, at the point where 
an arm-chair, pushed a little out of 
position, overstraddled it, hap- 
pened just not wholly to have cov- 
ered in something small and queer, 
neat and bright, crooked and com- 
pact, in spite of the strong toe-tip 
surreptitiously applied to giving it 
the right lift. Our gentleman, from 
where he hovered, and while look- 
ing straight at the master of the 
scene, yet saw, as by the tiny flash 
of a reflection from fine metal, un- 
der the chair. What he recognised, 
or at least guessed at, as sinister, 


made him for a moment turn cold, 
and that chill was on him while 
Winch again addressed him —as 
differently as possible from any 
manner yet used. “I beg of you in 
God’s name to talk to me — to talk 
to me!” 

It had the ring of pure alarm 
and anguish, but was by this turn 
at least more human than the daz- 
zling glitter of intelligence to which 
the poor man had up to now been 
treating him. “It’s you, my good 
friend, who are in deep trouble,” 
Mark was accordingly quick to re- 
ply, “and I ask your pardon for 
being so taken up with my own 
sorry business.” 

“Of course I’m in deep trou- 
ble” — with which Winch came 
nearer again; “but turning you on 
was exactly what I wanted.” 

Mark Monteith, at this, couldn’t, 
for all his rising dismay, but laugh 
out; his sense of the ridiculous so 
swallowed up, for that brief con- 
vulsion, his sense of the sinister. 
Of such convenience in pain, it 
seemed, was the fact of another’s 
pain, and of so much worth again 
disinterested sympathy! “Your in- 
terest was then —— P” 

“My interest was in your being 
interesting. For you are! And my 
nerves—!” said Newton Winch 
with a face from which the mysti- 
fying smile had vanished, yet in 
which distinction, as Mark so per- 
sistently appreciated it, still sat in 
the midst of ravage. 

Mark wondered and wondered — 
he made strange things out. “Your 
nerves have needed company.” He 
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could lay his hand on him now, 
even as shortly before he had felt 
Winch’s own pressure of posses- 
sion and detention. “As good for 
you yourself, that — or still better,” 
he went on — “than I and my griev- 
ance were to have found you. Talk 
to me, talk to me, Newton Winch!” 
he added with an immense inspira- 
tion of charity. 

“That’s a different matter — that 
others but too much can do! But 
Tll say this. If you want to go to 
Phil Bloodgood —— |” 

“Well?” said Mark as he stopped. 
He stopped, and Mark had now a 
hand on each of his shoulders and 
held him at arm’s-length, held him 
with a fine idea that was not dis- 
connected from the sight of the 
small neat weapon he had been 
fingering in the low luxurious mo- 
rocco chair —it was of the finest 
orange colour —and then had laid 
beside him on the carpet; where, 
after he had admitted his visitor, 
his presence of mind coming back 
to it and suggesting that he 
couldn’t pick it up without mak- 
ing it more conspicuous, he had 
thought, by some swing of the foot 
or other casual manceuvre, to dis- 
simulate its visibility. 

They were at close quarters now 
as not before and Winch perfectly 
passive, with eyes that somehow 
had no shadow of a secret left and 
with the betrayal to the sentient 
hands that grasped him of an in- 
tense, an extraordinary general 
tremor. To Mark’s challenge he 
or posed afresh a brief silence, but 
the very quality of it, with his face 


speaking, was that of a gaping 
wound. “Well, you needn’t take 
that trouble. You see I’m such an- 
other.” 

“Such another as Phil — ?” 

He didn’t blink. “I don’t know 
for sure, but I guess I’m worse.” 

“Do you mean youre guilty — ?” 

“Tt mean I shall be wanted. Only 
I’ve stayed to take it.” 

Mark threw back his head, but 
only tightened his hands. He in- 
expressibly understood, and noth- 
ing in life had ever been so strange 
and dreadful to him as his thus 
helping himself by a longer and 
straighter stretch, as it were, to the 
monstrous sense of his friend’s “ed- 
ucation.” It had been, in its im- 
measurable action, the education 
of business, of which the fruits 
were all around them. Yet prodi- 
gious was the interest, for prodi- 
gious truly — it seemed to loom be- 
fore Mark—must have been the 
system. “To ‘take’ it?” he echoed; 
and then, though faltering a little, 
“To take what?” 

He had scarce spoken when a 
long sharp sound shrilled in from 
the outer door, seeming of so high 
and peremptory a pitch that with 
the start it gave him his grasp of 
his host’s shoulders relaxed an in- 
stant, though to the effect of no 
movement in them but what came 
from just a sensibly intenser vibra- 
tion of the whole man. “For that!” 
said Newton Winch. 

“Then you've known — ?” 

“T’ve expected. You've helped 
me to wait.” And then as Mark 
gave an ironic wail: “You've tided 
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me over. My condition has wanted 
somebody or something. Therefore, 
to complete this service, will you 
be so good as to open the door?” 

Deep in the eyes Mark looked 
him, and still to the detection of 
no glimmer of the earlier man in 
the depths. The earlier man had 
been what he invidiously remem- 
bered — yet would he had been the 
whole simpler story! Then he 
moved his own eyes straight to the 
chair under which the revolver lay 
and which was but a couple of 
yards away. He felt his companion 
take this consciousness in, and it 
determined in them another long, 
mute exchange. “What do you 
mean to do?” 

“Nothing.” 

“On your honour?” 

“My ‘honour’?” his host returned 
with an accent that he felt even as 
it sounded he should never forget. 

It brought to his own face a 
crimson flush—he dropped his 
guarding hands. Then as for a last 
look at him: “You’re wonderful!” 

“We are wonderful,” said New- 
ton Winch, while, simultaneously 
with the words, the pressed elec- 
tric bell again and for a longer 
time pierced the warm cigaretted 
air. 

Mark turned, threw up his arms, 
and it was only when he had 
passed through the vestibule and 
laid his hand on the door-knob 
that the horrible noise dropped. 
The next moment he was face to 
face with two visitors, a nonde- 
script personage in a high hat and 


an astrakhan collar and cuffs, and 
a great belted constable, a splendid 
massive New York “officer” of the 
type he had had occasion to won- 
der at much again in the course of 


‘his walk, the type so by itself — 


his wide observation quite sug- 
gested — among those of the peace- 
makers of the earth. The pair 
stepped straight in—no word was 
said; but as he closed the door be- 
hind them Mark heard the infalli- 
ble crack of a discharged pistol 
and, so nearly with it as to make 
all one violence, the sound of a 
great fall; things the effect of which 
was to lift him, as it were, with his 
company, across the threshold of 
the room in a shorter time than 
that taken by this record of the 
fact. But their rush availed little; 
Newton was stretched on his back 
before the fire; he had held the 
weapon horribly to his temple, and 
his upturned face was disfigured. 
The emissaries of the law, looking 
down at him, exhaled simultane- 
ously a gruff imprecation, and then 
while the worthy in the high hat 
bent over the subject of their visit 
the one in the helmet raised a se- 
vere pair of eyes to Mark. “Don’t 
you think, sir, you might have pre- 
vented itp” 

Mark took a hundred things in, 
it seemed to him—things of the 
scene, of the moment, and of all 
the strange moments before; but 
one appearance more vividly even 
than the others stared out at him. 
“I really think I must practically 
have caused it.” 
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Ir was but a question of leaving 
their own contracted “grounds,” of 
crossing the Avenue and proceed- 
ing then to Mr. Betterman’s gate, 
which even with the deliberate 
step of a truly massive young per- 
son she could reach in three or 
four minutes. So, making no other 
preparation than to open a vast 
pale-green parasol, a portable pa- 
vilion from which there fluttered 
fringes, frills and ribbons that 
made it resemble the roof of some 
Burmese palanquin or perhaps 
even pagoda, she took her way 
while these accessories fluttered in 
the August air, the morning fresh- 
ness, and the soft sea-light. Her 
other draperies, white and volu- 
minous, yielded to the mild breeze 
in the manner of those of a ship 
held back from speed yet with its 
canvas expanded; they conformed 
to their usual law of suggestion 
that the large loose ponderous girl, 
mistress as she might have been of 
the most expensive modern aids to 
the constitution of a “figure,” lived, 
as they said about her, in wrap- 
pers and tea-gowns; so that, save 
for her enjoying obviously the rud- 
est health, she might have been a 


convalescent creeping forth from 
the consciousness of stale bed- 
clothes. She turned in at the short 
drive, making the firm neat gravel 
creak under her tread, and at the 
end of fifty yards paused before 
the florid villa, a structure smoth- 
ered in senseless architectural or- 
nament, as if to put her question 
to its big fair foolish face. How 
Mr. Betterman might be this morn- 
ing, and what sort of a night he 
might have had, was what she 
wanted to learn —an anxiety very 
real with her and which, should 
she be challenged, would nomi- 
nally and decently have brought 
her; but her finer interest was in 
the possibility that Graham Field- 
er might have come. 

The clean blank windows, how- 
ever, merely gave her the impres- 
sion of so many showy picture- 
frames awaiting their subjects; 
even those of them open to the 
charming Newport day seemed to 
tell her at the most that nothing 
had happened since the evening 
before and that the situation was 
still untouched by the change she 
dreamt of. A person essentially un- 
observant of forms, which her am- 
plitude somehow never found of 
the right measure, so that she felt 
the misfit in many cases ridiculous, 
she now passed round the house 
instead of applying at the rather 
grandly gaping portal — which 
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might in all conscience have ac- 
commodated her — and, crossing a 
stretch of lawn to the quarter of 
the place turned to the sea, rested 
here again some minutes. She 
sought indeed after a moment the 
support of an elaborately rustic 
bench that ministered to ease and 
contemplation, whence she would 
rake much of the rest of the small 
sloping domain; the fair prospect, 
the great sea spaces, the line of 
low receding coast that bristled, 
either way she looked, with still 
more costly “places,” and in par- 
ticular the proprietor’s wide and 
bedimmed verandah, this at pres- 
ent commonly occupied by her 
“prowling” father, as she now al- 
ways thought of him, though if 
charged she would doubtless have 
admitted with the candour she 
was never able to fail of that she 
herself prowled during these days 
of tension quite as much as he. 

He would already have come 
over, she was well aware — come 
over on grounds of his own, which 
were quite different from hers; yet 
she was scarce the less struck, off 
at her point of vantage, with the 
way he now sat unconscious of 
her, at the outer edge and where 
the light pointed his presence, in 
a low basket-chair which covered 
him in save for little more than his 
small sharp shrunken profile, de- 
tached against the bright further 
distance, and his small protrusive 
foot, crossed over a knee and agi- 
tated by incessant nervous motion 
whenever he was thus locked in 
thought. Seldom had he more pro- 
duced for her the appearance from 


which she had during the last 
three years never known him to 
vary and which would have told 
his story, all his story, every inch 
of it and with the last intensity, 
she felt, to a spectator capable of 
being struck with him as one might 
after all happen to be struck. What 
she herself recognised at any rate, 
and really at this particular mo- 
ment as she had never done, was 
how his having retired from active 
business, as they said, given up ev- 
erything and entered upon the first 
leisure of his life, had in the odd- 
est way the effect but of empha- 
sising his absorption, denying his 
detachment and presenting him as 
steeped up to the chin. Most of all 
on such occasions did what his 
life had meant come home to her, 
and then most, frankly, did that 
meaning seem small; it was exact- 
ly as the contracted size of his lit- 
tle huddled figure in the basket- 
chair. 

He was a person without an al- 
ternative, and if any had ever been 
open to him, at an odd hour or 
two, somewhere in his inner dim- 
ness, he had long since closed the 
gate against it and now revolved 
in the hard-rimmed circle from 
which he had not a single issue. 
You couldn’t retire without some- 
thing or somewhere to retire to, 
you must have planted a single 
tree at least for shade or be able 
to turn a key in some yielding 
door; but to say that her extraor- 
dinary parent was surrounded by 


‘the desert was almost to flatter the 


void into which he invited one to 
step. He conformed in short to his 
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necessity of absolute interest — in- 
terest, that is, in his own private 
facts, which were facts of numeri- 
cal calculation altogether: how 
could it not be so when he had 
dispossessed himself, if there had 
even been the slightest selection in 
the matter, of every faculty except 
the calculating? If he hadn't 
thought in figures how could he 
possibly have thought at all—and 
oh the intensity with which he was 
thinking at that hour! It was as if 
she literally watched him just then 
and there dry up in yet another de- 
gree to everything but his genius. 
His genius might at the same time 
have gathered in to a point of about 
the size of the end of a pin. Such 
at least was the image of these 
things, or a part of it, determined 
for her under the impression of the 
moment. 

He had come over with the same 
promptitude every morning of the 
last fortnight and had stayed on 
nearly till luncheon, sitting about 
in different places as if they were 
equally his own, smoking, always 
smoking, the big portentously “spe- 
cial” cigars that were now the 
worst thing for him and lost in the 
thoughts she had in general long 
since ceased to wonder about, tak- 
ing them now for granted with an 
indifference from which the appre- 
hension we have noted was but the 
briefest of lapses. He had over and 
above that particular matter of her 
passing perception, he had as they 
all had, goodness knew, and as she 
herself must have done not least, 
the air of waiting for something he 
didn’t speak of and in fact couldn’t 


gracefully mention; with which 
moreover the adopted practice, 
and the irrepressible need ‘of it, 
that she had been having under 
her eye, brought out for her afresh, 
little as she invited or desired any 
renewal of their salience, the sev- 
eral most pointed parental signs — 
harmless oddities as she tried to 
content -herself with calling them, 
but sharp little symbols of stub- 
born little facts as she would have 
felt them hadn’t she forbidden her- 
self to feel. She had forbidden her- 
self to feel, but was none the less 
as undefended against one of the 
ugly truths that hovered there be- 
fore her in the charming silver 
light as against another. That the 
terrible little man she watched at 
his meditations wanted nothing in 
the world so much in these hours 
as to know what was “going to be 
left” by the old associate of his op- 
erations and sharer of his spoils — 
this, as Mr. Gaw’s sole interest in 
the protracted crisis, matched 
quite her certainty of his sense 
that, however their doomed friend 
should pan out, two-thirds of the 
show would represent the unholy 
profits of the great wrong he him- 
self had originally suffered. 

This she knew was what it 
meant—that her father should 
perch there like a ruffled hawk, 
motionless but for his single trem- 
or, with his beak, which had 
pecked so many hearts out, visibly 
sharper than ever, yet only his tal- 
ons nervous; not that he at last 
cared a straw, really, but that he 
was incapable of thought save in 
sublimities of arithmetic, and that 
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the question of what old Frank 
would have done with the fruits of 
his swindle, on the occasion of the 
rupture that had kept them apart 
in hate and vituperation for so 
many years, was one of the things 
that could hold him brooding, day 
by day and week by week, after 
the fashion of a philosopher tan- 
gled in some maze of metaphysics. 
As the end, for the other partici- 
pant in that history, appeared to 
draw near, she had with the firm- 
est, wisest hand she could lay on 
it patched up the horrid difference; 
had artfully induced her father to 
take a house at Newport for the 
summer, and then, pleading, in- 
sisting, that they should in com- 
mon decency, or, otherwise ex- 
pressed, in view of the sick man’s 
sore stricken staté, meet again, had 
won the latter round, unable as he 
was even then to do more than 
shuffle downstairs and take an oc- 
casional drive, to some belief in 
the sincerity of her intervention. 
She had got at him — under stress 
of an idea with which her ostensi- 
ble motive had nothing to do; she 
had obtained entrance, demanding 
as all from herself that he should 
see her, and had little by little, to 
the further illumination of her 
plan, felt that she made him won- 
der at her perhaps more than he 
had ever wondered at anything; so 
that after this everything else was 
a part of that impression. 

Strange to say, she had presently 
found herself quite independently 
interested; more interested than by 
any transaction, any chapter of in- 
tercourse, in her whole specifically 


filial history. Not that it mattered 
indeed if, in all probability — and 
positively so far back as during the 
time of active hostilities — this 
friend and enemy of: other days 
had been predominantly in the 
right: the case, at the best and 
for either party, showed so scantly 
for edifying that where was the 
light in which her success could 
have figured as a moral or a senti- 
mental triumph? There had been 
no real beauty for her, at its ap- 
parent highest pitch, in that walk 
of the now more complacently val- 
id of the two men across the Av- 
enue, a walk taken as she and her 
companion had continued regu- 
larly to take it since, that he might 
hold out his so long clenched hand, 
under her earnest admonition, to 
the antagonist cut into afresh this 
year by sharper knives than any 
even in Gaw’s armoury. They had 
consented alike to what she 
wished, and without knowing why 
she most wished it: old Frank, 
oddly enough, because he liked 
her, as she felt, for herself, once 
gave him the chance and took all 
the trouble; and her father because 
— well, that was an old story. For 
a long time now, three or four 
years at least, she had had, as she 
would have said, no difficulty with 
him; and she knew just when, she 
knew almost just how, the change 
had begun to show. 
Signal and supreme proof had 
come to him one day that save for 
his big plain quiet daughter (qui- 
et, that is, unless when she knocked 
over a light gilt chair or swept off 
a rash table-ornament in brushing 
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expansively by,) he was absolutely 
alone on the human field, utterly 
unattended by any betrayal what- 
ever that a fellow-creature could 
like him or, when the inevitable 
day should come, could disinter- 
estedly miss him. She knew how of 
old her inexplicable, her almost ri- 
diculous type had disconcerted and 
disappointed him; but with this, 
at a given moment, it had come to 
him that she represented quantity 
and mass, that there was a great 
deal of her, so that she would have 
pressed down even a balance ap- 
pointed to weigh bullion; and as 
there was nothing he was fonder 
of than such attestations of value 
he had really ended by drawing 
closer to her, as who should say, 
and by finding countenance in the 
breadth of personal and _ social 
shadow that she projected. This 
was the sole similitude about him 
of a living alternative, and it served 
only as she herself provided it. He 
had actually turned into a personal 
relation with her as he might have 
turned, out of the glare and the 
noise and the harsh recognitions of 
the market, into some large cool 
dusky temple; a place where idols 
other than those of his worship 
vaguely loomed and gleamed, so 
that the effect at moments might 
be rather awful, but where at least 
he could sit very still, could breathe 
very softly, could look about 
obliquely and discreetly, could in 
fact wander a little on tiptoe and 
treat the place, with a mixture of 
pride and fear, almost as his 
own. 


He had brooded and brooded, 


even as he was brooding now; and 
that habit she at least had in com- 
mon with him, though their sub- 
jects of thought were so different. 
Thus it was exactly that she. be- 
gan to make out at the time his 
actual need to wonder at her, the 
only fact outside his proper range 
that had ever cost him a specula- 
tive impulse, still more a specula- 
tive failure; even as she was to 
make it out later on in the case of 
their Newport neighbour, and to 
recognise above all that though a 
certain savour of accepted discom- 
fort had, in the connection, to per- 
vade her father’s consciousness, no 
taste of resentment was needed, as 
in the present case, to sweeten it. 
Nothing had more interested our 
intelligent young woman than to 
note in each of these overstrained, 
yet at the same time safely resting 
accumulators — and to note it as a 
thing unprecedented up to this lat- 
est season — an unexpressed, even 
though to some extent invoked, re- 
lief under the sense, the confirmed 
suspicion, of certain anomalies of 
ignorance and indifference as to 
what they themselves stood for, 
anomalies they could scarcely have 
begun, on the first glimmer, by so 
much as taking for realities. It had 
become verily, on the part of the 
poor bandaged and bolstered and 
heavily-breathing object of her 
present solicitude, as she had found 
it on that of his still comparatively 
agile and intensely acute critic, the 
queer mark of an inward relief to 
meet, so far as they had arts or 
terms for it, any intimation of what 
she might have to tell them. From 
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her they would take things they 
never could have taken, and never 
had, from anyone else. There were 
some such intimations that her fa- 
ther, of old, had only either dodged 
with discernible art or directly set 
his little white face against; he 
hadn’t wanted them, and had in 
fact been afraid of them — so that 
after all perhaps his caring so lit- 
tle what went on in any world not 
subject to his direct intelligence 
might have had the qualification 
that he guessed she could imagine, 
and that to see her, or at least to 
feel her, imagine was like the 
sense of an odd draught about him 
when doors and windows were 
closed. 

Up in the sick man’s room the 
case was quite other; she had 
been admitted there but three 
times, very briefly, and a week had 
elapsed since the last, yet she had 
created in him a positive want to 
communicate, or at any rate to re- 
ceive communication. She shouldn’t 
see him again — the pair of doctors 
and the trio of nurses had been at 
one about that; but he had caused 
her to be told that he liked to 
know of her coming and hoped she 
would make herself quite at home. 
This she took for an intended sign, 
a hint that what she had in spite 
of difficulties managed to say now 
kept him company in the great be- 
dimmed and disinfected room from 
which other society was banished. 
Her father in fine he ignored after 
that not particularly beautiful mo- 
ment of bare recognition brought 
about by her at the bedside; her 
father was the last thing in the 


world that actually concerned him. 
But his not ignoring herself could 
but have a positive meaning; 
which was that she had made the 
impression she sought. Only would 
Graham Fielder arrive in time? She 
was not in a position to ask for 
news of him, but was sure each 
morning that if there had been any 
gage of this Miss Mumby, the most 
sympathetic of the nurses and with 
whom she had established a work- 
ing intelligence, would be suffi- 
ciently interested to come out and 
speak to her. After waiting a while, 
however, she recognised that there 
could be no Miss Mumby yet and 
went over to her father in the great 
porch. 

“Don’t you get tired,” she put to 
him, “of just sitting round here?” 

He turned to her his small neat 
finely-wrinkled face, of an extreme 
yellowish palor and which some- 
how suggested at this end of time 
an empty glass that had yet held 
for years so much strong wine that 
a faint golden tinge still lingered 
on from it. “I can’t get any more 
tired than I am already.” His tone 
was flat, weak and so little charged 
with petulance that it betrayed the 
long habit of an almost exasperat- 
ing mildness. This effect, at the 
same time, so far from suggesting 
any positive tradition of civility 
was somehow that of a common- 
ness instantly and peculiarly ex- 
posed. “It’s a better place than 
ours,” he added in a moment. “But 
I don’t care.” And then he went 
on: “I guess ’'d be more tired in 
your position.” 

“Oh you know I’m never tired. 
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And now,” “Tm too 
interested.” 

“Well then, so am I Only for 
me it ain’t a position.” 

His daughter still hovered with 
her vague look about. “Well, if it’s 
one for me I feel it’s a good one. I 
mean it’s the right one.” 

Mr. Gaw shook his little foot 
with renewed intensity, but his 
irony was not gay. “The right one 
isn’t always a good one. But ain’t 
the question what his is going to 
be?” 

“Mr. Fielder’s? Why, of course,” 
said Rosanna quietly. “That’s the 
whole interest.” 

“Well then, you’ve got to fix it.” 

“I consider that I have fixed it 
—I mean if we can hold out.” 

“Well”? —and Mr. Gaw shook 
on—“I guess I can. It’s pleasant 
here,” he went on, “even if it is 
funny.” 

“Funny?” his daughter echoed 
— yet inattentively, for she had be- 
come aware of another person, a 
middle-aged woman, but with 
neatly-kept hair already grizzled 
and in a white dress covered with 
a large white apron, who stood at 
the nearest opening of the house. 
“Here we are, you see, Miss Mum- 
by—but any news?” Miss Gaw 
was instantly eager. 

“Why he’s right there upstairs,” 
smiled the lady of the apron, who 
was clearly well affected to the 
speaker. 

This young woman flushed for 
pleasure. “Oh how splendid! But 
when did he come?” ° 

“Early this morning—by the 
New York boat. I was up at five, 


said Rosanna, 


to change with Miss Ruddle, and 
there of a sudden were his wheels. 
He seems so nice!” Miss Mumby 
beamed. 

Rosanna’s interest visibly rose, 
though she was prompt to explain 
it. “Why it’s because he’s nice! 
And he has seen him?” 

“He’s seeing him now —alone. 
For five minutes. Not all at once.” 
But Miss Mumby was visibly se- 
rene. 

This made Miss Gaw rejoice. 
“Tm not afraid. It will do him 
good. It has got to!” she finely de- 
clared. 

Miss Mumby was so much at 
ease that she could even sanction - 
the joke. “More good than the 
strain of waiting. They’re quite 
satisfied.” Rosanna knew _ these 
judges for Doctor Root and Doc- 
tor Hatch, and felt the support of 
her friend’s firm freshness. “So we 
can hope,” this authority con- 
cluded. 

“Well, let my daughter run 
it—!” Abel Gaw had got up as if 
this change in the situation quali- 
fied certain proprieties, but turned 
his small sharpness to Miss Mum- 
by, who had at first produced in 
him no change of posture. “Well, 
if he couldn’t stand me I suppose 
it was because he knows me — and 
doesn’t know this other man. May 
Mr. Fielder prove acceptable!” he 
added, stepping off the verandah 
to the path. But as that left Ros- 
anna’s share in the interest still 
apparently unlimited he spoke 
again. “Is it going to make you 
settle over here?” 

This mild irony determined her 
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at once joining him, and they took 
leave together of their friend. “Oh 
I feel it’s right now!” She smiled 
back at Miss Mumby, whose agi- 
tation of a confirmatory hand be- 
fore disappearing as she had come 
testified to the excellence of the 
understanding between the ladies, 
and presently was trailing her light 
vague draperies over the grass be- 
side her father. They might have 
been taken to resemble as they 
moved together a big ship staying 
its course to allow its belittled 
tender to keep near, and the like- 
ness grew when after a minute 
Mr. Gaw himself stopped to ad- 
dress his daughter a question. He 
had, it was again marked, so scant 
a range of intrinsic tone that he 
had to resort for emphasis or point 
to some other scheme of signs — 
this surely also of no great rich- 
ness, but expressive of his possi- 
bilities when once you knew him. 
“Is there any reason for your not 
telling me why you're so worked 
up?” 

His companion, as she paused 
for accommodation, showed him a 
large flat grave face in which the 
general intention of deference 
seemed somehow to confess that it 
was often at the mercy — and per- 
haps most in this particular rela- 
tion — of such an inward habit of 
the far excursion as could but in- 
corrigibly qualify for Rosanna 
Gaw certain of the forms of at- 
tention, certain of the necessities 
of manner. She was, sketchily 
speaking, so much higher-piled a 
person than her father that the fil- 
ial attitude in her suffered at the 


best from the occasional air of her 
having to come down to him. You 
would have guessed that she was 
not a person to cultivate that air; 
and perhaps even if very acute 
would have guessed some other 
things bearing on the matter from 
the little man’s careful way with 
her. This pair exhibited there in 
the great light of the summer Sun- 
day morning more than one of the 
essential, or perhaps the rather fi- 
nally constituted, conditions of 
their intercourse. Here was a par- 
ent who clearly appealed to no- 
body in the world but his child, 
and a child who condescended to 
nobody in the world but her par-’ 
ent; and this with the anomaly of 
a constant care not to be too hum- 
ble on one side and an equal one 
not to be too proud on the other. 
Rosanna, her powerful exposed 
arm raised to her broad shoulder, 
slowly made her heavy parasol re- 
volve, flinging with it a wide shad- 
ow that enclosed them together, 
for their question and answer, as 
in a great bestreamered tent. “Do 
I strike you as worked up? Why 
I've tried to keep as quiet about it 
as I possibly could—as one does 
when one wants a thing so tre- 
mendously much.” 

His eyes had been raised to her 
own, but after she had said this 
in her perfunctory way they sank 
as from a sense of shyness and 
might have rested for a little on 
one of their tent-pegs. “Well, 
daughter, that’s just what I want 
to understand — your personal mo- 
tive.” 

She gave a sigh for this, a 
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strange uninforming sigh. “Ah fa- 
ther, ‘my personal motives’ ——!” 

With this she might have walked 
on, but when he barred the way it 
was as if she could have done so 
but by stepping on him. “I don’t 
complain of your personal motives 
—I want you to have all you're en- 
titled to and should like to know 
who’s entitled to more. But couldn’t 
you have a reason once in a while 
for letting me know what some of 
your reasons are?” 

Her decent blandness dropped 
on him again, and she had clearly 
this time come further to meet 
him. “You’ve always wanted me to 
have things I don’t care for— 
though really when you’ve made a 
great point of it I’ve often tried. 
But want me now to have this.” 
And then as he watched her again 
to learn what “this,” with the vis- 
ibly rare importance she attached 
to it, might be: “To make up to a 
person for a wrong I once did 
him.” 

“You wronged the man who has 
come?” 

“Oh dreadfully!” Rosanna said 
with great sweetness. 

He evidently held that any no- 
tice taken of anyone, to whatever 
effect, by this great daughter of 
his was nothing less than an hon- 
our done, and probably overdone; 
so what preposterous “wrong” 
could count? The worst he could 
think of was still but a sign of her 
greatness. “You wouldn’t have him 
round —— ?” 

“Oh that would have been noth- 
ing!” she laughed; and this time 
she sailed on again. 


999990090009009900000000090900000000000000090999 

9 © 
9 © 
9 © 
9 © 
Y © 
9 © 
9 © 
Y 


929999999900999999090009090000999999999 


9 








Rosanna found him again after 
luncheon shaking his little foot 
from the depths of a piazza chair, 
but now on their own scene and 
at a point where this particular 
feature of it, the cool spreading ve- 
randah, commanded the low green 
cliff and a part of the immediate 
approach to the house from the 
seaward side. She left him to the 
only range of thought of which he 
was at present capable — she was 
so perfectly able to follow it; and 
it had become for that matter an 
old story that as he never opened 
a book, nor sought a chance for 
talk, nor took a step of exercise, 
nor gave in any manner a sign of 
an unsatisfied want, the extent of 
his vacancy, a detachment in which 
there just breathed a hint of the 
dryly invidious, might thus re- 
main unbroken for hours. She 
knew what he was waiting for, and 
that if she hadn’t been there to 
see him he would take his way 
across to the other house again, 
where the plea of solicitude for his 
old friend’s state put him at his 
ease and where, moreover, as she 
now felt, the possibility of a sight 
of Graham Fielder might reward 
him. It was disagreeable to her 
that he should have such a sight 
while she denied it to her own 
eyes; but the sense of their com- 
mon want of application for their 
faculties was a thing that repeat- 
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edly checked in her the expression 
of judgments. Their idleness was 
as mean and bare on her own side, 
she too much felt, as on his; and 
heaven knew that if he could sit 
with screwed-up eyes for hours the 
case was as flagrant in her aimless 
driftings, her incurable restless rev- 
olutions, as a pretence of “inter- 
ests” could consort with. 

She revolved and drifted then, 
out of his sight and in another 
quarter of the place, till four o’clock 
had passed; when on returning to 
him she found his chair empty and 
was sure of what had become of 
him. There was nothing else in 
fact for his Sunday, as he on that 
day denied himself the resource of 
driving, or rather of being driven, 
from which the claim of the me- 
chanical car had not, in the New- 
port connection, won him, and 
which, deep in his barouche, be- 
hind his own admirable horses, 
could maintain him in meditation 
for meditation’s sake quite as well 
as a poised rocking-chair. Left 
thus to herself, though conscious 
she well might have visitors, she 
circled slowly and_ repeatedly 
round the gallery, only pausing at 
last on sight of a gentleman who 
had come into view by a path 
from the cliff. He presented him- 
self in a minute as Davey Brad- 
ham, and on drawing nearer called 
across to her without other greet- 
ing: “Won’t you walk back with 
me to tea? Gussy has sent me to 
bring you.” 

“Why yes, of course I will— 
that’s nice of Gussy,” she replied; 
adding moreover that she wanted 


a walk, and feeling in the pros- 
pect, though she didn’t express 
this, a relief to her tension and a 
sanction for what she called to her- 
self her tact. She might without 
the diversion not quite have trust- 
ed herself not to emulate, and 
even with the last crudity, her fa- 
ther’s proceeding; which she knew 
she should afterwards be ashamed 
of. “Anyone that comes here,” she 
said, “must come on to you— 
theyll know”; and when Davey 
had replied that there wasn’t the 
least chance of anyone’s not com- 
ing on she moved with him down 
the path, at the end of which they 
entered upon the charming cliff 
walk, a vast carpet of undivided 
lawns, kept in wondrous condition, 
with a meandering right-of-way 
for a seaward fringe and bristling 
wide-winged villas that spoke of a 
seated colony; many of these huge 
presences reducing to marginal 
meanness their strip of the carpet. 

Davey was, like herself, richly 
and healthily replete, though with 
less of his substance in stature; a 
frankly fat gentleman, blooming 
still at eight-and-forty, with a 
large smooth shining face, void of 
a sign of moustache or whisker 
and crowned with dense dark hair 
cropped close to his head after the 
fashion of a French schoolboy or 
the inmate of a jail. But for his 
half-a-dozen fixed wrinkles, as 
marked as the great rivers of a 
continent on a map, and his thick 
and arched and active eyebrows, 
which left almost nothing over for 
his forehead, he would have scarce 
exhibited features —in spite of the 
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absence of which, however, he 
could look in alternation the most 
portentous things and the most ri- 
diculous. He would hang up a 
meaning in his large empty face as 
if he had swung an awful exam- 
ple on a gibbet, or would let loose 
there a great grin that you some- 
how couldn’t catch in the fact but 
that pervaded his expanses of 
cheek as poured wine pervades 
water. He differed certainly from 
Rosanna in that he enjoyed, visi- 
bly, all he carnally possessed — 
whereas you could see in a mo- 
ment that she, poor young woman, 
would have been content with, 
would have been glad of, a scantier 
allowance. “You'll find Cissy Foy, 
to begin with,” he said as they 
went; “she arrived last night and 
told me to tell you she’d have 
walked over with me but that 
Gussy wants her for something. 
However, as you know, Gussy al- 
ways wants her for something — 
she wants everyone for something 
so much more than something for 
everyone — and there are none of 
us that are not worked hard, even 
though we mayn’t bloom on it like 
Cissy, who, by the way, is looking 
a perfect vision.” 

“Awfully lovely?” — Rosanna 
clearly saw as she asked. 

“Prettier than at any time yet, 
and wanting tremendously to hear 
from you, you know, about your 
protégé—what’s the  fellow’s 
name? Graham Fielder? — whose 
arrival we're all agog about.” 

Rosanna pulled up in the path; 
she somehow at once felt her pos- 
session of this interest clouded — 


shared as yet as it had been only 
with her father, whose share she 
could control. It then and there 
came to her in one of the waves of 
disproportionate despair in which 
she felt half the impressions of life 
break, that she wasn’t going to be 
able to control at all the great par- 
ticipations. She had a moment of 
reaction against what she had 
done; she liked Gray to be called 
her protégé — forced upon her as 
endless numbers of such were, he 
would be the only one in the 
whole collection who hadn’t him- 
self pushed at her; but with the 
big bright picture of the villas, the 
palaces, the lawns and the luxuries 
in her eyes, and with something 
like the chink of money itself in 
the murmur of the breezy little 
waves at the foot of the cliff, she 
felt that, without her having 
thought of it enough in advance, 
she had handed him over to com- 
plications and _ relations. These 
things shimmered in the silver air 
of the wondrous perspective ahead, 
the region off there that awaited 
her present approach and where 
Gussy hovered like a bustling god- 
dess in the enveloping cloud of her 
court. The man beside her was the 
massive Mercury of this urgent 
Juno; but— without mythological 
comparisons, which we make for 
her under no hint that she could 
herself have dreamed of one — she 
found herself glad just then that 
she liked Davey Bradham, and 
much less sorry than usual that she 
didn’t respect him. An extraordi- 
nary thing happened, and all in 
the instant before she spoke again. 
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It was very strange, and it made 
him look at her as if he wondered 
that his words should have had so 
great an effect as even her still face 
showed. There was absolutely no 
one, roundabout and far and wide, 
whom she positively wanted Gra- 
ham to know; no not one creature 
of them all —“all” figuring for her, 
while she stood, the great collec- 
tion at the Bradhams’. She hadn’t 
thought of this before in the least 
as it came to her now; yet no more 
had she time to be sure that even 
with the sharper consciousness she 
would, as her father was apt to 
say, have acted different. So much 
was true, yet while she still a mo- 
ment longer hung fire Davey 
rounded himself there like some- 
thing she could comparatively rest 
on. “How in the world,” she put to 
him then, “do you know anything 
away off there—? He has come to 
his uncle, but so quietly that I 
haven’t yet seen him.” 

“Why, my dear thing, is it new 
to you that we're up and doing — 
bright and lively? We’re the most 
intelligent community on all this 
great coast, and when precious 
knowledge is in the air we’re not 
to be kept from it. We knew at 
breakfast that the New York boat 
had brought him, and Gussy of 
course wants him up to dinner to- 
night. Only Cissy claims, you see, 
that she has rights in him first — 
rights beyond Gussy’s, I mean,” 
Davey went on; “I don’t know that 
she claims them beyond yours.” 

She looked abroad again, his 
companion, to earth and sea and 
sky; she wondered and felt threat- 


ened, yet knowing herself at the 
same time a long way off from the 
point at which menace roused her 
to passion. She had always to suf- 
fer so much before that, and was 
for the present in the phase of feel- 
ing but weak and a little sick. But 
there was always Davey. She start- 
ed their walk again before saying 
more, while he himself said things 
that she didn’t heed. “I can’t for 
the life of me imagine,” she never- 
theless at last declared, “what 
Cissy has to do with him. When 
and where has she ever seen him?” 

Davey did as always his best to 
oblige. “Somewhere abroad, some 
time back, when she was with her 
mother at some baths or some 
cure-place. Though when I think 
of it,” he added, “it wasn’t with 
the man himself — it was with some 
relation: hasn’t he an uncle, or per- 
haps a stepfather? Cissy seems to 
know all about him, and he takes 
a great interest in her.” 

It again all but stopped Ros- 
anna. “Gray Fielder an interest in 
Cissy —— P” 

“Let me not,” laughed Davey, 
“sow any seed of trouble or en- 
gage for more than I can stand to. 
She'll tell you all about it, shell 
clothe it in every grace. Only I as- 
sure you I myself am as much in- 
terested as anyone,” he added — 
“interested, I mean, in the ques- 
tion of whether the old man there 
has really brought him out at the 
last gasp this way to do some de- 
cent thing about him. An impres- 
sion prevails,” he further explained, 
“that youre in some wonderful 
way in the old wretch’s confidence, 
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and I therefore make no bones of 
telling you that your arrival on 
our scene there, since youre so 
good as to consent to come,”has 
created an impatience beyond even 
what your appearances naturally 
everywhere create. I give you 
warning that there’s no limit to 
what we want to know.” 

Rosanna took this in now as she 
so often took things — working it 
down in silence at first: it shared 
in the general weight of all direct 
contributions to her consciousness. 
It might then, when she spoke, 
have sunk deep. She looked about 
again, in her way, as if under her 
constant oppression, and seeing, a 
little off from their gravelled walk, 
a public bench to which a possible 
path branched down, she said, on 
a visibly grave decision: “Look 
here, I want to talk to you — you're 
one of the few people in all your 
crowd to whom I really can. So 
come and sit down.” 

Davey Bradham, arrested be- 
fore her, had an air for his re- 
sponsibilities that quite matched 
her own. “Then what becomes of 
them all there?” 

“J don’t care a hang what be- 
comes of them. But if you want to 
know,” Rosanna said, “I do care 
what becomes of Mr. Fielder, and 
I trust you enough, being as you 
are the only one of your lot I do 
trust, to help me perhaps a little 
to do something about it.” 

“Oh, my dear lady, ’m not a 
bit discreet, you know,” Mr. Brad- 
ham amusedly protested; “I’m per- 
fectly unprincipled and utterly in- 
delicate. How can a fellow not be 


who likes as much as I do at all 
times to make the kettle boil and 
the plot thicken? I’ve only got my 
beautiful intelligence, though, as I 
say, I don’t in the least want to 
embroil you. Therefore if I can 
really help you as the biggest bab- 
bler alive ——!” 

She waited again a little, but 
this time with her eyes on his good 
worn worldly face, superficially so 
smooth, but with the sense of it 
lined and scratched and hacked 
across much in the manner of the 
hard ice of a large pond at the end 
of a long day’s skating. The 
amount of obstreperous exercise 
that had been taken on that re- 
cording field! The difference be- 
tween our pair, thus confronted, 
might have been felt as the great- 
er by the very fact of their outward 
likeness as creatures so materially ’ 
weighted; it would have been writ- 
ten all over Rosanna for the con- 
sidering eye that every grain of 
her load, from innermost soul to 
outermost sense, was that of real- 
ity and sincerity; whereas it might 
by the same token have been felt 
of Davey that in the temperature 
of life as he knew it his personal 
identity had been, save for per- 
haps some small tough lurking re- 
siduum, long since puffed away in 
pleasant spirals of vapour. Our 
young woman was at this moment, 
however, less interested in quanti- 
ties than in qualities of candour; 
she could get what passed for it by 
the bushel, by the ton, whenever, 
right or left, she chose to chink her 
pocket. Her requirement for actual 
use was such a glimmer from the 
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candle of truth as a mere poor 
woman might have managed to 
kindle. What was left of precious 
in Davey might thus have figured 
but as a candle-end; yet for the 
lack of it she should perhaps move 
in darkness. And her brief inten- 
sity of watch was in a moment re- 
warded; her companion’s candle- 
end was his not quite burnt-out 
value as a gentleman. This was 
enough for her, and she seemed to 
see her way. “If I don’t trust you 
there’s nobody else in all the wide 
world I can. So you've got to know, 
and you've got to be good to me.” 

“Then what awful thing have 
you done?” he was saying to her 
three minutes after they had taken 
their place temporarily on the 
bench. 

“Well, I got at Mr. Betterman,” 
she said, “in spite of all the diffi- 
culty. Father and he hadn’t spok- 
en for years—had had long ago 
the blackest, ugliest difference; be- 
lieving apparently the horridest 
things of each other. Nevertheless 
it was as father’s daughter that I 
went to him —though after a lit- 
tle, I think, it was simply for the 
worth itself of what I had to tell 
him that he listened to me.” 

“And what you had to tell him,” 
Davey asked while she kept her 
eyes on the far horizon, “was then 
that you take this tender interest 
in Mr. Fielder?” 

“You may make my interest as 
ridiculous as you like —— |” 

“Ah, my dear thing,” Davey 
pleadingly protested, “don’t de- 
prive me, please, of anything nice 
there is to know!” 


“There was something that had 
happened years ago—a wrong I 
perhaps had done him, though in 
perfect good faith. I thought I saw 
my way to make up for it, and I 
seem to have succeeded beyond 
even what I hoped.” 

“Then what have you to worry 
about?” said Davey. 

“Just my success,” she answered 
simply. “Here he is and I’ve done 
it.” 

“Made his rich uncle want him 
—who hadn’t wanted him before? 
Is that it?” 

“Yes, interfered afresh in his be- 
half — as I had interfered long ago. 
When one has interfered one can’t 
help wondering,” she gravely ex- 
plained. } 

“But dear lady, ever for his ben- 
efit of course,” Davey extempo- 
rised. 

“Yes — except for the uncertain- 
ty of what is for a person’s benefit. 
It’s hard enough to know,” said 
Rosanna, “what’s for one’s own.” 

“Oh, as to that,” Davey joked, 
“I don’t think that where mine’s 
concerned I’ve ever a doubt! But 
is the point that the old man had 
quarrelled with him and_ that 
you've brought about a reconcilia- 
tion?” 

She considered again with her 
far-wandering eyes; as if both 
moved by her impulse to confi- 
dence and weighted with the sense 
of how much of it there all was. 
“Well, in as few words as possible, 
it was like this. He’s the son but of 
a half-sister, the daughter of Mr. 
Betterman’s father by a second 
marriage which he in his youth 
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hadn’t at all liked, and who made 
her case worse with him, as time 
went on, by marrying a man, Gra- 
ham’s father, whom he had“also 
some strong objection to. Yes,” she 
summarized, “he seems to have 
been difficult to please, but he’s 
making up for it now. His brother- 
in-law didn’t live long to suffer 
from the objection, and the sister, 
Mrs. Fielder, left a widow badly 
provided for, went off with her 
boy, then very young, to Europe. 
There, later on, during a couple of 
years that I spent abroad with my 
mother, we met them and for the 
time saw much of them; she and 
my dear mother greatly took to 
each other, they formed the friend- 
liest relation, and we had in com- 
mon that my father’s business as- 
sociation with Mr. Betterman still 
at that time subsisted, though the 
terrible man—as he then was— 
hadn’t at all made it up with our 
friend. It was while we were 
with her in Dresden, however, 
that something happened which 
brought about, by correspondence, 
some renewal of intercourse. This 
was a matter on which we were in 
her confidence and in which we 
took the greatest interest, for we 
liked also the other person con- 
cerned in it. An opportunity had 
come up for her to marry again, 
she had practically decided to em- 
brace it, and of this, though every- 
thing between them had broken 
off so short, her unforgiving broth- 
er had heard, indirectly, in New 
York: 

Davey Bradham, lighting ciga- 
rettes, and having originally placed 


his case, in a manner promptly ap- 
preciated, at his companion’s dis- 
posal, crowned this now adjusted 
relation with a pertinence of com- 
ment. “And only again of course 
to be as horrid as possible about 
it! He hated husbands in general.” 

“Well, he himself, it was to be 
said, had been but little of one. 
He had lost his own wife early and 
hadn’t married again — though he 
was to lose early also the two chil- 
dren born to him. The second of 
these deaths was recent at the time 
I speak of, and had had to do, I 
imagine, with his sudden overture 
to his absent relations. He let his 
sister know that he had learnt her 
intention and thought very ill of 
it, but also that if she would get 
rid of her low foreigner and come 
back with the boy he would be 
happy to see what could be done 
for them.” 

“What a jolly situation!” — Day- 
ey exhaled fine puffs. “Her second 
choice then—at Dresden—was a 
German adventurer?” 

“No, an English one, Mr. North- 
over; an adventurer only as a man 
in love is always one, I suppose, 
and who was there for us to see 
and extremely to approve. He had 
nothing to do with Dresden be- 
yond having come on to join her; 
they had met elsewhere, in Switz- 
erland or the Tyrol, and he had 
shown an interest in her, and had 
made his own impression, from the 
first. She answered her brother 
that his demand of her was exces- 
sive in the absence of anything 
she could recognise that she owed 
him. To this he replied that she 
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might marry then whom she liked, 
but that if she would give up her 
boy and send him home, where he 
would take charge of him and bring 
him up to prospects she would be 
a fool not to appreciate, there need 
be no more talk and she could lead 
her life as she perversely preferred. 
This crisis came up during our 
winter with her—it was a very 
cruel one, and my mother, as I 
have said, was all in her confi- 
dence.” 

“Of course”—Davey Bradham 
abounded; “and you were all in 
your mother’s!” 

Rosanna leaned back on _ the 
bench, her cigarette between her 
strong and rounded fingers; she sat 
at her ease now, this chapter of 
history filling, under her view, the 
soft lap of space and the comfort 
of having it well out, and yet of 
keeping it, as her friend somehow 
helped her to do, well within her 
control, more and more operative. 
“Well, I was sixteen years old, and 
Gray at that time fourteen. I was 
huge and hideous and began then 
to enjoy the advantage — if advan- 
tage it was —of its seeming so ri- 
diculous to treat the monster I had 
grown as negligible that I had to 
be treated as important. I wasn’t a 
bit stupider than I am now—in 
fact I saw things much more sharp- 
ly and simply and knew ever so 
much better what I wanted and 
didn’t. Gray and I had become ex- 
cellent friends—if you want to 
think of him as my ‘first passion’ 
you are welcome to, unless you 
want to think of him rather as my 
fifth! He was a charming little boy, 


much nicer than any IJ had ever 
seen; he didn’t come up higher 
than my shoulder, and, to tell you 
all, I remember how once, in some 
game with a party of English and 
American children whom my 
mother had got together for Christ- 
mas, I tried to be amusing by car- 
rying half-a-dozen of them suc- 
cessively on my back — all in order 
to have the pleasure of carrying 
him, whom I felt, I remember, 
but as a feather-weight compared 
with most of the others. Such a 
romp was I—as you can of course 
see I must have been, and at the 
same time so horridly artful; which 
is doubtless now not so easy for 
you to believe of me. But the 
point,” Rosanna developed, “is that 
I entered all the way into our 
friends’ situation and that when I 
was with my mother alone we 
talked for the time of nothing else. 
The strange, or at least the cer- 
tain, thing was that though we 
should have liked so to have them 
over here, we hated to see them 
hustled even by a rich relative: we 
were rich ourselves, though we 
rather hated that too, and there 
was no romance for us in being so 
stuffed up. We liked Mr. North- 
over, their so devoted friend, we 
saw how they cared for him, how 
even Graham did, and what an in- 
terest he took in the boy, for whom 
we felt that a happy association 
with him, each of them so open to 
it, would be a great thing; we 
threw ourselves in short, and I 
dare say to extravagance, into the 
idea of the success of Mr. North- 
over’s suit. She was the charming- 
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est little woman, very pretty, very 
lonely, very vague, but very sym- 
pathetic, and we perfectly under- 
stood that the pleasant English- 
man, of great taste and thoroughly 
a gentleman, should have felt en- 
couraged. We didn’t in the least 
adore Mr. Betterman, between 
whom and my father the differ- 
ences that afterwards became so 
bad were already threatening, and 
when I saw for myself how the 
life that might thus be opened to 
him where they were, with his 
mother’s marriage and a further 
good influence crowning it, would 
compare with the awful game of 
grab, to express it mildly, for which 
I was sure his uncle proposed to 
train him, I took upon myself to 
get more roused and wound-up 
than I had doubtless any real right 
to, and to wonder what I might re- 
ally do to promote the benefit that 
struck me as the greater and de- 
feat the one against which my prej- 
udice was strong.” 

She had drawn up a moment as 
if what was to come required her 
to gather herself, while her com- 
panion seemed to assure her by 
the backward set of his head, that 
of a man drinking at a cool spout, 
how little his attention had lapsed. 
“I see at once, you dear grand 
creature, that you were from that 
moment at the bottom of every- 
thing that was to happen; and 
without knowing yet what these 
things were I back you for it now 
up to the hilt.” 

“Well,” she said, “I’m much 
obliged, and you're never for an 
instant, mind, to fail me; but I 


needed no backing then —I didn’t 
even need my mother’s: I took on 
myself so much from the moment 
my chance turned up.” 

“You just walked in and settled 
the whole question, of course.” He 
quite flaunted the luxury of his in- 
terest. “Clearly what moved you 
was one of those crowning pas- 
sions of infancy.” 

“Then why didn’t I want, on the 
contrary, to have him, poor boy, 
where his presence would feed my 
flame?” Rosanna at once inquired. 
“Why didn’t I obtain of my moth- 
er to say to his—for she would 
have said anything in the world I 
wanted: “You just quietly get mar- 
ried, don’t disappoint this delight- 
ful man; while we take Gray back 
to his uncle, which will be awfully 
good for him, and let him learn to 
make his fortune, the decent wom- 
en that we are fondly befriending 
him and you and your husband 
coming over whenever you like, to 
see how beautifully it answers.’ 
Why if I was so infatuated didn’t 
I do that?” she repeated. 

He kept her waiting not a mo- 
ment. “Just because you were so 
infatuated. Just because when 
youre infatuated you're sublime.” 
She had turned her eyes on him, 
facing his gorgeous hospitality, but 
facing it with a visible flush. “Ros- 
anna Gaw”—he took undisguised 
advantage of her—“you're sub- 
lime now, just as sublime as you 


_can be, and it’s what you want to 


be. You liked your young man so 
much that you were really capa- 
ble —!” 

He let it go at that, for even 
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with his drop she had not com- 
pleted his sense. But the next 
thing, practically, she did so. “I’ve 
been capable ever since — that’s 
the point: of feeling that I did act 
upon him, that, young and acces- 
sible as I found him, I gave a turn 
to his life.” 

“Well,” Davey continued to 
comment, “he’s not so young now, 
and no more, naturally, are you; 
but I guess, all the same, you'll 
give many another.” And then, as 
facing him altogether more now, 
she seemed to ask how he could be 
so sure: “Why, if I’m so accessi- 
ble, through my tough old hide, 
how is the exquisite creature 
formed to all the sensibilities for 
which you sought to provide going 
in the least to hold out? He owes 
you clearly everything he has be- 
come, and how can he decently 
not want you should know he feels 
itP All’s well that ends well: that at 
least I foresee I shall want to say 
when I’ve had more of the begin- 
ning. You were going to tell me 
how it was in particular that you 
got your pull.” 

She puffed and puffed again, 
letting her eyes once more wander 
and rest; after which, through her 
smoke, she recovered the sense of 
the past. “One Sunday morning we 
went together to the great Gallery 
—it had been between us for 
weeks that he was some day to 
take me and show me the things 
he most admired: that wasn’t at 
all what would have been my line 
with him. The extent to which he 
was ‘cleverer’ than I and knew 
about the things I didn’t, and don’t 


know even now ——!” Greatly she 
made this point. “And yet the 
beauty was that I felt there were 
ways I could help him, all the 
same —I knew that even with all 
the things I didn’t know, so that 
they remained ignorances of which 
I think I wasn’t a bit ashamed: 
any more in fact than I am now, 
there being too many things else 
to be ashamed of. Never so much 
as that day, at any rate, had I felt 
ready for my part—yes, it came 
to me there as my part; for after 
he had called for me at our hotel 
and we had started together I 
knew something particular was the 
matter and that he of a sudden 
didn’t care for what we were do- 
ing, though we had planned it as 
a great occasion much before; that 
in short his thoughts were else- 
where and that I could have made 
out the trouble in his face if I 
hadn’t wished not to seem to look 
for it. I hated that he should have 
it, whatever it was—just how I 
hated it comes back to me as if 
from yesterday; and also how at 
the same time I pretended not to 
notice, and he attempted not to 
show he did, but to introduce me, 
in the rooms, to what we had come 
for instead—which gave us half- 
an-hour that I recover vividly, re- 
cover, I assure you, quite painfully 
still, as a conscious, solemn little 
farce. What put an end to it was 
that we at last wandered away 
from the great things, the famous 
Madonna, the Correggio, the Paul 
Veroneses, which he had quavered 
out the properest remarks about, 
and got off into a small room of 
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little Dutch and other later mas- 
ters, things that didn’t matter and 
that we couldn’t pretend to go in- 
to, but where the German sun- 
shine of a bright winter day came 
down through some upper light 
and played on all the rich little 
old colour and old gilding after a 
fashion that of a sudden decided 
me. ‘I don’t care a hang for any- 
thing!’ I stood before him and 
boldly spoke out: ‘I haven’t cared 
a hang since we came in, if you 
want to know—I care only for 
what youre worried about, and 
what must be pretty bad, since I 
can see, if you don’t mind my say- 
ing it, that it has made you cry at 
home.’” 

“He can hardly have thanked 
you for that!” Davey’s competence 
threw off. 

“No, he didn’t pretend to, and 
I had known he wouldn’t; he 
hadn’t to tell me how a boy feels 
in taking such a charge from a girl. 
But there he was on a small divan, 
swinging his legs a little and with 
his head—he had taken his hat 
off — back against the top of the 
seat and the queerest look in his 
flushed face. For a moment he 
stared hard, and then at least, I 
said to myself, his tears were com- 
ing up. They didn’t come, how- 
ever —he only kept glaring as in 
fever; from which I presently saw 
that I had said not a bit the wrong 
thing, but exactly the very best. 
“Oh if I were some good to you!’ I 
went on—and with the sense the 
next moment, ever so happily, that 
that was really what I was being. 
‘She has put it upon me to choose 


for myself—to think, to decide 
and to settle it that way for both 
of us. She has put it all upon me,’ 
he said—‘and how can I choose, 
in such a difficulty,’ he asked, 
‘when she tells me, and when I be- 
lieve, that shel do exactly as I 
say?’ “You mean your mother will 
marry Mr. Northover or give him 
up according as you prefer?’ — but 
of course I knew what he meant. 
It was a joy to me to feel it clear 
up — with the good I had already 
done him, at a touch, by making 
him speak. I saw how this relieved 
him even when he practically 
spoke of his question as too fright- 
ful for his young intelligence, his 
young conscience — literally his 
young nerves. It was as if he had 
appealed to me to pronounce it 
positively cruel— while I had felt 
at the first word that I really but 
blessed it. It wasn’t too much for 
my young nerves — extraordinary 
as it may seem to you,” Rosanna 
pursued, “that I should but have 
wished to undertake at a jump 
such a very large order. I wonder 
now from where my lucidity came, 
but just as I stood there I saw 
some things in a light in which, 
even with still better opportuni- 
ties, I’ve never so much seen them 
since. It was as if I took everything 
in—and what everything meant; 
and, flopped there on his seat and 
always staring up at me, he un- 
derstood that I was somehow in- 
spired for him.” 

“My dear child, you’re inspired 
at this moment!” — Davey Brad- 
ham rendered the tribute. “It’s too 
splendid to hear of amid our 
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greedy wants, our timid ideas and 
our fishy passions. You ring out 
like Briinnhilde at the opera. How 
jolly to have pronounced his 
doom!” 

“Yes,” she gravely said, “and 
you see how jolly I now find it. I 
settled it. I was fate,’ Rosanna 
puffed. “He recognised fate — all 
the more that he really wanted to; 
and you see therefore,” she went 
on, “how it was to be in every sin- 
gle thing that has happened since.” 

“You stuck him fast there” — 
Mr. Bradham filled in the picture. 
“Yet not so fast after all,” he un- 
derstandingly added, “but that 
youve been able to handle him 
again as you like. He does in other 
words whatever you prescribe.” 

“If he did it then I don’t know 
what I should have done had he 
refused to do it now. For now 
everything’s changed. Everyone’s 
dead or dying. And I believe,” she 
wound up, “that I was quite right 
then, that he has led his life and 
been happy.” 

“I see. If he hadn’t been ——!” 
Her companion’s free glance 
ranged. 

“He would have had me to 
thank, yes. And at the best I 
should have cost him much!” 

“Everything, you mean, that the 
old man had more or less from the 
first in mind?” 

Davey had taken her up; but 
the next moment, without direct 
reply, she was on her feet. “At 
any rate you see!” she said to fin- 
ish with it. 

“Oh I see a lot! And if there’s 
more in it than meets the eye I 


think I see that too,” her friend 
declared. “I want to see it all at 
any rate—and just as youve 
started it. But what I want most 
naturally is to see your little dar- 
ling himself.” 

“Well, if I had been afraid of 
you I wouldn’t have spoken. You 
won't hurt him,” Rosanna said as 


they got back to the cliff walk. 


“Hurt him? Why I shall be his 
great warning light —or at least I 
shall be yours, which is better 
still.” To this, however, always 
pondering, she answered nothing, 
but stood as if spent by her effort 
and half disposed in consequence 
to retrace her steps; against which 
possibility he at once protested. 
“You don’t mean you're not com- 
ing onP” 

She thought another instant; 
then her eyes overreached the long 
smooth interval beyond which the 
nondescript excrescences of Gus- 
sy’s “cottage,” vast and florid, and 
in a kindred company of hunches 
and gables and pinnacles con- 
fessed, even if in confused ac- 
cents, to its monstrous identity. 
The sight itself seemed after all to 
give her resolution. “Yes, now for 
Cissy!” she said and braved the 
prospect. 





999999990909909099000000000000900000039900099900999 
: © 
Y © 
Y © 
Y © 
Y © 
Y 
Q © 
Q © 


99999090999990999099009090000909090539000090000009 


HALF-AN-HOuR later, however, she 
still had this young lady before 
her in extended perspective and as 
a satisfaction, if not as an embar- 
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rassment, to come; thanks to the 
fact that Mrs. Bradham had forty 
persons, or something like it, 
though all casually turning up, at 
tea, and that she herself had per- 
haps never been so struck with the 
activity of the charming girl’s re- 
sponse to the considerations fa- 
miliar alike to all of them as Gus- 
sy’s ideas about her. Gussy’s ideas 
about her, as about everything in 
the world, could on occasion do 
more to fill the air of any scene 
over which Gussy presided than 
no matter what vociferation of any 
massed crowd surrounding that 
lady: exactly which truth might 
have been notable now to Rosanna 
in the light of Cissy’s occasional 
clear smile at her, always as yet 
from a distance, during lapses of 
intervals and across shifting bar- 
riers of the more or less eminent 
and brilliant. Mrs. Bradham’s great 
idea — notoriously the most disin- 
terested Gussy had been known, 
through a career rich in announced 
intentions and glorious designs, to 
entertain with any coherence — was 
that by placing and keeping on ex- 
hibition, under her eye, the love- 
liest flower of girlhood a splendid 
and confident society could have 
wished to wear on its bosom she 
should at once signally enhance the 
dignity of the social part played 
by herself and steep the precious 
object in a medium in which the 
care of precious objects was su- 
premely understood. “When she 
does so much for me what in the 
world mustn’t I do for her?” Ce- 
celia Foy had put that to Rosanna 
again and again with perfect lu- 


cidity, making her sense of fair 
play shine out of it and her culti- 
vation of that ideal form perhaps 
not the least of the complications 
under which our elder young wom- 
an, earnest in everything, endeav- 
oured to stick to the just view of 
her. Cissy had from the first ap- 
pealed to her with restrictions, but 
that was the way in which for poor 
brooding Rosanna every one ap- 
pealed; only there was in the pres- 
ent case the difference that where- 
as in most cases the appeal, or 
rather her view of it, found itself 
somehow smothered in the attend- 
ant wrong possibilities, the inter- 
est of this bright victim of Mrs. 
Bradham’s furtherance worked 
clearer, on the whole,. with the 
closer, with the closest, relation, 
never starting the questions one 
might entertain about her except 
to dispose of them, even if when 
they had been disposed of she 
mostly started them again. 

Not often had so big a one at 
all events been started for Rosanna 
as when she saw the girl earn her 
keep, as they had so often called 
it together, by multiplying herself 
for everyone else about the place 
instead of remaining as single and 
possessable as her anxious friend 
had come over to invite her to be. 
Present to this observer to the last 
point indeed, and yet as nothing 
new, was the impression of that in- 
solence of ease on Gussy’s part 
which was never so great as when 
her sense for any relation was least 
fine and least true. She was natu- 
rally never so the vulgar rich wom- 
an able to afford herself all luxu- 
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ries as when she was most stupid 
about the right enjoyment of these 
and most brutally systematic, as 
Rosanna’s inward voice phrased 
the matter, for some inferior and 
desecrating use of them. Mrs. 
Bradham would deeply have re- 
sented —as deeply as a woman 
might who had no depth — any im- 
putation on her view of what would 
be fine and great for her young 
friend, but Rosanna’s envy and ad- 
miration of possibilities, to , say 
nothing of actualities,, to which 
this view was quite blind, kept the 
girl before her at times as a sac- 
rificed, truly an even prostituted 
creature; who yet also, it had to 
be added, could often alienate 
sympathy by strange, by perverse 
concurrences. However, Rosanna 
thought, Cissy wasn’t in concur- 
rence now, but was quite other- 
wise preoccupied than with what 
their hostess could either give her 
or take from her. She was happy 
—this our young woman perfectly 
perceived, to her own very great 
increase of interest; so happy that, 
as had been repeatedly noticeable 
before, she multiplied herself 
through the very agitation of it, 
appearing to be, for particular 
things they had to say to her, par- 
ticular conversational grabs and 
snatches, all of the most violent, 
they kept attempting and mostly 
achieving, at the service of every- 
one at once, and thereby as oblig- 
ing, as humane a beauty, after the 
fashion of the old term, as could 
have charmed the sight. What Ros- 
anna most noted withal, and not 
for the first time either, every ob- 


servation she had hitherto made 
seeming now but intensified, what 
she most noted was the huge gen- 
eral familiarity, the pitch of inti- 
macy unmodulated, as if exactly 
the same tie, from person to per- 
son, bound the whole company to- 
gether and nobody had anything 
to say to anyone that wasn’t. 
equally in question for all. 

This, she knew, was the air and 
the sound, the common state, of 
intimacy, and again and again, in 
taking it in, she had remained un- 
sure of whether it left her more 
hopelessly jealous or more rudely 
independent. She would have liked 
to be intimate — with someone or 
other, not indeed with every mem- 
ber of a crowd; but the faculty, as 
appeared, hadn’t been given her 
(for with whom had she ever ex- 
ercised itP not even with Cissy, 
she felt now,) and it was ground 
on which she knew alternate lan- 
guor and relief. The fact, however, 
that so much as all this could be 
present to her while she encoun- 
tered greetings, accepted tea, and 
failed of felicity before forms of 
address for the most part so hilari- 
ous, or at least so ingenious, as to 
remind her further that she might 
never expect to be funny either — 
that fact might have shown her as 
hugging a treasure of conscious- 
ness rather than as seeking a soil 
for its interment. What they all 
took for granted! — this again and 
again had been before her; and 
never so as when Gussy Bradham 
after a little became possessed of 
her to the extent of their sharing 
a settee in one of the great porch- 
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es on the lawny margin of which, 
before sundry overarchings in oth- 
er and quite contradictious archi- 
tectural interests began to spread, 
a dozen dispersed couples and trios 
revolved and lingered in si@ht. 
How was he, the young man at 
the other house, going to like these 
enormous assumptions? — that of a 
sudden oddly came to her; so far 
indeed as it was odd that Gussy 
should suggest such questions. She 
suggested questions in her own 
way at all times; Rosanna indeed 
mostly saw her in a sort of immod- 
est glare of such, the chief being 
doubtless the wonder, never as- 
suaged, of how any circle of the 
supposed amenities could go on 
“putting up” with her. The pres- 
ent was as a fact perhaps the first 
time our young woman had seen 
her in the light of a danger to her- 
self. If society, or what they called 
such, had to reckon with her and 
accepted the charge, that was so- 
ciety’s own affair —it appeared on 
the whole to understand its inter- 
est; but why should she, Rosanna 
Gaw, recognise a complication she 
had done nothing ever to provoke? 
It was literally as if the reckoning 
sat there between them and all the 
terms they had ever made with 
felt differences, intensities of sep- 
aration and opposition, had now 
been superseded by the need for 
fresh ones — forms of contact and 
exchange, forms of pretended in- 
tercourse, to be improvised in 
presence of new truths. 

So it was at any rate that Ros- 
anna’s imagination worked while 
she asked herself if there mightn’t 


be something in an idea she had 
more than once austerely har- 
boured — the possibility that Mrs. 
Bradham could on occasion be 
afraid of her. If this lady’s great 
note was that of an astounding as- 
surance based on approved im- 
punity, how, certainly, should a 
plain dull shy spinster, with an 
entire incapacity for boldness and 
a perfect horror, in general, of in- 
termeddling, have broken the 
spell? — especially as there was no 
other person in the world, not one, 
whom she could have dreamed of 
wishing to put in fear. Deep was 
the discomfort for Miss Gaw of 
losing with her entertainer the 
commonest advantage she perhaps 
knew, that of her habit of escape 
from the relation of dislike, let 
alone of hostility, through some 
active denial for the time of any 
relation at all. What was there in 
Gussy that rendered impossible to 
Rosarina’s sense this very vulgarest 
of luxuries? She gave her always 
the impression of looking at her 
with an exaggeration of ease, a 
guarded penetration, that con- 
sciously betrayed itself; though 
how could one know, after all, that 
this wasn’t the horrid nature of 
her look for everyone? — which 
would have been publicly de- 
nounced if people hadn’t been too 
much involved with her to be can- 
did. With her wondrous bloom of 
life and health and her hard confi- 
dence that had nothing to do with 
sympathy, Gussy might have pre- 
sented it as a matter of some pusil- 
lanimity, her present critic at the 
same time felt, that one should but 
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detect the displeasing in such an 
exhibition of bright activity. The 
only way not to stand off from her, 


no doubt, was to be of her “bossed”. 


party and crew, or in other words 
to be like everyone else; and per- 
haps one might on that condition 
have enjoyed as a work of nature 
or even of art, an example of all- 
efficient force, her braveries of as- 
pect and attitude, resources of re- 
sistance to time and ‘thought, things 
not of beauty, for some unyielding 
reason, and quite as little of dig- 
nity, but things of assertion and 
application in an extraordinary de- 
gree, things of a straight cold radi- 
ance and of an emphasis that was 
like the stamp of hard flat feet. 
Even if she was to be envied it 
would be across such gulfs; as it 
was indeed one couldn’t so much 
as envy her the prodigy of her 
“figure,” which had been at eight- 
een, as one had heard, that of a 
woman of forty and was now at 
forty, one saw that of a girl of 
eighteen: such a state of the per- 
son wasn’t human, to the younger 
woman’s sombre sense, but might 
have been that of some shining 
humming insect, a thing of the 
long-constricted waist, the mini- 
mised yet caparisoned head, the 
fixed disproportionate eye and 
tough transparent wing, gossamer 
guaranteed. With all of which, 
however, she had pushed through 
every partition and was in the cen- 
tre of her guest’s innermost pre- 
serve before she had been heard 
coming. 

“It’s too lovely that you should 
shave got him to do what he ought 


—that dreadful old man! But I 
don’t know if you feel how inter- 
esting it’s all going to be; in fact 
if you know yourself how wonder- 
ful it is that he has already — Mr. 
Fielder has, I mean—such a tre- 
mendous friend in Cissy.” 
Rosanna waited, facing her, not- 
ing her extraordinary perfections 
of neatness, of elegance, of ar- 
rangement, of which it couldn’t be 
said whether they most handed 
over to you, as on some polished 
salver, the clear truth of her essen- 
tial commonness or transposed it 
into an element that could please, 
that could even fascinate, as a su- 
preme attestation of care. “Take 
her as an advertisement of all the 
latest knowledges of how to ‘treat’ 
every inch of the human surface 
and where to ‘get’ every scrap of 
the personal envelope, so far as 
she is enveloped, and she does 
achieve an effect sublime in itself 
and thereby absolute in a waver- 
ing world” —with so much even 
as that was Miss Gaw aware of 
helping to fill for her own use the 
interval before she spoke. “No,” 
she said, “I know nothing of what 
any of you may suppose yourselves. 
to know.” After which, however, 
with a sudden inspiration, a quick 
shift of thought as though catching 
an alarm, “I haven’t seen Mr. 
Fielder for a very long time, 
haven’t seen him at all yet here,” 
she added; “but though I hoped 
immensely he would come, and am 
awfully glad he has, what I want 
for him is to have the very best 
time he possibly can; a much 
better one than I shall myself 
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at all know how to help him 
to.” 

“Why, aren’t you helping him to 
the greatest time he can have’ ever 
had if you've waked up his uncle 
to a sense of decency?” Gussy de- 
manded with her brightest prompt- 
ness. “You needn’t think, Ros- 
anna,” she proceeded with a well- 
nigh fantastic development of that 
ease, “you needn’t think youre go- 
ing to be able to dodge the least 
little consequence of your having 
been so wonderful. He’s just going 
to owe you everything, and to fol- 
low that feeling up; so I don’t see 
why you shouldn’t want to let him — 
it would be so mean of him not to! 
—or be deprived of the credit of 
so good a turn. When I do things” 
— Gussy always had every account 
of herself ready — “I want to have 
them recognised; I like to make 
them pay, without the least shame, 
in the way of glory gained. How- 
ever, it’s between yourselves,” her 
delicacy conceded, “and how can 
one judge—except just to envy 
you such a lovely relation? All I 
want is that you should feel that 
here we are if you do want help. 
He should have here the best there 
is, and should have it, don’t you 
think? before he tumbles from ig- 
norance into any mistake — mis- 
takes have such a way of sticking. 
So don’t be unselfish about him, 
don’t sacrifice him to the fear of 
using your advantage: what are 
such advantages as you enjoy 
meant for — all of them, I mean — 
but to be used up to the limit? 
You'll see at any rate what Cissy 
says—she has great ideas about 


him. I mean,” said Mrs. Bradham 
with a qualification in which the 
expression of Rosanna’s still gaze 
suddenly seemed reflected, “I mean 
that it’s so interesting she should 
have all the clues.” 

Rosanna still gazed; she might 
even after a little have struck a 
watcher as held in spite of herself 
by some heavy spell. It was an old 
sense — she had already often had 
it: when once Gussy had got her 
head up, got away and away as 
Davey called it, she might appear 
to do what she would with her 
victim; appear, that is, to Gussy 
herself — the appearance never cor- 
responded for Miss Gaw to an ad- 
mission of her own. Behind the 
appearance, at all events, things on 
one side and the other piled them- 
selves up, and Rosanna certainly 
knew what they were on her side. 
Nevertheless it was as a vocal note 
too faintly quavered through some 
loud orchestral sound that she 
heard herself echo: “The clues — ?” 

“Why, it’s so funny there should 
be such a lot—and all gathered 
about here!” To this attestation of 
how everything in the world, for 
that matter, was gathered right 
there Rosanna felt herself superfi- 
cially yield; and even before she 
knew what was coming — for some- 
thing clearly was—she was 
strangely conscious of a choice 
somehow involved in her attitude 
and dependent on her mind, and 
this too as at almost the acutest 
moment of her life. What it came 
to, with the presentiment of forces 
at play such as she had really never 
yet had to count with, was the 
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question, all for herself, of wheth- 
er she should be patently lying in 
the profession of a readiness to 
hand the subject of her interest 
over unreservedly to all waiting, 
all so remarkably gathering con- 
tacts and chances, or whether the 
act wouldn’t partake of the very 
finest strain of her past sincerity. 
She was to remember the moment 
later on as if she had really by her 
definition, by her’ selection, “be- 
haved” — fairly feeling the breath 
of her young man’s experience on 
her cheek before knowing with the 
least particularity what it would 
most be, and deciding then and 
there to swallow down every fear 
of any cost of anything to herself. 
She felt extraordinary in the pres- 
ence of symptoms, symptoms of 
life, of death, of danger, of de- 
light, of what did she know? But 
this it was exactly that cast deri- 
sion, by contrast, on such poor ob- 
scurities as her feelings, and set- 
tled it for her that when she had 
professed a few minutes back that 
she hoped they would all, for his 
possible pleasure in it, catch him 
up and, so far as they might, make 
him theirs, she wasn’t to have 
spoken with false frankness. Queer 
enough at the same time, and a 
wondrous sign of her state of sen- 
sibility, that she should see symp- 
toms glimmer from so very far off. 
What was this one that was already 
in the air before Mrs. Bradham 
had so much as answered her 
question? 

Well, the next moment at any 
rate she knew, and more extraordi- 
nary then than anything was the 


spread of her apprehension, off 
somehow to the incalculable, un- 
der Gussy’s mention of a name. 
What did this show most of all, 
however, but how little the inten- 
sity of her private association with 
the name had even yet died out, 
or at least how vividly it could re- 
vive in a connection by which ev- 
erything in her was quickened? 
“Haughty” Vint, just lately con- 
versed with by Cissy in New York, 
it appeared, and now coming on 
to the Bradhams from one day to 
another, had fed the girl with in- 
formation, it also, and more won- 
derfully, transpired — information 
about Gray’s young past, all sur- 
prisingly founded on close con- 
tacts, the most interesting, between 
the pair, as well as the least sus- 
pected ever by Rosanna: to such 
an effect that the transmitted 
trickle of it had after a moment 
swelled from Gussy’s lips into a 
stream by which our friend’s con- 
sciousness was flooded. “Clues” 
these connections might well be 
called when every touch could 
now set up a vibration. It huommed 
away at once like a pressed but- 
ton —if she had been really and in 
the least meanly afraid of compli- 
cations she might now have sat 
staring at one that would do for 
oddity, for the oddity of that rela- 
tion of her own with Cissy’s source 
of anecdote which could so have 
come and gone and yet thrown no 
light for her on anything but itself; 
little enough, by what she had 
tried to make of it at the time, 
though that might have been. It 
had meanwhile scarce revived for 
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her otherwise, even if reviving 
now, as we have said, to intensity, 
that Horton Vint’s invitation to her 
some three years before to bestow 
her hand upon him in marriage 
had been attended by impressions 
as singular perhaps as had ever 
marked a like case in an equal ab- 
sence of outward show. The con- 
nection with him remaining for 
her had simply been that no young 
man—in the clear American so- 
cial air—had probably ever ap- 
proached a young woman on such 
ground with so utter a lack of os- 
tensible warrant and had yet at 
the same time so saved the situa- 
tion for himself, or for what he 
might have called his dignity, and 
even hers; to the positive point of 
his having left her with the mys- 
tery, in all the world, that she 
could still most pull out from old 
dim confusions to wonder about, 
and wonder all in vain, when she 
had nothing better to do. Every- 
thing was over between them save 
the fact that they hadn’t quar- 
relled, hadn’t indeed so much as 
discussed; but here withal was as- 
sociation, association unquenched 
— from the moment a fresh breath, 
as just now, could blow upon it. 
He had had the appearance — it 
was unmistakeable — of absolutely 
believing she might accept him if 
he but put it to her lucidly enough 
and let her look at him straight 
enough; and the extraordinary 
thing was that, for all her sense of 
this at the hour, she hadn’t imput- 
ed to him a real fatuity. 

It had remained with her that, 
given certain other facts, no inci- 


dent of that order could well have 
had so little to confess by any of 
its aspects to the taint of vulgarity. 
She had seen it, she believed, as 
he meant it, meant it with entire 
conviction: he had intended a trib- 
ute, of a high order, to her intel- 
ligence, which he had counted on, 
or at least faced with the oppor- 
tunity, to recognise him as a great- 
er value, taken all round, appraised 
by the whole suitability, than she 
was likely ever again to find of- 
fered. He was of course to take or 
to leave, and she saw him stand 
there in that light as he had then 
stood, not pleading, not pressing, 
not pretending to anything but the 
wish and the capacity to serve, 
only holding out her chance, ap- 
pealing to her judgment, inviting 
her inspection, meeting it without 
either a shade of ambiguity or, so 
far as she could see, any vanity be- 
yond the facts. It had all been 
wonderful enough, and not least 
so that, although absolutely un- 
touched and untempted, perfectly 
lucid on her own side and perfectly 
inaccessible, she had in a manner 
admired him, in a manner almost 
enjoyed him, in the act of denying 
him hope. Extraordinary in espe- 
cial had it been that he was prob- 
ably right, right about his value, 
right about his rectitude, of con- 
scious intention at least, right even 
as to his general calculation of ef- 
fect, an effect probably producible 
on most women; right finally in 
judging that should he strike at all 
this would be the one way. It was 
only less extraordinary that no 
faintest shade of regret, no light- 
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est play of rueful imagination, no 
subordinate stir of pity or wonder, 
had attended her memory of hay- 
ing left him to the mere cold com- 
fort of reflection. It was his truth 
that had fallen short, not his error; 
the soundness, as it were, of his 
claim —so far as his fine intelli- 
gence, matching her own, that is, 
could make it sound—had had 
nothing to do with its propriety. 
She had refused him, none the less, 
without disliking him, at the same 
time that she was at no moment 
afterwards conscious of having 
cared whether he had suffered. 
She had been too unaware of the 
question even to remark that she 
seemed indifferent; though with a 
vague impression—so far as that 
went —that suffering was not in 
his chords. His acceptance of his 
check she could but call inscruta- 
bly splendid — inscrutably perhaps 
because she couldn’t quite feel 
that it had left nothing between 
them. Something there was, some- 
thing there had to be, if only the 
marvel, so to say, of her present, 
her permanent, backward vision of 
the force with which they had 
touched and separated. It stuck to 
her somehow that they had touched 
still more than if they had loved, 
held each other still closer than if 
they had embraced: to such and 
so strange a tune had they been 
briefly intimate. Would any man 
ever look at her so for passion as 
Mr. Vint had looked for reason? 
and should her own eyes ever 
again so visit a man’s depths and 
gaze about in them unashamed to 
a tune to match that adventure? 


Literally what they had said was 
comparatively unimportant — once 
he had made his errand clear; 
whereby the rest might all have 
been but his silent exhibition of 
his personality, so to name it, his 
honour, his assumption, his situa- 
tion, his life, and that failure on 
her own part to yield an inch 
which had but the more let him 
see how straight these things broke 
upon her. For all the straightness, 
it was true, the fact that might 
most have affected, not to say 
concerned, her had remained the 
least expressed. It wasn’t for her 
now to know what difference it 
could have made that he was in 
relation with Gray Fielder; incon- 
testably, however, their relation, 
or their missing of one, hers and 
Haughty’s, flushed anew in the 
sudden light. 

“Oh Tm so glad he has good 
friends here then—with such a 
clever one as Mr. Vint we can 
certainly be easy about him.” So 
much Rosanna heard herself at 
last say, and it would doubtless 
have quite served for assent to 
Gussy’s revelation without the fur- 
ther support given her by the si- 
multaneous convergence upon 
them of various members of the 
party, who exactly struck our 
young woman as having guessed, 
by the sight of hostess and momen- 
tous guest withdrawn together, 
that the topic of the moment was 
there to be plucked from their 
hands. Rosanna was now on her 
feet —she couldn’t sit longer and 
just take things; and she was to ask 
herself afterwards with what cold 
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stare of denial she mightn’t have 
appeared quite unprecedentedly to 
face the inquiring rout under the 
sense that now certainly, if “she 
didn’t take care, she should have 
nothing left of her own. It wasn’t 
that they weren't, all laughter and 
shimmer, all senseless sound and 
expensive futility, the easiest peo- 
ple in the world to share with, and 
several the very prettiest and 
pleasantest, of the vaguest insist- 
ence after all, the most absurdly 
small awareness of what they were 
eager about; but that of the three 
or four things then taking place at 
once the brush across her heart of 
Gray’s possible immediate ques- 
tion, “Have you brought me over 
then to live with these ——?” had 
most in common with alarm. It 
positively helped her indeed with- 
al that she found herself, the next 
thing, greeting with more sincerity 
of expression than she had, by her 
consciousness, yet used Mrs. Brad- 
ham’s final leap to action in the 
form of “I want him to dinner of 
course right off!” She said it with 
the: big brave laugh that repre- 
sented her main mercy for the gen- 
eral public view of her native ea- 
gerness, an eagerness appraised, 
not to say proclaimed, by herself 
as a passion for the service of 
society, and in connection with 
which it was mostly agreed that 
she never so drove her flock before 
her as when paying this theoretic 
tribute to grace of manner. Before 
Rosanna could ejaculate, moved 
though she was to do so, the ques- 
tion had been taken up by the ex- 
tremely pretty person who was 


known to her friends, and known 
even to Rosanna, as Minnie Undle 
and who at once put in a plea for 
Mr. Fielder’s presence that eve- 
ning, her own having been secured 
for it. Before such a rate of pro- 
cedure as this evocation implied 
even Gussy appeared to recoil, but 
with a prompt proviso in favour of 
the gentleman’s figuring rather on 
the morrow, when Mrs. Undle, 
since she seemed so impatient, 
might again be of the party. Mrs. 
Undle agreed on the spot, though 
by this time Rosanna’s challenge 
had ceased to hang fire. “But do 
you really consider that you know 
him so much as that?”—she let 
Gussy have it straight, even if at 
the disadvantage that there were 
now as ever plenty of people to re- 
act, to the last hilarity, at the idea 
that acquaintance enjoyed on ei- 
ther side was needfully imputable 
to these participations. “That’s just 
why — if we don’t know him!” Mrs. 
Undle further contributed; while 
Gussy declined recognition of the 
relevance of any word of Miss 
Gaw’s. She declined it indeed in 
her own way, by a yet stiffer il- 
lustration of her general resilience; 
an “Of course I mean, dear, that I 
look to you to bring him!” express- 
ing sufficiently her system. 

“Then you really expect him 
when his uncle’s dying?” 
sprang in all honesty from Rosan- 
na’s lips; to be taken up on the in- 
stant, however, by a voice that was 
not Gussy’s and that rang clear be- 
fore Gussy could speak. 

“There can’t be the least ques- 
tion of it—even if were dying 
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ourselves, or even if I am at least!” 
was what Rosanna heard; with Cis- 
sy Foy, of a sudden supremely ex- 
hibited, giving the case at once all 
happy sense, all bright quick har- 
mony with their general immedi- 
ate interest. She. pressed to Ros- 
anna straight, as if nothing as yet 
had had time to pass between them 
—which very little in fact had; 
with the result for our young wom- 
an of feeling helped, by the light- 
est of turns, not to be awkward 
herself, or really, what came to the 
same thing, not to be anything her- 
self. It was a fine perception she 
had had before—of how Cissy 
could on occasion “do” for one, 
and this, all extraordinarily and in 
a sort of double sense, by quench- 
ing one in her light at the very 
moment she offered it for guid- 
ance. She quenched Gussy, she 
was the single person who could, 
Gussy almost gruntingly consent- 
ing; she quenched Minnie Undle, 
she cheapened eyery other pres- 
ence, scattering lovely looks, mul- 
tiplying happy touches, grasping 
Rosanna for possession, yet at the 
same time, as with her free hand, 
waving away every other connec- 
tion: so that a minute or two later 
—for it scarce seemed more — the 
pair were isolated, still on the ve- 
randah somewhere, but intensely 
confronted and talking at ease, or 
in a way that had to pass for ease, 
with its not mattering at all wheth- 
er their companions, dazzled and 
wafted off, had dispersed and 
ceased to be, or whether they 
themselves had simply been floated 
to where they wished on the great 


surge of the girl’s grace. The girl’s 
grace was, after its manner, such 
a force that Miss Gaw had had re- 
peatedly, on past occasions, to 
doubt even while she recognised 
—for could a young creature you 
weren't quite sure of use a weapon 
of such an edge only for good? 
The young creature seemed at any 
rate now as never yet to give out 
its play for a thing to be counted 
on and trusted; and with Gussy 
Bradham herself shown just there 
behind them as letting it take ev- 
erything straight out of her hands, 
nobody else at all daring to touch, 
what were you to do but verily 
fee] distinguished by its so wrap- 
ping you about? The only sharp- 
ness in what had happened was 
that with Cissy’s act of presence 
Mrs. Bradham had exercised her 
great function of social appraiser 
by staring and then, as under con- 
clusions drawn from it, giving way. 
One might have found it redeem- 
ingly soft in her that before this 
particular suggestion she could 
melt, or that in other words Cissy 
appeared the single fact in all the 
world about which she had any- 
thing to call imagination. She im- 
agined her, she imagined her now, 
and as dealing somehow with their 
massive friend; which conscious- 
ness, on the latter’s part, it must 
be said, played for the moment 
through everything else. 

Not indeed that there wasn’t 
plenty for the girl to fill the fancy 
with; since nothing could have 
been purer than the stream that 
she poured into Rosanna’s as from 
an upturned crystal urn while she 
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repeated over, holding her by the 
two hands, gazing at her in ad- 
miration: “I can see how you care 
for him—I can see, I can See!” 
And she felt indeed, our young 
woman, how the cover was by this 
light hand whisked off her secret 
— Cissy made it somehow a secret 
in the act of laying it bare; and 
that she blushed for the felt ex- 
posure as even Gussy had failed to 
make her. Seeing which her com- 
panion but tilted the further vessel 
of confidence. “It’s too funny, it’s 
too wonderful that I too should 
know something. But I do, and I'll 
tell you how—not now, for I 
haven’t time, but as soon as ever I 
can; which will make you see. So 
what you must do for all you're 
worth,” said Cissy, “is to care now 
more than ever. You must keep 
him from us, because we're not 
good enough and you are; you 
must act in the sense of what you 
feel, and must feel exactly as 
you've a right to—for, as I say, I 
know, I know!” 

It was impossible, Rosanna 
seemed to see, that a generous 
young thing should shine out in 
more beauty; so that what in the 
world might one ever keep from 
her? Surpassingly strange the plea 
thus radiant on the very brow of 
the danger! “You mean you know 
Mr. Fielder’s history? from your 
having met somebody — >?” 

“Oh that of course, yes; Gussy, 
whom I’ve told of my having met 
Mr. Northover, will have told you. 
That’s curious and charming,” 
Cissy went on, “and I want aw- 
fully we should talk of it. But it 


isn’t what I mean by what I know 
—and what you don’t, my dear 
thing!” 

Rosanna couldn’t have told why, 
but she had begun to tremble, and 
also to try not to show it. “What I 
don’t know — about Gray Fielder? 
Why, of course there’s plenty!” she 
smiled. 

Cissy still held her hands; but 
Cissy now was grave. “No, there 
isn’t plenty — save so far as what 
I mean is enough. And I haven't 
told it to Gussy. It’s too good for 
her,” the girl added. “It’s too good 
for anyone but you.” 

Rosanna just waited, feeling her- 
self perhaps grimace. “What, Cis- 
sy, are you talking about?” 

“About what I heard from Mr. 
Northover when we met him, when 
we saw so much of him, three years 
ago at Ragatz, where we had gone 
for Mamma and where we went 
through the cure with him. He and 
I struck up a friendship and he 
often spoke to me of his stepson — 
who wasn’t there with him, was at 
that time off somewhere in the 
mountains or in Italy, I forget, but 
to whom I could see he was de- 
voted. He and I hit it off beauti- 
fully together —he seemed to me 
awfully charming and to like to tell 
me things. So what I allude to is 
something he said to me.” 

“About me?” Rosanna gasped. 

“Yes—I see now it was about 
you. But it’s only to-day that I’ve 
guessed that. Otherwise, other- 
wise ——!” And as if under the 
weight of her great disclosure Cis- 
sy faltered. 

But she had now indeed made 
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her friend desire it. “You mean 
that otherwise you'd have told me 
before?” 

“Yes indeed—and it’s such a 
miracle I didn’t. It’s such a mira- 
cle,” said Cissy, “that the person 
should all this time have been you 
—or you have been the person. Of 
course I had no idea that all this 
— everything that has taken place 
now, by what I understand — was 
going so extraordinarily to happen. 
You see he never named Mr. Bet- 
terman, or in fact, I think,” the 
girl explained, “told me anything 
about him. And he didn’t name, 
either, Gray’s friend—so that in 
spite of the impression made on 
me you've never till to-day been 
identified.” 

Immense, as she went, Rosanna 
felt, the number of things she gave 
her thus together to think about. 
What was coming she clearly 
needn’t fear — might indeed, deep 
within, happily hold her breath 
for; but the very interest somehow 
made her rest an instant, as for re- 
finement of suspense, on the minor 
surprises. “The impression then has 
been so great that you call him 
“Gray’?” 

The girl at this ceased holding 
hands; she folded her arms back 
together across her slim young per- 
son—the frequent habit of it in 
her was of the prettiest “quaint” 
effect; she laughed as if submit- 
ting to some just correction of a 
freedom. “Oh, but my dear, he 
did, the delightful man— and isn’t 
it borne in upon me that you do? 
Of course the impression was great 
—and if Mr. Northover and I had 


met younger I don’t know,” her 
laugh said, “what mightn’t have 
happened. No, I never shall have 
had a greater, a more intelligent 
admirer! As it was we remained 
true, secretly true, for fond mem- 
ory, to the end: at least I did, 
though ever so secretly — you see 
I speak of it only now — and I want 
to believe so in his impression. But 
how I torment you!” she suddenly 
said in another tone. 

Rosanna, nursing her patience, 
had a sad slow headshake. “I don’t . 
understand.” 

“Of course you don’t—and yet 
it's too beautiful. It was about 
Gray —once when we talked of 
him, as I’ve told you we repeatedly 
did. It was that he never would 
look at anyone else.” 

Our friend could but appear at 
least to cast about. “Anyone else 
than whom?” 

“Why than you,” Cissy smiled. 
“The girl he had loved in boyhood. 
The American girl who, years be- 
fore, in Dresden, had done for him 
something he could never forget.” 

“And what had she done?” stared 
Rosanna. 

“Oh he didn’t tell me that! But 
if you don’t take great care, as I 
say, Cissy went on, “perhaps he 
may —I mean Mr. Fielder himself 
may when we close round him in 
the way that, in your place, as I 
assure you, I would certainly do 
everything to prevent.” 

Rosanna looked about as with a 
sudden sense of weakness, the ef- 
fect of overstrain; it was absurd, 
but these last minutes might al- 
most, with their queer action, and 
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as to the ground they covered, have 
been as many formidable days. A 
fine verandah settee again close at 
hand offered her support, and- she 
dropped upon it, as for large re- 
trieval of menaced ease, with a 
need she herself alone could meas- 
ure. The need was to recover some 
sense of perspective, to be able to 
place her young friend’s somehow 
portentous assault off in such con- 
ditions, if only of mere space and 
time, as would make for some 
greater convenience of relation 
with it. It did at once help her — 
and really even for the tone in 
which she smiled across: “So youre 
sure?” 

Cissy hovered, shining, shifting, 
yet accepting the perspective as it 
were — when in the world had she 
to fear any? — and positively paint- 
ed there in bright contradiction, 
her very grace again, after the odd 
fashion in which it sometimes 
worked, seeming to deny her sin- 
cerity, and her very candour seem- 
ing to deny her gravity. “Sure of 
what? Sure I’m right about you?” 

Rosanna took a minute to say — 
so many things worked in her; yet 
when one of these came upper- 
most, pushing certain of the others 
back, she found for putting it for- 
ward a tone grateful to her own 
ear. This tone represented on her 
part too a substitute for sincerity, 
but that was exactly what she 
wanted. “I don’t care a fig for any 
anecdote about myself — which 
moreover it would be very difficult 
for you to have right. What I ask 
you if you're certain of is your be- 
ing really not fit for him. Are you 


absolutely,” said Miss Gaw, “as 
bad as that?” 

The girl, placed before her, 
looked at her now, with raised 
hands folded together, as if she 
had been some seated idol, a great 
Buddha perched up on a shrine. 
“Oh Rosanna, Rosanna ——!” she 
admiringly, piously breathed. 

But it was not such treatment 
that could keep Miss Gaw from 
completing her chosen sense. “I 
should be extremely sorry — so far 
as I claim any influence on him — 
to interfere against his getting over 
here whatever impressions he may; 
interfere by his taking you for more 
important, in any way, than seems 
really called for.” 

“Taking me?” Cissy smiled. 

“Taking any of you—the peo- 
ple, in general and in particular, 
who haunt this house. We mustn’t 
be afraid for him of his having the 
interest, or even the mere amuse- 
ment, of learning all that’s to be 
learnt about us.” 

“Oh Rosanna, Rosanna” — the 
girl kept it up —“how you adore 
him; and how you make me there- 
fore, wretch that I am, fiendishly 
want to see him!” 

But it might quite have glanced 
now from our friend’s idol surface. 
“You're the best of us, no doubt — 
very much; and I immensely hope 
youll like him, since you’ve been 
so extraordinarily prepared. It’s to 
be supposed too that he'll have 
some sense of his own.” 

Cissy continued rapt. “Oh but 
youre deep — deep deep deep!” 

It came out as another presence 
again, that of Davey Bradham, 
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who had the air of rather restlessly 
looking for her, emerged from one 
of the long windows of the house, 
just at hand, to meet Rosanna’s 
eyes. She found herself glad to 
have him back, as if further to in- 
form him. Wasn’t it after all rath- 
er he that was the best of them 
and by no means Cissy? Her face 
might at any rate have conveyed 
as much while she reported of that 
young lady. “She thinks me so 
deep.” 

It made the girl, who had not 
seen him, turn round; but with an 
immediate equal confidence. “And 
she thinks me, Davey, so good!” 

Davey’s eyes were only on Cis- 
sy, but Rosanna seemed to feel 
them on herself. “How you must 
have got mixed!” he exclaimed. 
“But your father has come for 
you,” he then said to Rosanna, who 
had got up. 

“Father has walked itP”—she 
was amazed. 

“No, he’s there in a hack to take 
you home—and too excited to 
come in.” 

Rosanna’s surprise but grew. 
“Has anything happened —— ?” 

“Wonders —I asked them. Mr. 
Betterman’s, sitting right up.” 

“Really improving ——?” Then 
her mystification spread. ““Them,’ 
you say?” 

“Why his nurse, as I at least 
suppose her,” said Davey, “is with 
him — apparently to give you the 
expert opinion.” 

“Of the fiend’s recuperating?” 
Cissy cried with a wail. And then 


before her friend’s bewilderment, 
“How dreadfully horrid!” she 
added. 

“Whose nurse, please?” Rosanna 
asked of Davey. 

“Why, hasn’t he got a nurse?” 
Davey himself, as always, but de- 
sired lucidity. “She’s doing her 
duty by him all the same!” 

On which Cissy’s young wit at 
once apprehended. “It’s one of 
Mr. Betterman’s taking a joy-ride 
in honour of his recovery! Did you 
ever hear anything so cool?” 

She had appealed to her friends 
alike, but Rosanna, under the force 
of her suggestion, was already in 
advance. “Then father himself 
must be ill!” Miss Gaw had de- 
clared, moving rapidly to the quar- 
ter in which he so incongruously 
waited and leaving Davey to point 
a rapid moral for Cissy’s benefit 
while this couple followed. 

“If he is so upset that he hasn’t 
been trusted alone I'll be hanged 
if I don’t just see it!” 

But the marvel was the way in 
which after an instant Cissy saw it 
too. “You mean because he can’t 
stand Mr. Betterman’s perhaps not 
dying?” 

“Yes, dear ingenuous child —he 
has wanted so to see him out.” 

“Well then; isn’t it what we're 
all wanting?” 

“Most undoubtedly, pure pearl 
of penetration!” Davey returned as 
they went. “His pick-up will be a 
sell,” he ruefully added; “even 
though it mayn’t quite kill anyone 


of us but Mr. Gaw!” 
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Grauam’s view of his case and of 
all his proprieties, from the mo- 
ment of his arrival, was that he 
should hold himself without reserve 
at his uncle’s immediate disposi- 
tion, and even such talk as seemed 
indicated, during the forenoon, 
with Doctor Hatch and Miss Mum- 
by, the nurse then in charge, did 
little to lighten for him the im- 
mense prescription of delicacy. 
What he learnt was far from dis- 
concerting; the patient, aware of 
his presence, had shown for 
soothed, not for agitated; the drop 
of the tension of waiting had had 
the benign effect; he had repeat- 
ed over to his attendant that now 
“the boy” was there, all would be 
for the best, and had asked also 
with soft iteration if he were hav- 
ing everything he wanted. The 
happy assurance of this right turn 
of their affair, so far as they had 
got, he was now quietly to enjoy: 
he was to rest two or three hours, 
and if possible to sleep, while Gra- 
ham, on his side, sought a like 
remedy — after the full indulgence 
in which their meeting would take 
place. The excellent fact for “the 
boy,” who was two-and-thirty 
years of age and who now quite 
felt as if during the last few weeks 
he had lived through a dozen 


more, was thus that he was doing 
his uncle good and that somehow, 
to complete that harmony, he 
might feel the operation of an 
equal virtue. At his invitation, at 


. his decision, the idea of some such 


wondrous matter as this had of 
course presided — for waiting and 
obliging good, which one was sim- 
ply to open one’s heart or one’s 
hand to, had struck him ever as so 
little of the common stuff of life 
that now, at closer range, it could 
but figure as still more prodigious. 
At the same time there was noth- 
ing he dreaded, by his very nature, 
more than a fond fatuity, and he 
had imposed on himself from the 
first to proceed at every step as if 
without consideration he might 
well be made an ass of. It was true 
that even such a danger as this 
presented its interest—the proc- 
ess to which he should yield would 
be without precedent for him, and 
his imagination, thank heaven, had 
curiosity in a large measure for its 
principle; he wouldn’t rush into 
peril, however, and flattered him- 
self that after all he should not 
recognise its symptoms too late. 
What he said to himself just now 
on the spot was, at any rate, that 
he should probably have been 
more excited if he hadn’t been so 
amused. To be amused to a high 
pitch while his nearest kinsman, 
apparently nursing, as he had been 
told, a benevolence, lay dying a 
few rooms off — let this impute lev- 
ity to our young man only till we 
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understand that his liability to rec- 
reation represented in him a func- 
tion serious indeed. Everything 
played before him, everything his 
senses embraced; and _ since his 
landing in New York on the morn- 
ing before this the play had been 
of a delightful violence. No slight- 
est aspect or briefest moment of it 
but had held and, so to say, re- 
warded him: if he had come back 
at last for impressions, for emo- 
tions, for the sake of the rush upon 
him of the characteristic, these 
things he was getting in a measure 
beyond his dream. It was still be- 
yond his dream that what every- 


thing merely seen from the win- | 


dow of his room meant to him dur- 
ing these first hours should move 
him first to a smile of such ecstasy, 
and then to such an inward con- 
sumption of his smile, as might 
have made of happiness a sub- 
stance you could sweetly put un- 
der your tongue. He recognised — 
that was the secret, recognised 


wherever he looked—and knew 


that when, from far back, during 
his stretch of unbroken absence, he 
had still felt, and liked to feel, 
what air had originally breathed 
upon him, these piercing intensi- 
ties of salience had really peopled 
the vision. He had much less re- 
membered the actual than forecast 
the inevitable, and the huge in- 
volved necessity of its all showing 
as he found it seemed fairly to 
shout in his ear. He had brought 
with him a fine intention, one of 
the finest of which he was capa- 
ble, and wasn’t it, he put to him- 
self, already working? Wasn’t he 


gathering in a perfect bloom of 
freshness the fruit of his design 
rather to welcome the impression 
to extravagance, if need be, than 
to undervalue it by the breadth of 
a hair? Inexpert he couldn’t help 
being, but too estranged to melt 
again at whatever touch might 
make him, that he’d be hanged if 
he couldn’t help, since what was 
the great thing again but to hold 
up one’s face to any drizzle of 
light? 

There it was, the light, in a mist 
of silver, even as he took in the 
testimony of his cool bedimmed 
room, where the air was toned by 
the closing of the great green shut- 
ters. It was ample and elegant, of 
an. American elegance, which was 
so unlike any other, and so still 
more unlike any lapse of it, ever 
met by him, that some of its ma- 
terial terms and items held him as 
in rapt contemplation; what he had 
wanted, even to intensity, being 
that things should prove different, 
should positively glare with oppo- 
sition — there would be no fun at 
all were they only imperfectly like, 
as that wouldn’t in the least mean 
character. Their character might 
be if it would in their consistently 
having none—than which defi- 
ciency nothing was more possible; 
but he should have to decline to 
be charmed by unsuccessful at- 
tempts at sorts of expression he had 
elsewhere known more or less hap- 
pily achieved. This particular dis- 
appointment indeed he was clearly 
not in for, since what could at 
once be more interesting than thus 
to note that the range and scale 
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kept all their parts together, that 
each object or effect disowned con- 
nections, as he at least had all his 
life felt connections, and that’ his 
cherished hope of the fresh start 
and the broken link would have its 
measure filled to the brim. There 
was an American way for a room 
to be a room, a table a table, a 
chair a chair and a book a book— 
let alone a picture on a wall a pic- 
ture, and a cold gush of water in 
a bath of a hot morning a promise 
of purification; and of this license 
all about him, in fine, he beheld 
the refreshing riot. 

It cast on him for the time a 
spell; he moved about with soft 
steps and long pauses, staring out 
between the slats of the shutters, 
which he gently worked by their 
attachment, and then again living, 
with a subtlety of sense that it was 
a pleasure to exercise, into the con- 
ditions represented by whatever 
more nearly pressed. It was not 
only that the process of assimila- 
tion, unlike any other he had yet 
been engaged in, might stop short, 
to disaster, if he so much as 
breathed too hard; but that if he 
made the sufficient surrender he 
might absolutely himself be assim- 
ilated — and that was truly an ex- 
perience he couldn’t but want to 
have. The great thing he held on 
to withal was a decent delicacy, a 
dread of appearing even to him- 
self to take big things for granted. 
This of itself was restrictive as to 
freedoms — it stayed familiarities, 
it kept uncertainty cool; for after 
all what had his uncle done but 
cause to be conveyed to him across 


the sea the bare wish that he 
should come? He had straightway 
come in consequence, but on no 
explanation and for no signified re- 
ward; he had come simply to avoid 
a possible ugliness in his not com- 
ing. Generally addicted to such 
avoidances, to which it indeed 
seemed to him that the quest of 
beauty was too often reduced, he 
had found his reason sufficient un- 
til the present hour, when it was 
as if all reasons, all of his own at 
least, had suddenly abandoned 
him, to the effect of his being sur- 
rounded only with those of others, 
of which he was up to now igno- 
rant, but which somehow hung 
about the large still place, some- 
how stiffened the vague summer 
Sunday and twinkled in the uni- 
versal cleanness, a real revelation 
to him of that possible immunity 
in things. He might have been sent 
for merely to be blown up for the 
relief of the old man’s mind on the 
perversity and futility of his past. 
There was before him at all events 
no gage of anything else, no inti- 
mation other than his having been, 
materially speaking, preceded by 
preparations, to make him throw 
himself on a survey of prospects. 
What was before him at the least 
was a “big” experience — even to 
have come but to be cursed and 
dismissed would really be a big- 
ger thing than yet had befallen 
him. Not the form but the fact of 
the experience accordingly mat- 
tered — so that wasn’t it there to a 
fine intensity by his standing ever 
and anon at the closed door of his 
room and feeling that with his ear 
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intent enough he could catch the 
pressure on the other side? 

The pressure was at last unmis- 
takeable, we note, in the form of 
Miss Mumby, who, having gently 
tapped, appeared there both to re- 
mark to him that he must surely 
at last want his luncheon and to 
affect him afresh and in the su- 
preme degree as a vessel of the 
American want of correspondence. 
Miss Mumby was ample, genial, 
familiar and more radiantly clean 
than he had ever known any ves- 
sel, to whatever purpose destined; 
also the number of things she took 
for granted —if it was a question 
of that, or perhaps rather the num- 
ber of things of which she didn’t 
doubt and was incapable of doubt- 
ing, surrounded her together with 
a kind of dazzling aura, a special 
radiance of disconnection. She 
wore a beautiful white dress, and 
he scarce knew what apparatus of 
spotless apron and cuffs and float- 
ing streamers to match; yet she 
could only again report to him of 
the impression that had most 
jumped at him from the moment 
of his arrival. He saw in a moment 
that any difficulty on his part of 
beginning with her at some point 
in social space, so to say, at which 
he had never begun before with 
any such person, would count for 
nothing in face of her own perfect 
power to begin. The faculty of be- 
ginning would be in truth Miss 
Mumby’s very genius, and in the 
moment of his apprehension of this 
he felt too — he had in fact already 
felt it at their first meeting — how 
little his pale old postulates as to 


persons being “such” might hence- 
forth claim to serve him. What per- 
son met by him during his thirty 
hours in American air was “such” 
again as any other partaker of con- 


‘tact had appeared or proved, no 


matter where, before his entering 
itP What person had not at once 
so struck him in the light of vio- 
lent repudiation of type, as he 
might save for his sensibility have 
imputed type, that nothing else in 
the case seemed predicable? He 
might have seen Miss Mumby, he 
was presently to recognise, in the 
light of a youngish mother per- 
haps, a sister, a cousin, a friend, 
even a possible bride, for these 
were aspects independent of type 
and boundlessly free of range; but 
a “trained nurse” was a trained 
nurse, and that was a category of 
the most evolved—in spite of 
which what category in all the 
world could have lifted its head in 
Miss Mumby’s aura? 

Still, she might have been a 
pleasant cousin, a first cousin, the 
very first a man had ever had and 
not in any degree “removed,” 
while she thus proclaimed the 
cheerful ease of everything and ey- 
eryone, her own above all, and 
made him yield on the spot to her 
lightest intimation. He couldn’t 
possibly have held off from her in 
any way, and if this was in part 
because he always collapsed at a 
touch before nurses, it was at the 
same time not at all the nurse in 
her that now so affected him, but 
the incalculable other force, of 
which he had had no experience 
and which was apparently that of 
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the familiar in tone and manner. 
He had known, of a truth, familiar- 
ity greater—much greater, but 
only with greater occasions “and 
supports for it; whereas on Miss 
Mumby’s part it seemed independ- 
ent of any or of every motive. He 
could scarce have said in fine, as 
he followed her to their repast, at 
which he foresaw in an instant that 
they were both to sit down, wheth- 
er it more alarmed or just more 
coolingly enveloped him; his slight 
first bewilderment at any rate had 
dropped — he had already forgot- 
ten the moment wasted two or 
three hours before in wondering, 
with his sense of having known 
Nurses who gloried in their title, 
how his dear second father, for in- 
stance, would in his final extrem- 
ity have liked the ministrations of 
a Miss. By those he himself pres- 
ently enjoyed in such different con- 
ditions, that is from across the ta- 
ble, bare and polished and ever so 
delicately charged, of the big 
dusky, yet just a little breezy din- 
ing-room, by those in short under 
which every association he had 
ever had with anything crashed 
down to pile itself as so much more 
tinklingly shivered glass at Miss 
Mumby’s feet, that sort of ques- 
tion was left far behind—and 
doubtless would have been so even 
if the appeal of the particular re- 
fection served to them had alone 
had the case in hand. “I’m going 
to make you like our food, so you 
might as well begin at once,” his 
companion had announced; and 
he felt it on the spot as scarce less 
than delicious that this element too 


should play, and with such fine- 
ness, into that harmony of the 
amusingly exotic which was, under 
his benediction, working its will on 
him. “Oh yes,” she rejoiced in an- 
swer to his exhibition of the de- 
gree in which what was before 
him did stir again to sweetness a 
chord of memory, “oh yes, food’s a 
great tie, it’s like language — you 
can always understand your own, 
whereas in Europe I had to learn 
about six others.” 

Miss Mumby had been to Eu- 
rope, and he saw soon enough 
how there was nowhere one could 
say she hadn’t gone and nothing 
one could say she hadn’t done — 
one’s perception could bear only 
on what she hadn’t become; so 
that, as he thus perceived, though 
she might have affected Europe 
even as she was now affecting him, 
she was a pure negation of its hav- 
ing affected herself, unless perhaps 
by adding to her power to make 
him feel how little he could im- 
pose on her. She knew all about 
his references while he only missed 
hers, and that gave her a tremen- 
dous advantage—or would have 
done so hadn’t she been too much 
his cousin to take it. He at any 
rate recognised in a moment that 
the so many things she had had to 
learn to understand over there 
were not forms of speech but ali- 
mentary systems—as to which 
view he quite agreed with her that 
the element of the native was 
equally rooted in both supports of 
life. This gave her of course her 
opportunity of remarking that she 
had indeed made for the assimila- 
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tion of “his” cookery — whichever 
of the varieties his had most been 
—scarce less an effort than she 
must confess now to making for 
that of his terms of utterance; 
where she had at once again the 
triumph that he was nowhere, by 
his own reasoning, if he pretended 
to an affinity with the nice things 
they were now eating and yet 
stood off from the other ground. 
“Oh I understand you, which ap- 
pears to be so much more than 
you do me!” he laughed; “but am 
I really committed to everything 
because I’m committed, in the de- 
gree you see me, oh yes, to waffles 
and maple syrup, followed, and on 
such a scale, by melons and ice- 
cream? You see in the one case I 
have but to take in; and in the 
other have to give out: so can’t I 
have, in a quiet way the American 
palate without emitting the Ameri- 
can sounds?” Thus was he on the 
straightest flattest level with Miss 
Mumby — it stretched, to his imag- 
ination, without a break, a rise or 
a fall, a perte de vue; and thus was 
it already attested that the Miss 
Mumbys (for it was evident there 
would be thousands of them) were 
in society, or were, at any rate, 
not out of it, society thereby be- 
coming clearly colossal. What was 
it, moreover, but the best society — 
as who should say anywhere — 
when his companion made _ the 
bright point that if anything had 
to do with sounds the palate did? 
returning with it also to the one 
already made, her due warning 
that she wasn’t going to have him 
not like everything. “But I do, I 


do, I do,” he declared, with his 
mouth full of a seasoned and 
sweetened, a soft, substantial cold- 
mess and richness that were at 
once the revelation of a world and 
the consecration of a fate; “I revel 
in everything, I already wallow, 
behold: I move as in a dream, I 
assure you, and I only fear to wake 
up.” 

“Well, I don’t know as I want 
you to wallow, and I. certainly 
don’t want you to fear —though 
youll wake up soon enough, I 
guess,” his entertainer continued, 
“whatever you do. You'll wake up 
to some of our realities, and — well, 
we won't want anything better for 
you: will we, Doctor?” Miss Mum- 
by freely proceeded on their being 
joined for a moment by the friend- 
ly physician who had greeted our 
young man, on his uncle’s behalf, 
at his hour of arrival, and who, 
having been again for a while with 
their interesting host, had left the 
second nurse in charge and was 
about to be off to other cares. “I’m 
saying to Mr. Fielder that he’s got 
to wake up to some pretty big 
things,” she explained to Doctor 
Hatch, whom it struck Gray she 
addressed rather as he had heard 
doctors address nurses than nurses 
doctors; a fact contributing offhand 
to his awareness, already definite, 
that everyone addressed everyone 
as he had nowhere yet heard the 
address perpetrated, and that so, 
evidently, there were questions 
connected with it that must yet 
wait over. It was pertinently to 
be felt furthermore that Doctor 
Hatch’s own freedom, which also 
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had quite its own rare freshness of 
note, shared in the general prop- 
erty of the whole appeal to him, 
the appeal of the very form of the 
great sideboard, the very “school,” 
though yet unrecognised by him, 
of the pictures hung about, the 
very look and dress, the apparently 
odd identity, of the selected and 
arrayed volumes in a_ bookcase 
charged with ornament and occu- 
pying the place of highest dignity 
in the room, to take his situation 
for guaranteed as it was surely not 
common for earthly situations to 
be. This he could feel, however, 
without knowing, to any great pur- 
pose, what it really meant; and he 
was afterwards even scarce to 
know what had further taken 
place, under Doctor Hatch’s bless- 
ing, before he passed out of the 
house to the verandah and the 
grounds, as their limitations of 
reach didn’t prevent their being 
called, and gave himself up to in- 
quiries now permittedly direct. 
Doctor Hatch’s message or mo- 
mentary act of quaint bright pres- 
ence came to him thus, on the ve- 
randah, while shining expanses 
opened, as an invitation to some 
extraordinary confidence, some 
flight of optimism without a prece- 
dent, as a positive hint in fine that 
it depended on himself alone to 
step straight into the chariot of the 
sun, which on his mere nod would 
conveniently descend there to the 
edge of the piazza, and whirl away 
for increase of acquaintance with 
the time, as it was obviously going 
to be, of his life. This was but his 
reading indeed of the funny terms 


in which the delightful man put it 
to him that he seemed by his hap- 
py advent to have brought on for 
his uncle a prospect, a rise of pitch, 
not dissimilar from that sort of vi- 
sion; by so high a tide of ease had 
the sick room above been flooded, 
and such a lot of good would clear- 
ly await the patient from seeing 
him after a little and at the perfect 
proper moment. It was to be that 
of Mr. Betterman’s competent 
choice: he lay there as just for the 
foretaste of it, which was wholly 
tranquillising, and could be trust- 
ed—what else did doctor and 
nurse engage forP—to know the 
psychological hour on its striking 
and then, to complete felicity, have 
his visitor introduced. His present 
mere assurance of the visitor was 
in short so agreeable to him, and 
by the same token to Doctor Hatch 
himself — which was above all what 
the latter had conveyed — that the 
implication of the agreeable to 
Graham in return might fairly have 
been some imponderable yet ever 
so sensible tissue, voluminous in- 
terwoven gold and silver, flung as 
a mantle over his shoulders while 
he went. Gray had never felt 
around him any like envelope 
whatever; so that on his looking 
forth at all the candid clearness — 
which struck him too, ever so amus- 
ingly, as even more candid when 
occasionally and aggressively, that 
is residentially, obstructed than 
when not — what he inwardly and 
fantastically compared it to was 
some presented quarto page, vast 
and fair, ever so distinctly printed 
and ever so unexpectedly vignet- 


907 


The Ivory Tower 


ted, of a volume of which the 
leaves would be turned for him one 
by one and with no more trouble 
on his own part than when a friend- 
ly service beside him at the piano, 
where he so often sat, relieved him, 
from sheet to sheet, of touching his 
score. 

Wasn’t he thus now again “play- 
ing,” as it had been a lifelong re- 
source to him to play in that other 
posture? — a question promoted by 
the way the composition suddenly 
broke into the vividest illustration- 
al figure, that of a little man en- 
countered on one of his turns of 
the verandah and who, affecting 
him at first as a small waiting and 
watching, an almost crouching 
gnome, the neat domestic goblin 
of some old Germanic, some har- 
monised, familiarised legend, sat 
and stared at him from the depths 
of an arrested rocking-chair after 
a fashion nothing up to then had 
led him to preconceive. This was 
a different note from any yet, a 
queer, sharp, hard particle in all 
the softness; and it was sensible 
too, oddly enough, that the small 
force of their concussion but grew 
with its coming over him the next 
moment that he simply had before 
him Rosanna Gaw’s prodigious 
parent. Of course it was Mr. Gaw, 
whom he had never seen, and of 
whom Rosanna in the old time had 
so little talked; her mother alone 
had talked of him in those days, 
and to his own mother only — with 
whom Gray had indeed himself 
afterwards talked not a little; but 
the intensity of the certitude came 
not so much by any plain as by 


quite the most roundabout pre- 
sumption, the fact of his always 
having felt that she required some 
strange accounting for, and that 
here was the requirement met by 
just the ripest revelation. She had 
been involved in something, pro- 
duced by something, intimately 
pressing upon her and yet as dif- 
ferent as possible from herself; 
and here was the concentrated dif- 
ference — which showed him too, 
with each lapsing second, its qual- 
ity of pressure. Abel Gaw struck 
him in this light as very finely 
blanched, as somehow squeezed 
together by the operation of an in- 
ward energy or necessity, and as 
animated at the same time by the 
conviction that, should he sit there 
long enough and still enough, the 
young man from Europe, known 
to be on the premises, might finally 
reward his curiosity. Mr. Gaw was 
curiosity embodied — Gray was by 
the end of the minute entirely as- 
sured of that; it in fact quite 
seemed to him that he had never 
yet in all his life caught the prying 
passion so shamelessly in the act. 
Shamelessly, he was afterwards to 
remember having explained to 
himself, because his sense of the 
reach of the sharp eyes in the small 
white face, and of their not giving 
way for a moment before his own, 
suggested to him, even if he could 
scarce have said why to that ex- 
tent, the act of listening at the 
door, at the very keyhole, of a 
room, combined with the attempt 
to make it good under sudden de- 
tection. 

So it was, at any rate, that our 
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speculative friend, the impression 
of the next turn of the case aiding, 
figured the extension, without 
forms, without the shade of a form, 
of their unmitigated mutual glare. 
The initiation of this exchange by 
the little old gentleman in the 
chair, who gave for so long no sign 
of moving or speaking, couldn’t 
but practically determine in Gra- 
ham’s own face some resistance to 
the purpose exhibited and _ for 
which it was clear no apology im- 
pended. By the time he had rec- 
ognised that his presence was in 
question for Mr. Gaw with such 
an intensity as it had never other- 
wise, he felt, had the benefit of, 
however briefly, save under some 
offered gage or bribe, he had also 
made out that no “form” would 
survive for twenty seconds in any 
close relation with the personage, 
and that if ever he had himself 
known curiosity as to what might 
happen when manners were con- 
sistently enough ignored it was a 
point on which he should at once 
be enlightened. His fellow-visitor, 
of whose being there Doctor Hatch 
and Miss Mumby were presuma- 
bly unaware, continued to ignore 
everything but the opportunity he 
enjoyed and the certainty that 
Graham would contribute to it— 
which certainty made in fact his 
profit. The profit, that is, couldn’t 
possibly fail unless Gray should 
turn his back and walk off; which 
was of course possible, but would 
then saddle Gray himself with the 
repudiation of forms: so that — yes, 
infallibly in proportion as the 
young man had to be commonly 


civil would Mr. Gaw’s perhaps un- 
holy satisfaction of it be able to 
prevail. The young man had tak- 
en it home that he couldn’t simply 
stare long enough for successful 
defence by the time that, presently 
moving nearer, he uttered his ad- 
versary’s name with no intimation 
of a doubt. Mr. Gaw failed, Gray 
was afterwards to inform Rosanna, 
“to so much as take this up”; he 
was left with everything on his 
hands but the character of his 
identity, the indications of his face, 
the betrayals he should so much 
less succeed in suppressing than 
his adversary would succeed in 
reading them. The figure presented 
hadn’t stirred from his posture oth- 
erwise than by a motion of eye just 
perceptible as Graham moved; it 
was drinking him in, our hero felt, 
and by this treatment of the full 
cup, continuously applied to the 
lips, stillness was of course im- 
posed. It didn’t again so much as 
recognise, by any sign given, Gra- 
ham’s remark that an acquaintance 
with Miss Gaw from of old in- 
volved naturally their acquaint- 
ance: there was no question of 
Miss Gaw, her friend found him- 
self after another minute divining, 
as there was none of objects or ap- 
pearances immediately there about 
them; the question was of some- 
thing a thousand times more rele- 
vant and present, of something the 
interloper’s silence, far more than 
breathed words could have done, 
represented the fond hope of mas- 
tering. 

Graham thus held already, by 
the old man’s conviction, a secret 
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of high value, yet which, with the 
occasion stretched a little, would 
practically be at his service —so 
much as that at least, with the 
passage of another moment, he had 
concluded to; and all the while, in 
the absurdest way, without his 
guessing, without his at all meas- 
uring, his secret himself. Mr. Gaw 
fairly made him want to— want, 
that is, as a preliminary or a stop- 
gap, to guess what it had best, 
most desirably and most effective- 
ly, become; for shouldn’t he posi- 
tively like to have something of 
the sort in order just to disoblige 
this gentleman? Strange enough 
how it came to him at once as a 
result of the father’s refusal of at- 
tention to any connection he might 
have glanced at with the daughter, 
strange enough how it came to 


him, under the first flush of heat 


he had known since his arrival, 
that two could play at such a game 
and that if Rosanna’s interests 
were to be so slighted her relative 
himself should miss even the min- 
imum of application as one of 
them. “He must have wanted to 
know, he must have wanted to 
know ——!” this young woman 
was on a later day to have begun 
to explain; without going on, how- 
ever, since by that time Gray had 
rather made out, the still greater 
rush of his impressions helping, 
the truth of Mr. Gaw’s desire. It 
bore, that appetite, upon a single 
point and, daughter or no daugh- 
ter, on nothing else in the world — 
the question of what Gray’s “inter- 
est,” in the light of his uncle’s in- 
tentions, might size up to; those 


intentions having, to the Gaw im- 
agination, been of course appre- 
hensible on the spot, and within 
the few hours that had lapsed, by 
a nephew even of but rudimentary 
mind. At the present hour mean- 
while, short of the miracle ‘which 
our friend’s counter-scrutiny alone 
could have brought about, there 
worked for this young intelligence, 
and with no small sharpness, the 
fact itself of such a revealed rela- 
tion to the ebb of their host’s life 
—upon which was thrust the ap- 
pearance of its being, watch in 
hand, all impatiently, or in other 
words all offensively, timed. The 
very air at this instant tasted to 
Gray, quite as if something under 
his tongue had suddenly turned 
from the sweet to the appreciably 
sour, of an assumption diffused 
through it in respect to the rudi- 
ments of mind. He was afterwards 
to date the breaking-in upon him 
of the general measure of the 
smallest vision of business a young 
man might self-respectingly con- 
fess to from Mr. Gaw’s extraordi- 
nary tacit “Oh come, you can’t fool 
me: don’t I know you know what I 
want to know — don’t I know what 
it must mean for you to have been 
here since six o’clock this morning 
with nothing whatever else to do 
than just to take it inP” 

That was it— Gray was to have 
taken in the more or less definite 
value involved for him in his un- 
cle’s supposedly near extinction, 
and was to be capable, if not of 
expressing it on the spot in the 
only terms in which a value of any 
sort could exist for this worthy, yet 
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still at least of liability to such a 
betrayal as would yield him some- 
thing to conclude upon. It was 
only afterwards, once more, ~that 
our young man was to master the 
logic of the conclusive as it pre- 
vailed for Mr. Gaw; what con- 
cerned his curiosity was to settle 
whether or no they were in pres- 
ence together of a really big fact 
— distinguishing as the Gaw mind 
did among such dimensions and 
addressed as it essentially was to a 
special question—a question as 
yet unrecognised by Gray. He was 
subsequently to have his friend’s 
word to go upon—when, in the 
extraordinary light of Rosanna’s 
explication, he read clear what he 
had been able on the verandah but 
half to glimmer out: the queer 
truth of Mr. Gaw’s hunger to learn 
to what extent he had anciently, 
to what degree he had irremedi- 
ably, ruined his whilom associate. 
He didn’t know —so strange was 
it, at the time and since, that, 
thanks to the way Mr. Betterman 
had himself fixed things, he 
couldn’t be sure; but what he 
wanted, and what he hung about 
so displeasingly to sniff up the 
least stray sign of, was a confirma- 
tion of his belief that Doctor 
Hatch’s and Miss Mumby’s patient 
had never really recovered from 
the wound of years before. They 
were nursing him now for another 
complaint altogether, this one ad- 
mittedly such as must, with but 
the scantest further reprieve, dis- 
pose of him; whereas doubts were 
deep, as Mr. Gaw at least enter- 
tained them, as to whether the 


damage he supposed his own just 
resentment to have inflicted when 
propriety and opportunity com- 
bined to inspire him was amena- 
ble even to nursing the most ex- 
pert or to medication the most 
subtle. These mysteries of calcu- 
lation were of course impenetrable 
to Gray during the moments at 
which we see him so almost inde- 
scribably exposed at once and re- 
inforced; but the effect of the 
sharper and sharper sense as of a 
spring pressed by his companion 
was that a whole consciousness 
suddenly welled up in him and 
that within a few more seconds he 
had become aware of a need abso- 
lutely adverse to any trap that 
might be laid for his candour. He 
could as little have then said why 
as he could vividly have phrased 
it under the knowledge to come, 
but that his mute interlocutor de- 
sired somehow their association in 
a judgment of what his uncle was 
“worth,” a judgment from which a 
comparatively conceited nephew 
might receive an incidental lesson, 
played through him as a certitude 
and produced quite another incli- 
nation. That recognition of the 
pleasant on which he had been 
floating affirmed itself as in the very 
face of so embodied a pretension 
to affirm the direct opposite, to 
thrust up at him in fine a hor- 
rid contradiction —a contradiction 
which he next heard himself take, 
after the happiest fashion, the 
straightest way to rebut. 

“T’'m sure youll be glad to know 
that I seem to be doing my uncle 
a tremendous lot of good. They 
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tell me I’m really bringing him 
round” — and Graham smiled down 
at little blanched Mr. Gaw. “I 
don’t despair at all of his getting 
much better.” 

It was on this that for the first 
time Mr. Gaw became articulate. 
“Better ——?” he strangely quav- 
ered, and as if his very eyes ques- 
‘tioned such conscious flippancy. 

“Why yes—through cheering 
him up. He takes, I gather,” Gray 
‘went on, “as much pleasure as I 
«do ——!” His assurance, however, 
had within the minute dropped a 
little —the effect of it might re- 
‘ally reach, he apprehended, be- 
yond his idea. The old man had 
been odd enough, but now of a 
sudden he looked sick, and that 
one couldn’t desire. 

“ Pleasure’ —— ?” he was nev- 
ertheless able to echo; while it 
struck Gray that no sound so weak 
had ever been so sharp, or none so 
sharp ever so weak. “Pleasure in 
dying ——?” Mr. Gaw asked in 
this flatness of doubt. 

“But my dear sir,” said Gray, his 
impulse to be jaunty still neverthe- 
less holding out a little, “but, my 
dear sir, if, as it strikes me, he isn’t 
dying —— ?” 

“Oh twaddle!” snapped Mr. Gaw 
with the emphasis of his glare — 
shifted a moment, Gray next saw, 
to a new object in range. Gray felt 
himself even before turning for it 
rejoined by Miss Mumby, who, 
rounding the corner of the house, 
had paused as in presence of an 
odd conjunction; not made the less 
odd moreover by Mr. Gaw’s in- 


stant appeal to her. “You think he 
ain't then going to —— ?” 

He had to leave it at that, but 
Miss Mumby supplied, with the 
loudest confidence, what appeared 
to be wanted. “He ain’t going to 
get better? Oh we hope so!” she 
declared to Graham’s delight. 

It helped him to contribute in 
his own way. “Mr. Gaw’s surprise 
seems for his holding out!” 

“Oh I guess he'll hold out,” Miss 
Mumby was pleased to say. 

“Then if he ain’t dying what’s 
the fuss about?” Mr. Gaw wanted 
to know. 

“Why there ain’t any fuss — but 
what you seem to make,” Miss 
Mumby could quite assure him. 

“Oh well, if you answer for 
it—— !” He got up on this, though 
with an alertness that, to Gray’s 
sense, didn’t work quite truly, and 
stood an instant looking from one 
of his companions to the other, 
while our young man’s eyes, for 
their part, put a question to Miss 
Mumby’s—a question which, ar- 
ticulated, would have had the 
sense of “What on earth’s the mat- 
ter with him?” There seemed no 
knowing how Mr. Gaw would take 
things—as Miss Mumby, for that 
matter, appeared also at once to 
reflect. 

“We're sure enough not to want 
to have you sick too,” she declared 
indeed with more cheer than ap- 
prehension; to which she added, 
however, to cover all the ground, 
“You just leave Mr. Betterman to 
us and take care of yourself. We 
never say die and we won't have 
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you say it—either about him or 
anyone else, Mr. Gaw.” 

This gentleman, so addressed, 
straightened and cleared himself 
in such a manner as to show that 
he saw, for the moment, Miss 
Mumby’s point; which he then, a 
wondrous small concentration of 
studied blankness — studied, that 
is, his companions were afterwards 
both to show they had felt — com- 
memorated his appreciation of in 
a tiny, yet triumphant, “Well, that’s 
all right!” 

“It ain’t so right but what I’m 
going to see you home,” Miss 
Mumby returned with authority; 
adding, however, for Graham’s 
benefit, that she had come down 
to tell him his uncle was now 
ready. “You just go right up— 
you'll find Miss Goodenough there. 
And you'll see for yourself,” she 
said, “how fresh he is!” 

“Thanks — that will be beauti- 
ful!” Gray brightly responded; but 
with his eyes on Mr. Gaw, whom 
of a sudden, somehow, he didn’t 
like to leave. 

It at any rate determined on 
the little man’s part a surprised in- 
quiry. “Then you haven’t seen him 
yet— with your grand account of 
him?” 

“No—but the account,” Gray 
smiled; “has an authority beyond 
mine. Besides,” he kept on after 
this gallant reference, “I feel what 
I shall do for him.” 

“Oh they'll have great times!” — 
Miss Mumby, with an arm at the 
old man’s service, bravely guaran- 
teed it. But she also admonished 


Graham: “Don’t keep him waiting, 
and mind what Miss Goodenough 
tells you! So now, Mr. Gaw— 
youre to mind me!” she conclud- 
ed; while this subject of her more 
extemporised attention so far com- 
plied as slowly to face with her in 
the direction of the other house. 
Gray wondered about him, but im- 
mensely trusted Miss Mumby, and 
only watched till he saw them step 
off together to the lawn, Mr. Gaw 
independent of support, with 
something in his consciously stiff- 
ened even if not painfully assumed 
little air, as noted thus from be- 
hind, that quite warranted his pro- 
tectress. Seen that way, yes, he 
was a tremendous little person; 
and Gray, excited, immensely re- 
advised and turning accordingly to 
his own business, felt the assault 
of impressions fairly shake him as 
he went — shake him though it ap- 
parently seemed most capable of 
doing but to the effect of hilarity. 
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WHETHER or no by its so different 
appearance from that of Mr. Gaw, 
the figure propped on pillows in 
the vast cool room and lighted in 
such a way that the clear deepen- 
ing west seemed to flush toward it, 
through a wide high window, in 
the interest of its full effect, im- 
pressed our young man as massive 
and expansive, as of a beautiful 
bland dignity indeed — though em- 
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ulating Rosanna’s relative, he was 
at first to gather, by a perfect 
readiness to stare rather than 
speak. Miss Goodenough had hov- 
ered a little, for full assurance, but 
then had thrown off with a timbre 
of voice never yet used for Gray’s 
own ear in any sick room, “Well, 
I guess you won’t come to blows!” 
and had left them face to face — 
besides leaving the air quickened 
by the freedom of her humour. 
They were face to face for the time 
across an interval which, to do her 
justice, she had not taken upon 
herself to deal with directly; this 
in spite of Gray’s apprehension at 
the end of a minute that she might, 
by the touch of her hand or the 
pitch of her spirit, push him fur- 
ther forward than he had immedi- 
ately judged decent to advance. 
He had stopped at a certain dis- 
tance from the great grave bed, 
stopped really for consideration 
and deference, or through the in- 
stinct of submitting himself first of 
all to approval, or at least to en- 
couragement; the space, not great 
enough for reluctance and not 
small enough for presumption, 
showed him ready to obey any 
sign his uncle should make. Mr. 
Betterman struck him, in this high 
quietude of contemplation, much 
Jess as formidable than as mildly 
and touchingly august; he had not 
supposed him, he became sudden- 
ly aware, so great a person—a 
presence like that of some weary 
veteran of affairs, one of the ad- 
mittedly eminent whose last words 
would be expected to figure in his- 
tory. The large fair face, rather 


square than heavy, was neither 
clouded nor ravaged, but finely 
serene; the silver-coloured hair 
seemed to bind the broad high 
brow as with a band of splendid 
silk, while the eyes rested on Gray 
with an air of acceptance beyond 
attestation by the mere play of 
cheer or the comparative gloom of 
relief. 

“Ah le beau type, le beau type!” 
was during these instants the visi- 
tor’s inward comment breaking in- 
to one of the strange tongues that 
experience had appointed him pri- 
vately to use, in many a case, for 
the appropriation of aspects and 
appearances. It was not till after- 
wards that he happened to learn 
how his uncle had been capable, 
two or three hours before seeing 
him, of offering cheek and chin to 
the deft ministration of a barber, 
a fact highly illuminating, though 
by that time the gathered lights 
were thick. What the patient owed 
on the spot to the sacrifice, he eas- 
ily made out, was that look as of 
the last refinement of preparation, 
that positive splendour of the im- 
maculate, which was really, on 
one’s taking it all in, but part of 
an earnest recognition of his guest’s 
own dignity. The grave beauty of 
the personal presence, the vague 
anticipation as of something that 
might go on to be commemorated 
for its example, the great pure fra- 
grant room, bathed in the tem- 
pered glow of the afternoon’s end, 
the general lucidity and tranquil- 
lity and security of the whole pre- 
sented case, begot in fine, on our 
young friend’s part, an extraordi- 
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nary sense that as he himself was 
important enough to be on show, 
so these peculiar perfections that 
met him were but so many virtual 
honours rendered and signs of the 
high level to which he had mount- 
ed. On show, yes—that was it, 
and more wonderfully than could 
be said: Gray was sure after a lit- 
tle of how right he was to stand 
off as yet in any interest of his 
own significance that might be in- 
volved. There was clearly some- 
thing his uncle so wanted him to 
be that he should run no possible 
danger of being it to excess, and 
that if he might only there and 
then grasp it he would ask but to 
proceed, for decency’s sake, ac- 
cording to his lights: just as so 
short a time before a like force of 
suggestion had played upon him 
from Mr. Gaw — each of these ap- 
peals clothing him in its own way 
’ with such an oddity of pertinence, 
such a bristling set of attributes. 
This wait of the parties to the pres- 
ent one for articulate expression, 
on either side, of whatever it was 
that might most concern them to- 
gether, promised also to last as the 
tension had lasted down on the ve- 
randah, and would perhaps indeed 
have drawn itself further out if 
Gray hadn’t broken where he 
stood into a cry of admiration — 
since it could scarcely be called 
less — that blew to the winds ev- 
ery fear of overstepping. 

“It’s really worth one’s coming 
so far, uncle, if you don’t mind my 
saying so — it’s really worth a great 
pilgrimage to see anything so 
splendid.” 


The old man heard, clearly, as 
by some process that was still 
deeply active; and then after a 
pause that represented, Gray was 
sure, no failure at all of percep- 
tion, but only the wide embrace of 
a possibility of pleasure, sounded 
bravely back: “Does it come up to 
what you've seen?” 

It was Gray rather who was for 
a moment mystified — though only 
to further spontaneity when he had 
caught the sense of the question. 
“Oh, you come up to everything — 
by which I mean, if I may, that 
nothing comes up to you! I mean, 
if I may,” he smiled, “that you 
yourself, uncle, affect me as the 
biggest and most native American 
impression that I can possibly be 
exposed to.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Betterman, and 
again as with a fond deliberation, 
“what I’m going to like, I see, is to 
listen to the way you talk. That,” 
he added with his soft distinctness, 
a singleness of note somehow for 
the many things meant, “that, I 
guess, is about what I most want- 
ed you to come for. Unless it be to 
look at you too. I like to look right 


at you.” 

“Well,” Gray harmoniously 
laughed again, “if even that can 
give you pleasure ——!” He stood 


as for inspection, easily awkward, 
pleasantly loose, holding up his 
head as if to make the most of no 
great stature. “I’ve never been so 
sorry that there isn’t more of me.” 

The fine old eyes on the pillow 
kept steadily taking him in; he 
could quite see that he happened 
to be, as he might have called it, 
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right; and though he had never 
felt himself, within his years, ex- 
traordinarily or excitingly wrong, 
so that this felicity might have 
turned rather flat for him, there 
was still matter for emotion, for 
the immediate throb and thrill, in 
finding success so crown him. He 
had been spared, thank goodness, 
any positive shame, but had never 
known his brow brushed or so 
much as tickled by the laurel or 
the bay. “Does it mean,” he might 
have murmured to himself, “the 
strangest shift of standards?” — but 
his uncle had meanwhile spoken. 
“Well, there’s all of you I’m going 
to want. And there must be more 
of you than I see. Because you are 
different,” Mr. Betterman consid- 
ered. 

“But different from what?” Truly 
was Gray interested to know. 

It took Mr. Betterman a moment 
to say, but he seemed to convey 
that it might have been guessed. 
“From what you'd have been if 
you had come.” 

The young man was_ indeed 
drawn in. “If I had come years 
agoP Well, perhaps,” he so far 
happily agreed—“for I’ve often 
thought of that myself. Only, you 
see,’ he laughed, “I’m different 
from that too. I mean from what I 
was when I didn’t come.” 

Mr. Betterman looked at it qui- 
etly. “You're different in the sense 
that you’re older—and you seem 
to me rather older than I supposed. 
All the better, all the better,” he 
continued to make out. “You're the 
same person I didn’t tempt, the 
same person I couldn't — that time 


when I tried. I see you are, I see 
what you are.” 

“You see terribly much, sir, for 
the few minutes!” smiled Gray. 

“Oh when I want to see ——!” 
the old man comfortably enough 
sighed. “I take you in, I take you 
in; though I grant that I don’t 
quite see how you can understand. 
Still,” he pursued, “there are things 
for you to tell me. You're different 
from anything, and if we had time 
for particulars I should like to 
know a little how you've kept 
so. I was afraid you wouldn’t turn 
out perhaps so thoroughly the sort 
of thing I liked to think—for I 
hadn’t much more to go upon than 
what she said, you know. How- 
ever,’ Mr. Betterman wound up as 
with due comfort, “it’s by what she 
says that I’ve gone—and I want 
her to know that I don’t feel 
fooled.” 

If Gray’s wonderment could ° 
have been said to rest anywhere, 
hour after hour, long enough to be 
detected in the act, the detaining 
question would have been more 
than any other perhaps that of 
whether Miss Gaw would “come 
up.” Now that she did so however, 
in this quiet way, it had no strange- 
ness that his being at once glad 
couldn’t make but a mouthful of; 
and the recent interest of what she 
had lately written to him was as 
nothing to the interest of her be- 
coming personally his uncle’s 
theme. With which, at the same 
time, it was pleasanter to him than 
anything else to speak of her him- 
self. “If you allude to Rosanna 
Gaw you'll no doubt understand 
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how tremendously I want to see 
her.” 

The sick man waited a little — 
but not, it quite seemed, from.lack 
of understanding. “She wants tre- 
mendously to see you, Graham. 
You might know that of course 
from her going to work so.” Then 
again he gathered his thoughts 
and again after a little went on. 
“She had a good idea, and I love 
her for it; but I’m afraid my own 
hasn’t been so very much to give 
her the satisfaction. I’ve wanted it 
myself, and — well, here I am get- 
ting it from you. Yes,” he kept up, 
his eyes never moving from his 
nephew, “you couldn’t give me 
more if you had tried, from so far 
back, on purpose. But I can’t tell 
you half!” He exhaled a long breath 
—he was a little spent. “You tell 
me. You tell me.” 

“Tm tiring you, sir,” Gray said. 

“Not by letting me see— you'd 
only tire me if you didn’t.” Then 
for the first time his eyes glanced 
about. “Haven’t they put a place 
for you to sit? Perhaps they knew,” 
he suggested, while Gray reached 
out for a chair, “perhaps they knew 
just how I’d want to see you. There 
seems nothing they don’t know,” 
he contentedly threw off again. 

Gray had his chair before him, 
his hands on the back tilting it a 
little. “They're extraordinary. I’ve 
never seen anything like them. 
They help me tremendously,” he 
cheerfully confessed. 

Mr. Betterman, at this, seemed 
to wonder. “Why, have you diffi- 
culties?” 

“Well,” said Gray, still with his 


chair, “you say I’m different — if 
you mean it for my being alien 
from what I feel surrounding me. 
But if you knew how funny all that 
seems to me,” he laughed, “you’d 
understand that I clutch at pro- 
tection.” 

“Funny?” — his host was clear- 
ly interested, without offence, in 
the term. 

“Well then terrific, sir!” 

“So terrific that you need pro- 
tection?” 

“Well,” Gray explained, gently 
shaking his chair-back, “when one 
simply sees that nothing of one’s 
former experience serves, and that 
one doesn’t know anything about 
anything —— |” 

More than ever at this his un- 
cle’s look might have covered him. 
“Anything round here — no! That’s 
it, that’s it,” the old man blandly 
repeated. “That’s just the way —I 
mean the way I hoped. She knows 
you don’t know — and doesn’t want 
you to either. But put down your 
chair,” he said; and then after, 
when Gray, instantly and delicately 
complying, had placed the pre- 
cious article with every precaution 
back where it had stood: “Sit down 
here on the bed. There’s margin.” 

“Yes,” smiled Gray, doing with 
all consideration as he was told, 
“you don’t seem anywhere very 
much d [étroit.” 

“T presume,” his uncle returned, 
“you know French thoroughly.” 

Gray confessed to the compli- 
cation. “Of course when one has 
heard it almost from the cra- 
dle ——!” 

“And the other tongues too?” 
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He seemed to wonder if, for his 
advantage, he mightn’t deny them. 
“Oh a couple of others. In the 
countries there they come easy.” 

“Well, they wouldn’t have come 
easy here—and I guess nothing 
else would; I mean of the things 
we principally grow. And I won’t 
have you tell me,” Mr. Betterman 
said, “that if you had taken that 
old chance they might have done 
so. We don’t know anything about 
it, and at any rate it would have 
spoiled you. I mean for what you 
are.” 

“Oh,” returned Gray, on the 
bed, but pressing lightly, “oh what 
I ‘am’ — !” 

“My point isn’t so much for what 
you are as for what you’re not. So 
I won’t have anything else; I mean 
I won’t have you but as I want 
you,” his host explained. “I want 
you just this way.” 

With which, while the young 
man kept his arms folded and his 
hands tucked away as for compres- 
sion of his personal extent and 
weight, they exchanged, at their 
close range, the most lingering 
look yet. Extraordinary to him, in 
the gravity of this relation, his 
deeper impression of something 
beautiful and spreadingly clear — 
very much as if the wide window 
and the quiet clean sea and the 
finer sunset light had all had, for 
assistance and benediction, their 
word to say to it. They seemed to 
combine most to remark together 
“What an exquisite person is your 
uncle!” This is what he had for the 
minute the sense of taking from 
them, and the expression of his as- 


sent to it was in the tone of his 
next rejoinder. “If I could only 
know what it is you’d most like — !” 

“Never mind what I most like — 
only tell me, only tell me,” his 
companion again said: “You can’t 
say anything that won’t absolutely 
suit me; in fact I defy you to, 
though you mayn’t at all see why 
that’s the case. I’ve got you — with- 
out a flaw. So!” Mr. Betterman tri- 
umphantly breathed. Gray’s sense 
was by this time of his being ex- 
amined and appraised as never in 
his life before—very much as in 
the exposed state of an important 
“piece,” an object of value picked, 
for finer estimation, from under 
containing glass. There was noth- 
ing then but to face it, unless per- 
haps also to take a certain com- 
fort in his being, as he might feel, 
practically clean and in condition. 
That such an hour had its mean- 
ing, and that the meaning might 
be great for him, this of course 
surged softly in, more and more, 
from every point of the circle that 
held him; but with the conscious- 
ness making also more at each mo- 
ment for an uplifting, a fantastic 
freedom, a sort of sublime simpli- 
fication, in which nothing seemed 
to depend on him or to have at any 
time so depended. He was really 
face to face thus with bright im- 
mensities, and the handsome old 
presence from which, after a fur- 
ther moment, a hand had reached 
forth a little to take his own, guar- 
anteed by the quietest of gestures 
at once their truth and the irrele- 
vance, as he could only feel it, of 
their scale. Cool and not weak, to 
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his responsive grasp, this retaining 
force, to which strength was added 
by what next came. “It’s not for 
myself, it’s not for myself — I mean 
your being as I say. What do I 
matter now except to have recog- 
nised itP No, Graham — it’s in an- 
other connection.” Was the con- 
nection then with Rosanna? Gra- 
ham had time to wonder, and even 
to think what a big thing this 
might make of it, before his uncle 
brought out: “It’s for the world.” 

“The world?” —Gray’s vague- 
ness again reigned. 

“Well, our great public.” 

“Oh your great public —!” 

The exclamation, the cry of 
alarm, even if also of amusement 
in face of such a connection as 
that, quickened for an instant the 
good touch of the cool hand. 
“That’s the way I like you to 
sound. It’s the way she told me 
you would —I mean that would be 
natural to you. And it’s precisely 
why — being the awful great pub- 
lic it is—we require the differ- 
ence that you'll make. So you see 
you're for our people.” 

Poor Graham’s eyes widened. a 
shall make a difference for your 
people —— ?” 

But his uncle serenely went on. 
“Don’t think you know them yet, 
or what it’s like over here at all. 
You may think so and feel you're 
prepared. But you don’t know till 
you've had the whole thing up 
against you.” 

“May I ask, sir,’ Gray smiled, 
“what you're talking about?” 

His host met his eyes on it, but 
let it drop. “You'll see soon enough 


for yourself. Don’t mind what I 
say. That isn’t the thing for you 
now — it’s all done. Only be true,” 
said Mr. Betterman. “You are and, 
as I’ve said, can’t help yourself.” 
With which he relapsed again to 
one of his good conclusions. “And 
after all don’t mind the public 
either.” 

“Oh,” returned Gray, “all great 
publics are awful.” 

“Ah no no—I won't have that. 
Perhaps they may be, but the trou- 
ble we’re concerned with is about 
ours — and about some other things 
too.” Gray felt in the hand’s tenure 
a small emphasizing lift of the arm, 
while the head moved a little as off 
toward the world they spoke of — 
which amounted for our young 
man, however, but to a glance at 
all the outside harmony and pros- 
perity, bathed as these now seemed 
in the colour of the flushed sky. 
Absurd altogether that he should 
be in any way enlisted against 
such things. His entertainer, all the 
same, continued to see the refer- 
ence and to point it. “The enor- 
mous preponderance of money. 
Money is their life.” 

“But surely even here it isn’t 
everyone who has it. Also,” he free- 
ly laughed, “isn’t it a good thing 
to have?” 

“A very good thing indeed.” 
Then his uncle waited as in the 
longest inspection yet. “But you 
don’t know anything about it.” 

“Not about large sums,’ Gray 
cheerfully admitted. 

“I mean it has never been near 
you. That sticks out of you —the 
way it hasn’t. I knew it couldn't 
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have been — and then she told me 
she knew. I see youre a blank— 
and nobody here’s a blank, not a 
creature I’ve ever touched. That’s 
what I’ve wanted,” the old man 
went on—“a perfect clean blank. 
I don’t mean there aren’t heaps of 
them that are damned fools, just 
as there are heaps of others, big- 
ger heaps probably, that are 
damned knaves; except that most- 
ly the knave is the biggest fool. 
But those are not blanks; they’re 
full of the poison — without a blest 
other idea. Now you're the blank I 
want, if you follow—and_ yet 
you're not the blatant ass.” 

“!'m not sure I quite follow,” 
Gray laughed, “but I’m very much 
obliged.” 

“Have you ever done three 
cents’ worth of business?” Mr. Bet- 
terman judicially asked. 

It helped our young man to 
some ease of delay. “Well, I’m 
afraid I can’t claim to have had 
much business to do. Also you're 
wrong, sir,” he added, “about my 
not being a blatant ass. Oh please 
understand that I am a blatant ass. 
Let there be no mistake about 
that,” Gray touchingly pleaded. 

“Yes — but not on the subject of 
anything but business.” 

“Well — no doubt on the subject 
of business more than on any 
other.” 

Still the good eyes rested. “Tell 
me one thing, other than that, for 
which you haven’t at least some 
intelligence.” 

“Oh sir, there are no end of 
things, and it’s odd one should 
have to prove that—though it 


would take me long. But I allow 
there’s nothing I understand so 
little and like so little as the mys- 
tery of the ‘market’ and the hustle 
of any sort.” 

“You utterly loathe and abhor 
the hustle! That’s what I blissfully 
want of you,” said Mr. Betterman. 

“You ask of me the declara- 
tion —— ?” Gray considered. “But 
how can I know, don’t you see? — 
when I am such a blank, when I’ve 
never had three cents’ worth of 
business, as you say, to transact?” 

“The people who don’t loathe 
it are always finding it somehow 
to do, even if preposterously for 
the most part, and dishonestly. 
Your case,” Mr. Betterman rea- 
soned, “is that you haven’t a grain 
of the imagination of any such in- 
terest. If you had had,” he wound 
up, “it would have stirred in you 
that first time.” 

Gray followed, as his kinsman 
called it, enough to be able to turn 
his memory a moment on this. 
“Yes, I think my imagination, small 
scrap of a thing as it was, did work 
then somehow against you.” 

“Which was exactly against bus- 
iness’—the old man easily made 
the point. “I was business. I’ve 
been business and nothing else in 
the world. I’m business at this mo- 
ment still — because I can’t be any- 
thing else. I mean I’ve such a head 
for it. So don’t think you can put 
it on me that I haven’t thought out 
what I’m doing to good purpose. I 
do what I do but too abominably 
well.” With which he weakened 
for the first time to a faint smile. 
“It's none of your affair,” 
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“Isn’t it a little my affair,” Gray 
as genially objected, “to be more 
touched than I can express by 
your attention to me—as well (if 
you'll let me say so) as rather as- 
tonished at itP” And then while his 
host took this without response, 
only engaged as to more entire re- 
pletion in the steady measure of 
him, he added further, even though 
aware in sounding it of the com- 
placency or fatuity, of the particu- 
lar absurdity, his question might 
have seemed to embody: “What in 
the world can I want but to meet 
you in every way?” His perception 
at last was full, the great strange 
sense of everything smote his eyes; 
so that without the force of his ef- 
fort at the most general amenity 
possible his lids and his young lips 
might have convulsively closed. 
Even for his own ear “What in- 
deed?” was thus the ironic impli- 
cation— which he felt himself 
quite grimace to show he should 
have understood somebody else’s 
temptation to make. Here, how- 
ever, where his uncle’s smile might 
pertinently have broadened, the 
graver blandness settled again, 
leaving him in face of it but the 
more awkwardly assured. He felt 
as if he couldn't say enough to 
abate the ugliness of that—and 
perhaps it even did come out to 
the fact of beauty that no profes- 
sion of the decent could appear 
not to coincide with the very can- 
dour of the greedy. “I’m prepared 
for anything, yes — in the way of a 
huge inheritance”: he didn’t care 
if it might sound like that when he 
next went on, since what could he 


do but just melt to the whole be 
nignityP “If I only understooc 
what it is I can best do for you.” 

“Do? The question isn’t of your 
doing, but simply of your being.” 

Gray cast about. “But don’t they 
come to the same thing?” 

“Well, I guess that for you 
they'll have to.” 

“Yes, sir,” Gray answered — “but 
suppose I should say “Don’t keep 
insisting so on me?” Then he had 
a romantic flight which was at the 
same time, for that moment at 
least, a sincere one. “I don’t know 
that I came out so very much for 
myself.” 

“Well, if you didn’t it only shows 
the more what you are” — Mr. Bet- 
terman made the point promptly. 
“It shows youve got the kind of 
imagination that has nothing to do 
with the kind I so perfectly see 
you haven’t. And if you don’t do 
things for yourself,’ he went on, 
“youll be doing them the more 
for just what I say.” With which 
too, as Graham but pleadingly 
gaped: “You'll be doing them for 
everyone else—that is finding it 
impossible to do what they do. 
From the moment they notice that 
— well, it will be what I want. We 
know, we know,” he remarked fur- 
ther and as if this quite settled it. 

Any ambiguity in his “we” after 
an instant cleared up; he was to 
have alluded but ever so sparely, 
through all this scene, to Rosanna 
Gaw, but he alluded now, and 
again it had for Gray an amount 
of reference that was like a great 
sum of items in a bill imperfectly 
scanned. None the less it left him 
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desiring still more clearness. His 
whole soul centred at this point in 
the need not to have contributed 
by some confused accommodation 
to a strange theory of his future. 
Strange he could but feel this one 
to be, however simply, that is on 
however large and vague an as- 
sumption, it might suit others, amid 
their fathomless resources and their 
luxuries or perversities of waste, to 
see it. He wouldn’t be smothered 
in the vague, whatever happened, 
and had now the gasp and upward 
shake of the head of a man in too 
deep water. “What I want to in- 
sist on,” he broke out with it, “is 
that I mustn’t consent to any exag- 
geration in the interest of your, or 
of any other, sublime view of me, 
view of my capacity of any sort. 
There’s no sublime view of me to 
be taken that consorts in the least 
with any truth; and I should be a 
very poor creature if I didn’t here 
and now assure you that no proof 
in the world exists, or has for a 
moment existed, of my being capa- 
ble of anything whatever.” 

He might have supposed himself 
for a little to have produced some- 
thing of the effect that would natu- 
rally attach to a due vividness in 
this truth—for didn’t his uncle 
now look at him just a shade hard- 
er, before the fixed eyes closed, in- 
deed, as under a pressure to which 
they had at last really to yield? 
They closed, and the old white 
face was for the couple of minutes 
so thoroughly still without them 
that a slight uneasiness quickened 
him, and it would have taken but 
another moment to make a slight 


sound, which he had to turn his 
head for the explanation of, reach 
him as the response to an appeal. 
The door of the room, opening 
gently, had closed again behind 
Miss Goodenough, who came for- 
ward softly, but with more grav- 
ity, Gray thought, than he had pre- 
viously seen her show. Still in his 
place and conscious of the undi- 
minished freshness of her invalid’s 
manual emphasis, he looked at her 
for some opinion as to the latter’s 
appearance, or to the move on his 
Own part next indicated; during 
which time her judgment itself, 
considering Mr. Betterman, a trifle 
heavily waited. Gray’s doubt, be- 
fore the stillness which had fol- 
lowed so great even if so undis- 
courageable an effort, moved him 
to some play of disengagement; 
whereupon he knew himself again 
checked, and there, once more, the 
fine old eyes rested on him. “I’m 
afraid [’ve tired him out,” he could 
but say to the nurse, who made the 
motion to feel her patient’s pulse 
without the effect of his releasing 
his visitor. Gray’s hand was re- 
tained still, but his kinsman’s eyes. 


- and next words were directed to 


Miss Goodenough. 

“Tt’s all right—even more so 
than I told you it was going to be.” 

“Why of course it’s all right — 
you look too sweet together!” she- 
pronounced. 

“But I mean I’ve got him; I 
mean I make him squirm” — which 
words had somehow the richest 
gravity of any yet; “but all it does: 
for his resistance is that he squirms. 
right to me.” 
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“Oh we won't have any resist- 
ance!” Miss Goodenough freely de- 
clared. “Though for all the fight 
you've got in you still ——!” she in 
fine altogether backed Mr. Better- 
man. 

He covered his nephew again as 
for a final or crushing appraise- 
ment, then going on for Miss 
Goodenough’s benefit: “He tried 
something a minute ago to set- 
tle me, but I wish you could just 
have heard how he expressed him- 
self.” 

“It is a pleasure to hear him — 
when he’s good!” She laughed with 
a shade of impatience. 

“He’s never so good as when he 
wants to be bad. So there you are, 
sir!” the old man said. “You're 
like the princess in the fairy- 
tale; you’ve only to open your 
mouth ——” 

“And the pearls and diamonds 
pop out!” — Miss Goodenough, for 
her patient’s relief, completed his 
meaning. “So don’t try for toads 
and snakes!” she promptly went on 
to Gray. To which she added with 
still more point: “And now you 
must go.” 

“Not one little minute more?” 
His uncle still held him. 

“Not one, sir!” Miss Goodenough 
decided. 

“Tt isn’t to talk,” the old man 
explained. “I like just to look at 
him.” 

“So do I,” said Miss Good- 
enough; “but we can’t always do 
everything we like.” 

“No then, Graham — remember 
that. You’d like to have persuaded 
me that I don’t know what I mean. 


But you must understand you 
haven't.” 

His hand had loosened, and 
Gray got up, turning a face now 
flushed and a little disordered from 
one of them to the other. “I don’t 
pretend to understand anything!” 

It turned his uncle to their com- 
panion. “Isn’t he fine?” 

“Of course he’s fine,” said Miss 
Goodenough; “but you've quite 
worn him out.” 

“Have I quite worn you out?” 
Mr. Betterman calmly inquired. 

As if indeed finished, each 
thumb now in a pocket of his trou- 
sers, the young man dimly smiled. 
“T think you must have — quite.” 

“Well, let Miss Mumby look aft- 
er you. He'll find her there?” his 
uncle asked of her colleague. And 
then as the latter showed at this 
her first indecision, “Isn’t she 
somewhere round?” he demanded. 

Miss Goodenough had wavered, 
but as if it really mattered for the 
friend there present she responsi- 
bly concluded. “Well, no — just for 
a while.” And she appealed to 
Gray’s indulgence. “She’s had to 
go to Mr. Gaw.” 

“Why, is Mr. Gaw sick?” Mr. 
Betterman asked with detachment. 

“That’s what we shall know 
when she comes back. She'll come 
back all right,” she continued for 
Gray’s encouragement. 

He met it with proper interest. 
“I’m. sure I hope so!” 

“Well, don’t be too sure!” his 
uncle judiciously said. 

“Oh he has only borrowed her.” 
Miss Goodenough smoothed it 
down even as she smoothed Mr. 
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Betterman’s sheet, while with the 
same movement of her head she 
wafted Gray to the door. 

“Mr. Gaw,” her patient re- 
turned, “has borrowed from me 
before. Mr. Gaw, Graham —— !” 

“Yes sirP” said Gray with the 
door ajar and his hand on the 
knob. 

The fine old presence on the pil- 
low had faltered before expres- 
sion; then it appeared rather sigh- 
ingly and finally to give the ques- 
tion up. “Well, Mr. Gaw’s an 
abyss.” 

Gray found himself suddenly re- 
sponsive. “Isn’t he, the strange 
man?” 

“The strange man-—that’s it.” 
This summary description sufficed 
now to Mr. Betterman’s achieved 
indifference. “But you've seen 
him?” 

“Just for an instant.” 

“And that was enough?” 

“Well, I don’t know.” Gray him- 
self gave it up. “Youre all so 
fiercely interesting!” 

“TI think Rosanna’s lovely!” Miss 
Goodenough contributed, to all ap- 
pearance as an attenuation, while 
she tucked their companion in. 

“Oh Miss Gaw’s quite another 
matter,” our young man still 
paused long enough to reply. 

“Well, I don’t mean but what 
she’s interesting in her way too,” 
Miss Goodenough’s conscience 
prompted. A 

“Oh he knows all about her. 
That’s all right,” Mr. Betterman re- 
marked for his nurse’s benefit. 

“Why of course I know it,” this 
lady candidly answered. “Miss 


Mumby and I have had to feel 
that. I guess he’ll want to send her 
his love,” she continued across to 
Gray. 

“To Miss Mumby?” asked Gray, 
his general bewilderment having 
moments of aggravation. ; 

“Why no—she’s sure of his af- 
fection. To Miss Gaw. Don’t you 
want,” she inquired of her pa- 
tient, “to send your love to that 
poor anxious girl?” 

“Is she anxious?” Gray returned 
in advance of his uncle. 

Miss Goodenough hung fire but 
a moment. “Well, I guess I'd be in 
her place. But you'll see.” 

“Then,” said Gray to his host, 
“if Rosanna’s in trouble Ill go to 
her at once.” 

The old man, at this, once more 
delivered himself. “She won’t be 
in trouble — any more than I am. 
But tell her — tell her ——!” 

“Yes, sir’ —Gray had again to 
wait. 

But Miss Goodenough now 
would have no more of it. “Tell 
her that we’re about as fresh as we 
can live!” —the wave of her hand 
accompanying which Gray could 
take at last for his dismissal. 
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Ir was nevertheless not at once 
that he sought out the way to find 
his old friend; other questions than 
that of at once seeing her hummed 
for the next half-hour about his 
ears — an interval spent by him in 
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still further contemplative motion 
within his uncle’s grounds. He 
strolled and stopped again and 
stared before him without seeing; 
he came and went and sat down 
on benches and low rocky ledges 
only to get up and pace afresh; he 
lighted cigarettes but to smoke 
them a quarter out and then chuck 
them away to light others. He said 
to himself that he was enormously 
agitated, agitated as never in his 
life before, but that, strangely 
enough, he disliked that condition 
far less than the menace of it 
would have made him suppose. He 
didn’t, however, like it enough to 
say to himself “This is happiness!” 
—as could scarcely have failed if 
the kind of effect on his nerves had 
really consorted with the kind of 
advantage that he was to under- 
stand his interview with his uncle 
to have promised him; so far, that 
is, as he was yet to understand 
anything. His after-sense of the 
scene expanded rather than set- 
tled, became an impression of one 
of those great insistent bounties 
that are not of this troubled world; 
the anomaly expressing itself in 
such beauty and dignity, with all 
its elements conspiring together, 
as would have done honour to a 
great page of literary, of musical 
or pictorial art. The huge grace of 
the matter ought somehow to have 
left him simply captivated — so at 
least, all wondering, he hung 
about there to reflect; but excess 
of harmony might apparently work 
like excess of discord, might prac- 
tically be a negation of the idea 
of the quiet life. Ignoble quiet he 


had never asked for — this he could 
now with assurance remember; but 
something in the pitch of his un- 
cle’s guarantee of big things, what- 
ever they were, which should at 
the same time be pleasant things, 
seemed to make him an accomplice 
in some boundless presumption. In 
what light had he ever seen him- 
self that made it proper the pleas- 
ant should be so big for him or the 
big so pleasant? Suddenly, as he 
looked at his watch and saw how 
the time had passed—time al- 
ready, didn’t it seem, of his rather 
standing off and quaking? — it oc- 
curred to him that the last thing 
he had proposed to himself in the 
whole connection was to be either 
publicly or privately afraid; in the 
act of noting which he became 
aware again of Miss Mumby, who, 
having come out of the house ap- 
parently to approach him, was now 
at no great distance. She rose be- 
fore him the next minute as in 
fuller possession than ever of his 
fate, and yet with no accretion of 
reserve in her own pleasure at this. 

“What I want you to do is just 
to go over to Miss Gaw.” 

“It’s just what I should like, 
thank you — and perhaps you'll be 
so good as to show me the way.” 
He wasn’t quite succeeding in not 
being afraid — that a moment later 
came to him; since if this extraor- 
dinary woman was in touch with 
his destiny what did such words 
on his own part represent but the 
impulse to cling to her and, as who 
should say, keep on her right side? 
His uncle had spoken to him of 
Rosanna as protective — and what 
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better warrant for such a truth 
than that here was he thankful on 
the spot even for the countenance 
of a person speaking apparently in 
her name? All of which was queer 
enough, verily —since it came to 
the sense of his clutching for im- 
mediate light, through the now 
gathered dusk, at the surge of 
guiding petticoats, the charity of 
women more or less strange. Miss 
Mumby at once took charge of 
him, and he learnt more things still 
before they had proceeded far. 
One of these truths, though doubt- 
less the most superficial, was that 
Miss Gaw proposed he should dine 
with her just as he was — he him- 
self recognising that with her fa- 
ther suddenly and to all appear- 
ance gravely ill it was no time for 
vain forms. Wasn’t the rather odd 
thing, none the less, that the crisis 
should have suggested her desiring 
company? — being as it was so 
acute that the doctor, Doctor Hatch 
himself, would even now have ar- 
rived with a nurse, both of which 
pair of ears Miss Mumby required 
for her report of those symptoms 
in their new patient that had ap- 
pealed to her practised eye an hour 
before. Interesting enough withal 
was her explanation to Gray of 
what she had noted on Mr. Gaw’s 
part as a consequence of her join- 
ing them at that moment under 
Mr. Betterman’s roof; all the more 
that he himself had then wondered 
and surmised — struck as he was 
with the effect on the poor man’s 
nerves of their visitor’s announce- 
ment that her prime patient had 


brightened. Mr. Gaw but too tru- 
ly, our young man now learned, 
had taken that news ill—as, given 
the state of his heart, any strong 
shock might determine a bad ag- 
gravation. Such a _ shock Miss 
Mumby had, to her lively regret, 
administered, though she called 
Gray’s attention to the prompt and 
intelligent action of her remorse. 
Feeling at once responsible she 
had taken their extraordinary lit- 
tle subject in charge — with every 
care indeed not to alarm him; to 
the point that, on his absolute re- 
fusal to let her go home with him 
and his arresting a hack, on the 
public road, which happened to 
come into view empty, the two had 
entered the vehicle and she had 
not lost sight of him till, his ear- 
nest call upon his daughter at Mrs. 
Bradham’s achieved, he had been 
in effect restored to his own house. 
His daughter, who lived with her 
eyes on his liability to lapses, was 
now watching with him, and was 
well aware, Miss Mumby averred, 
of what the crisis might mean; as 
to whose own due presence of 
mind in the connection indeed how 
could there be better proof than 
this present lucidity of her appeal 
to Mr. Betterman’s guest on such 
a matter as her prompt thought 
for sparing him delay? 

“If she didn’t want you to wait 
to dress, it can only be, I guess, to 
make sure of seeing you before 
anything happens,” his guide was 
at no loss to remark; “and if she 
can mention dinner while the old 
gentleman is—well, as he is —it 
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shows she’s not too beside herself 
to feel that you'll at any rate want 
yours.” 

“Oh for mercy’s sake don’t talk 
of dinner!” Gray pulled up under 
the influence of these revelations 
quite impatiently to request. 
“That’s not what I’m most think- 
ing of, I beg you to believe, in the 
midst of such prodigies and por- 
tents.” They had crossed the small 
stretch of road which separated 
Mr. Betterman’s gate from that of 
the residence they were addressed 
to; and now, within the grounds of 
this latter, which loomed there, 
through vague boskages, with an 
effect of windows numerously and 
precipitately lighted, the forces of 
our young friend’s consciousness 


were all in vibration at once. “My. 


wondrous uncle, I don’t mind tell- 
ing you, since you're so kind to 
me, has given me more extraordi- 
nary things to think: of than I see 
myself prepared in any way to do 
justice to; and if I’m further to un- 
derstand you that we have be- 
tween us, you and I, destroyed this 
valuable life, I leave you to judge 
whether what we may have to face 
in consequence finds me eager.” 
“How do you know it’s such a 
valuable life?’ Miss Mumby sur- 
prisingly rejoined; sinking that 
question, however, in a livelier in- 
terest, before his surprise could ex- 
press itself. “If she has sent me for 
you it’s because she knows what 
she’s about, and because I also 
know what I am—so that, want- 
ing you myself so much to come, 
I guess I’d have gone over for you 


on my own responsibility. Why, 
Mr. Fielder, your place is right 
here by her at such a time as this, 
and if you don’t already realise it 
I'm very glad I’ve helped you.” 
Such was the consecration un- 
der which, but a few minutes lat- 
er, Gray found himself turning 
about in the lamp-lit saloon of the 
Gaws very much as he had a few 
hours before revolved at the other 
house. Miss Mumby had _intro- 
duced him into this apartment 
straight from the terrace to which, 
in the warm air, a long window or 
two stood open, and then had left 
him with the assurance that mat- 
ters upstairs would now be in 
shape for their friend to join him 
at once. It was perhaps because he 
had rather inevitably expected 
matters upstairs — and this in spite 
of his late companion’s warning 
word —to assault him in some ful- 
ness with Miss Gaw’s appearance 
at the door, that a certain failure 
of any such effect when she did 
appear had for him a force, even if 
it was hardly yet to be called a 
sense, beyond any air of her ad- 
vancing on the tide of pain. He 
fairly took in, face to face with 
her, that what she first, called for 
was no rattle of sound, however 
considerately pitched, about the 
question of her own fear; she had 
pulled no long face, she cared for 
no dismal deference: she but stood 


there, after she had closed the door 


with a backward push that took 
no account, in the hushed house, 
of some possible resonance, she 
but stood there smiling in her mild 
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extravagance of majesty, smiling 
and smiling as he had seen women 
do as a preface to bursting into 
tears. He was to remember after- 
wards how he had felt for an in- 
stant that whatever he said or did 
would deprive her of resistance to 
an inward pressure which was 
growing as by the sight of him, but 
that she would thus break down 
much more under the crowned 
than under the menaced moment 
—thanks to which appearance 
what could be stranger than his 
inviting her to clap her hands? 
Still again was he later to recall 
that these hands had been the mo- 
ment after held in his own while 
he knew himself smiling too and 
saying: “Well, well, well, what. 
wonders and what splendours!” 
and seeing that though there was 
even more of her in presence than 
he had reckoned there was some- 
how less of her in time; as if she 
‘had at once grown and grown and 
grown, grown in all sorts of ways 
save the most natural one of grow- 
ing visibly older. Such an oddity 
as that made her another person a 
good deal more than her show of 
not having left him behind by any 
break with their common youth 
could keep her the same. 

These perceptions took of course 
but seconds, with yet another on 
their heels, to the effect that she 
had already seen him, and seen 
him to some fine sense of pleasure, 
as himself enormously different — 
arriving at that clearness before 
they had done more than thus 
waver between the “fun,” all so 
natural, of their meeting as the 


frankest of friends and the quite 
other intelligence of their being 
parties to a crisis. It was to remain 
on record for him too, and however 
overscored, that their crisis, surg- 
ing up for three or four minutes 
by its essential force, suffered them 
to stand there, with irrelevant 
words and motions, very much as 
if it were all theirs alone and no- 
body’s else, nobody’s more impor- 
tant, on either side, than they were, 
and so take a brush from the wing 
of personal romance. He let her 
hands go, and then, if he wasn’t 
mistaken, held them afresh a mo- 
ment in repeated celebration, he 
exchanged with her the common- 
est remarks and the flattest and 
the easiest, so long as it wasn’t 
speaking but seeing, and seeing 
more and more, that mattered: 
they literally talked of his journey 
and his arrival and of whether he 
had had a good voyage and wasn’t 
tired; they said “You sit here, 
won't you?” and “Shan’t you be 
better there?” — they said “Oh I’m 
all right!” and “Fancy it’s happen- 
ing after all like this!” before there 
even faintly quavered the call of a 
deeper note. This was really be- 
cause the deep one, from minute 
to minute, was that acute hush of 
her so clearly finding him not a 
bit what she might have built up. 
He had grown and grown just as 
she had, certainly; only here he 
was for her clothed in the right 
interest of it, not bare of that grace 
as he fancied her guessing herself 
in his eyes, and with the convic- 
tion sharply thrust upon him, be- 
yond any humour he might have 
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cultivated, that he was going to be 
so right for her and so predeter- 
mined, whatever he did and how- 
ever he should react there under 
conditions incalculable, that this 
would perhaps more overload his 
consciousness than ease it. It could 
have been further taken for 
strange, had there been somebody 
so to note it, that even when their 
first vagueness dropped what she 
really at once made easiest for him 
was to tell her that the wonderful 
thing had come to pass, the thing 
she had whisked him over for — 
he put it to her that way; that it 
had taken place in conditions too 
exquisite to be believed, and that 
under the bewilderment produced 
by these she must regard him as 
still staggering. 

“Then it’s done, then it’s done — 
as I knew it would be if he could 
but see you.” Flushed, but with 
her large fan held up so that scarce 
more than her eyes, their lids 
drawn together in the same near- 
sighted way he remembered, pre- 
sented themselves over it, she 
fairly hunched her high shoulders 
higher for emphasis of her suc- 
cess. The more it might have em- 
barrassed her to consider him with- 
out reserve the more she had this 
relief, as he took it, of her natural, 
her helpful blinking; so that what 
it came to really for her general 
advantage was that the fine clos- 
ing of the eyes, the fine thing in 
her big face, but expressed effec- 
tive scrutiny. Below her in stature 
—as various other men, for that 
matter, couldn’t but be — he hard- 
ly came higher than her ear; and 


he for the shade of an instant 
struck himself as a small boy, lit- 
erally not of man’s estate, report- 
ing, under some research, just to 
the amplest of mothers. He had 
reported to Mr. Betterman, so far 
as intent candour in him hadn’t 
found itself distraught, and for the 
half hour had somehow affronted 
the immeasurable; but that didn’t 
at all prevent his now quick sense 
of his never in his life having been 
so watched and waited upon by 
the uncharted infinite, or so sub- 
ject to its operation — since infini- 
ties, at the rate he was sinking in,’ 
could apparently operate, and do 
it too without growing smaller for 
the purpose. He cast about, not at 
all upright on the small pink satin 
sofa to which he had unconscious- 
ly dropped; it was for him clearly 
to grow bigger, as everything about 
expressively smiled, smiled abso- 
lutely through the shadow cast by 
doctors and nurses again, in sug- 
gestion of; which, naturally, was 
what one would always want to 
do—but which any failure of, he 
after certain moments perfectly 
felt, wouldn’t convert to the least 
difference for this friend. How 
could that have been more estab- 
lished than by her neglect of his 
having presently said, out of his 
particular need, that he would do 
anything in reason that was asked 
of him, but that he fairly ached 
with the desire to understand — ? 
She blinked upon his ache to her 
own sufficiency, no doubt; but no 
further balm dropped upon it for 
the moment than by her appearing 
to brood with still deeper assur- 
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ance, in her place and her posture, 
on the beauty of the accomplished 
fact, the fact of her performed pur- 
pose and her freedom now but to 
take care —yes, herself take care 
—for what would come of it. She 
might understand that he didn’t — 
all the way as yet; but nothing 
could be more in the line of the 
mild and mighty mother than her 
treating that as a trifle. It attenu- 
ated a little perhaps, it just let 
light into the dark warmth of her 
spreading possession of what she 
had done, that when he had said, 
‘as a thing already ten times on his 
lips and now quite having to come 
out, “I feel some big mistake about 
me somehow at work, and want 
to stop it in time!” she met this 
with the almost rude decision of 
“There’s nothing you can stop now, 
Graham, for your fate, or our sit- 
uation, has the gained momentum 
of a rush that began ever so far 
away and that has been growing 
and growing. It would be too late 
even if we wanted to—and you 
can judge for yourself how little 
that’s my wish. So here we are, 
you see, to make the best of it.” 

“When you talk of my ‘fate, 
he allowed himself almost the 
amusement of answering, “you 
freeze the current of my blood; 
but when you say ‘our situation,’ 
and that we’re in it together, that’s 
a little better, and I assure you 
that I shall not for a moment stay 
in anything, whatever it may be, 
in which you're not close beside 
me. So there you are at any rate — 
and I matter at least as much as 
this, whatever the mistake: that I 
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have hold of you as tight as ever 
you've been held in your life, and 
that, whatever and whatever the 
mistake, you've got to see me 
through.” 

“Well, I took my responsibility 
years ago, and things came of it” 
— so she made reply; “and the oth- 
er day I took this other, and now 
this has come of it, and that was 
what I wanted, and wasn’t afraid 
of, and am not afraid of now— 
like the fears that came to me after 
the Dresden time.” No more di- 
rect than that was her answer to 
his protest, and what she subjoined 
still took as little account of it. “I 
rather lost them, those old fears — 
little by little; but one of the things 
I most wanted the other day was 
to see whether before you here 
they wouldn’t wholly die down. 
They’re over, they’re over,” she re- 
peated; “I knew three minutes of 
you would do it—and not a ghost 
of them remains.” 

“I can’t be anything but glad 
that you shouldn’t have fears — 
and it’s horrid to me to learn, I as- 
sure you,” he said, “that I’ve ever 
been the occasion of any. But the 
extent to which,” he then frankly 
laughed, “‘three minutes’ of me 
seems to be enough for peo- 
ple —_!” 

He left it there, just throwing 
up his arms, passive again as he 
had accepted his having to be in 
the other place; but conscious more 
and more of the anomaly of her 
showing so markedly at such an 
hour a preoccupation, and of the 
very intensest, that should not 
have her father for its subject. 
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Nothing could have more repre- 
sented this than her abruptly say- 
ing to him, without recognition of 
his point just made, so far as, it 
might have been a point: “If your 
impression of your uncle, and of 
his looking so fine and being so 
able to talk to you, makes you 
think he has any power really to 
pick up or to last, I want you to 
know that you're wholly mistaken. 
It has kept him up,” she went on, 
“and the effect may continue a 
day or two more — it will, in fact, 
till certain things are done. But 
then the flicker will have dropped 
— for he won’t want it not to. He'll 
feel all right. The extraordinary in- 
spiration, the borrowed force, will 
have spent itself — it will die down 
and go out, but with no pain. There 
has been at no time much of that,” 
she said, “and now I’m positively 
assured there’s none. It can’t come 
back — nothing can but the weak- 
ness. It’s too lovely,” she remark- 
ably added — “so there indeed and 
indeed we are.” 


To take in these words was to’ 


be, after a fashion he couldn’t have 
expressed, on a basis of reality 
with her the very rarest and queer- 
est; so that, bristling as it did 
with penetrative points, her speech 
left him scarce knowing for the in- 
stant which penetrated furthest. 
' That she made no more of any- 
thing he himself said than if she 
had just sniffed it as a pale pink 
rose and then tossed it into the 
heap of his other sweet futilities, 
such another heap as had seemed 
to grow up for him in his uncle’s 
room, this might have pressed 


sharpest hadn’t something else, 
not wholly overscored by what fol- 
lowed, perhaps pricked his con- 
sciousness most. “ ‘It,’ you say, has 
kept him up? May I ask you what 
‘it’ then may so wonderfully have 
been?” 

She had no more objection to 
say than she apparently had diffi- 
culty. “Why, his having let me get 
at him. That was to make the 
whole difference.” 

It was somehow as much in the 
note of their reality as anything 
could well be; which was perhaps 
why he could but respond with 
“Oh I see!” and remain lolling a 
little with a sense of flatness—a 
flatness moreover exclusively his — 
own. 

So without flatness of her own 
he didn’t even mind his; something 
in her brushed quite above it while 
she observed next, as if it were 
the most important thing that now 
occurred to her: “That of course 
was my poor father’s mistake.” 
And then as Gray but stared: “I 
mean the idea that he can pick up.” 

“It’s your father’s mistake that 
he can — ?” 

She met it as if really a shade 
bewildered at his own misconcep- 
tion; she was literally so far off 
from any vision of her parent in 
himself, a philosopher might have 
said, that it took her an instant to 
do the question justice. “Oh no — 
I mean that your uncle can. It was 
your own report of that to him, 
with Miss Mumby backing you, 
that put things in the bad light to 
him.” 

“So bad a light that Mr. Gaw is 
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in danger by it?” This was catch- 
ing on of a truth to realities — and 
most of all to the one he had most 
to face. “I’ve been then at the bot- 
tom of that?” 

He was to wonder afterwards if 
she had very actually gone so far 
as to let slip a dim smile for the 
intensity of his candour on this 
point, or whether her so striking 
freedom from intensity in the gen- 
eral connection had but suggested 
to him one of the images that were 
most in opposition. Her answer at 
any rate couldn’t have had more 
of the eminence of her plainness. 
“That you yourself, after your un- 
certainties, should have found Mr. 
Betterman surprising was perfect- 
ly natural — and how indeed could 
you have dreamed that father so 
wanted him to die?” And then as 
Gray, affected by the extreme sa- 
lience of this link in the chain of 
her logic, threw up his head a lit- 
tle for the catching of his breath, 
her supreme lucidity, and which 
was lucidity all in his interest, fur- 
ther shone out. “Father is indeed 
ill. He has had these bad times be- 
fore, but nothing quite of the pres- 
ent gravity. He has been in a criti- 
cal state for months, but one thing 
has kept him alive —the wish to 
see your uncle so far on his way 
that there could be no doubt. It 
was the appearance of doubt so 
suddenly this afternoon that gave 
him the shock.” She continued to 
explain the case without prejudice. 
“To take it there from you for pos- 
sible that Mr. Betterman might re- 
vive and that he should have in 
his own so unsteady condition to 


wait was simply what father 
couldn’t stand.” 

“So that I just dealt the 
blow —— ?” 


But it was as if she cared too 
little even to try to make that right. 
“He doesn’t want, you see, to live 
after.” 

“After having found he is mis- 
taken?” 

She had a faint impatience. “He 
isn’t of course really — since what 
I told you of your uncle is true. 
And he knows that now, having 
my word for it.” 

Gray couldn’t be clear enough 
about her clearness. “Your word 
for it that my uncle has revived 
but for the moment?” 

“Absolutely. Wasn’t my giving 
him that,’ Rosanna asked, “a 
charming filial touch?” 

This was tremendously much 
again to take in, but Gray’s capac- 
ity grew. “Promising him, you 
mean, for his benefit, that my un- 
cle shan’t last?” 

The size of it on his lips might 
‘fairly, during the imstant she 
looked at him, have been giving 
her pleasure. “Yes, making it a 
bribe to father’s patience.” 

“Then why doesn’t the bribe 
actP” 

“Because it comes too late. It 
was amazing,” she pursued, “that, 
feeling as he did, he could take 
that drive to the Bradhams’ — and 
Miss Mumby was right in perfect- 
ly understanding that. The harm 
was already done — and there it 
is. 

_ She had truly for the whole ref- 
erence the most astounding tones. 
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“You literally mean then,” said 
Gray, “that while you sit here with 
me he’s dying — dying of my want 
of sense?” o 

“You’ve no want of sense” — she 
spoke as if this were the point re- 
ally involved. “You’ve a sense the 
most exquisite—and surely you 
had best take in soon rather than 
late,” she went on, “how you'll 
never be free not to have on ev- 
ery occasion of life to reckon with 
it and pay for it.” 

“Oh I say!” was all the wit with 
which he could at once meet this 
charge; but she had risen as she 
spoke and, with a remark about 
there being another matter, had 
moved off to a piece of furniture 
at a distance where she appeared 
to take something from a drawer 
unlocked with a sharp snap for the 
purpose. When she returned to 
him she had this object in her 
hand, and Gray recognised in it an 
oblong envelope, addressed, large- 
ly sealed in black, and seeming to 
contain a voluminous letter. She 
kept it while he noted that the seal 
was intact, and she then reverted 
not to the discomfiture she had last 
produced in him but to his rueful 
reference of a minute before that. 

“He’s not dying of anything you 
said or did, or of anyone’s act or 
words. He’s just dying of twenty 
millions.” 

“Twenty millions?” There was 
a kind of enormity in her very ab- 
sence of pomp, and Gray felt as if 
he had dropped of a sudden, from 
his height of simplicity, far down 
into a familiar relation to quanti- 
ties inconceivable — out of which 


depths he fairly blew and splashed 
to emerge, the familiar relation, of 
all things in the world, being so 
strange a one. “That's what you 
mean here when you talk of mon- 
ey?” 

“That’s what we mean,” said 
Rosanna, “when we talk of any- 
thing at all—for of what else but 
money do we ever talk? He’s dy- 
ing, at any rate,” she explained, 
“of his having wished to have to 
do with it on that sort of scale. 
Having to do with it consists, you 
know, of the things you do for it — 
which are mostly very awful; and 
there are all kinds of consequences 
that they eventually have. You pay 
by these consequences for what 
you have done, and my father has 
been for a long time paying.” Then 
she added as if of a sudden to sum- 
marise and dismiss the whole ugly 
truth: “The effect has been to dry 
up his life.” Her eyes, with this, 
reached away for the first time as 
in search of something not at all 
before her, and it was on the per- 
functory note that she had the next 
instant concluded. “There’s noth- 
ing at last left for him to pay with.” 

For Gray at least, whatever ini- 
tiations he had missed, she couldn’t 
keep down the interest. “Mr. Gaw 
then will leave twenty mil- 
lions —— ?” 

“He has already left them —in 
the sense of having made his will, 
as your uncle, equally to my 
knowledge, has already made his.” 
Something visibly had occurred to 
her, and in connection, it might 
seem, with the packet she had tak- 
en from her drawer. She looked 
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about—there being within the 
scene, which was somehow at once 
blank and replete, sundry small 
scattered objects of an expensive 
negligibility; not one of which, till 
now, he could guess, had struck 
her as a thing of human appli- 
cation. Human application had 
sprung up, the idea of selection at 
once following, and she unmistake- 
ably but wondered what would be 
best for her use while she com- 
pleted the statement on which she 
had so strikingly embarked. “He 
has left me his whole fortune.” 
Then holding up an article of 
which she had immediately after- 
wards, with decision, proceeded to 
possess herself, “Is that a thing 
you could at all bear?” she irrele- 
vantly asked. She had caught sight, 
in her embarrassed way, of some- 
thing apparently adapted to her 
unexplained end, and had left him 
afresh to assure herself of its iden- 
tity, taking up from a table at first, 
however, a box in Japanese lacquer 
only to lay it down unsatisfied. She 
had circled thus at a distance for 
a time, allowing him now his free 
contemplation; she had tried in 
succession, holding them close to 
her eyes, several embossed or em- 
broidered superfluities, a blotting- 
book covered with knobs of mala- 
chite, a silver box, flat, largely cir- 
cular and finely fretted, a gold ci- 
gar case of absurd dimensions, of 
which she played for a moment 
the hinged lid. Such was the object 
on which she puzzlingly challenged 
him. 

“TI could bear it perhaps better 
‘f I ever used cigars.” 


“You don’t smoke?” she almost 
wailed. 

“Never cigars. Sometimes pipes 
— but mostly, thank goodness, cig- 
arettes.” 

“Thank the powers then in- 
deed!” — and, the golden case re- 
stored to the table, where she had 
also a moment before laid her pre- 
pared missive, she went straight to 
a corner of the mantel-shelf, hesi- 
tations dropping from her, and, 
opening there a plainer receptacle 
than any she had yet touched, 
turned the next instant with a brace 
of cigarettes picked out and an ac- 
cent she had not yet used. “You 
are a blessing, Gray—I’m no- 
where without one!” There were 
matches at hand, and she had 
struck a light and applied it, at 
his lips, to the cigarette passively 
received by him, afterwards touch- 
ing her own with it, almost before 
he could wonder again at the odd- 
ity of their transition. Their light 
smoke curled while she went back 
to her table; it quickened for him 
with each puff the marvel of a do- 
mestic altar graced at such a mo- 
ment by the play of that particu- 
lar flame. Almost, to his fine vi- 
sion, it made Rosanna different — 
for wasn’t there at once a gained 
ease in the tone with which, her 
sealed letter still left lying on the 
table, she returned to that conven- 
ience for the pocket of the rich 
person of which she had clicked 
and re-clicked the cover? What 
strange things, Gray thought, rich 
persons had!—and what strange 
things they did, he might mentally 
even have added, when she devel- 
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oped in a way that mystified him 
but the more: “I don’t mean for 
your cigars, since you don’t use 
them; but I want you to have from 
my hand something in which to 
keep, with all due consideration, a 
form of tribute that has been these 
last forty-eight hours awaiting you 
here, and which, it occurs to me, 
would just slide into this prepos- 
terous piece of furniture and nestle 
there till you may seem to feel you 
want it.” She proceeded to recover 
the packet and slide it into the 
cease, the shape of which, on a 
larger scale, just corresponded with 
its own, and then, once more mak- 
ing the lid catch, shook container 
and contents as sharply as she 
might have shaken a bottle of 
medicine. “So — there it is; I some- 
how don’t want just to thrust at 
you the letter itself.” 

“But may I be told what the let- 
ter itself is?” asked Gray, who had 
followed these movements with 
interest. 

“Why of course — didn’t I men- 
tion? Here are safely stowed,” she 
said, her gesture causing the 
smooth protective surfaces to twin- 
kle more brightly before him, “the 
very last lines (and many there 
appear to be of them!) that, if I 
am not mistaken, my father’s hand 
will have traced. He wrote them, 
in your interest, as he considers, 
when he heard of your arrival in 
New York, and, having sealed and 
directed them, gave them to me 
yesterday to take care of and de- 
liver to you. I put them away for 
the purpose, and an hour ago, 
during our drive back from Mrs. 


Bradham’s, he reminded me of my 
charge. Before asking Miss Mum- 
by to tell you I should like to see 
you I transferred the letter from 
its place of safety in my room to 
the cabinet from which, for your 
benefit, I a moment ago took it. I 
carefully comply, as you see, with 
my father’s request. I know noth- 
ing whatever of what he has writ- 
ten you, and only want you to have 
his words. But I want also,” she 
pursued, “to make just this little 
affair of them. I want” — and she 
bent her eyes on the queer costli- 
ness, rubbing it with her pocket- 
handkerchief —“to do what the 
Lord Mayor of London does, 
doesn’t he? when he offers the 
Freedom of the City; present them 
in a precious casket in which 
they may always abide. I want 
in short,” she wound up, “to put 
them, for your use, beautifully 
away.” 

Gray went from wonder to won- 
der. “It isn’t then a thing you 
judge I should open at once?” 

“I don’t care whether you never 
open it in your life. But you don’t, 
I can see, like that vulgar thing!” 
With which having opened her 
receptacle and drawn forth from 
it the subject of her attention she 
tossed back to its place on the 
spread of brocade the former of 
these trifles. The big black seal, 
under this discrimination, seemed 
to fix our young man with a som- 
bre eye. 

“Is there any objection to my 
just looking at the letter now?” 
And then when he had taken it 
and yet was on the instant and as 
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by the mere feel and the nearer 
sight, rather less than more con- 
scious of a free connection with it, 
“Ts it going to be bad for me?” he 
said. 

“Find out for yourself!” 

“Break the seal?” 

“Isn’t it meant to break?” she 
asked with a shade of impatience. 

He noted the impatience, sound- 
ing her nervousness, but saw at the 
same time that her interest in the 
communication, whatever it might 
be, was of the scantest, and that 
she suffered from having to defer to 
his own. “If I needn’t answer to- 
night —— !” 

“You needn’t answer ever.” 

“Oh well then it can wait. But 
youre right —it mustn’t just wait 
in my pocket.” 

This pleased her. “As I say, it 
must have a place of its own.” 

He considered of that. “You 
mean that when I have read it I 
may still want to treasure it?” 

She had in hand again the great 
fan that hung by a long fine chain 
from her girdle, and, flaring it 
open, she rapidly closed it again, 
the motion seeming to relieve her. 
“IT mean that my father has writ- 
ten you at this end of his days — 
and that that’s all I know about it.” 

“You asked him no_ ques- 
tion —— P” 

“As to why he should write? I 
wouldn't,” said Rosanna, “have 
asked him for the world. It’s many 
a day since we’ve done that, either 
he or I—at least when a question 
could have a sense.” 

“Thank you then,” Gray smiled, 
“for answering mine.” He looked 


about him for whatever might still 
help them, and of a sudden had a 
light. “Why the ivory tower!” And 
while her eyes followed: “That 
beautiful old thing on the top of 
the secretary — happy thought if it 
is old!” He had seen at a glance 
that this object was what they 
wanted, and, a nearer view confirm- 
ing the thought, had reached for 
it and taken it down. “There it 
was waiting for you. Isn’t it an 
ivory tower, and doesn’t living 
in an ivory tower just mean the 
most distinguished retirement? I 
don’t want yet awhile to settle in 
one myself—though Ive always 
thought it a thing I should like to 
come to; but till I do make ac- 
quaintance with what you have 
for me a retreat for the mystery 
is pleasant to think of.” Such was 
the fancy he developed while he 
delicately placed his happy find 
on the closed and polished lid of 
the grand piano, where the rare 
surface reflected the pale rich ivory 
and his companion could have it 
well before her. The subject of 
this attention might indeed pass, 
by a fond conceit, on its very re- 
duced scale, for a builded white- 
walled thing, very tall in propor- 
tion to the rest of its size and rear- 
ing its head from its rounded 
height as if a miniature flag might 
have flown there. It was a remark- 
able product of some eastern, 
probably some Indian, patience, 
and of some period as well when 
patience in such causes was at the 
greatest — thanks to which Gray, 
loving ancient artistry and having 
all his life seen much of it, had 
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recognised at a glance the one 
piece in the room that presented 
an interest. It consisted really of a 
cabinet, of easily moveable ‘ize, 
seated in a circular socket of its 
own material and equipped with a 
bowed door, which dividing in the 
middle, after a minute gold key 
had been turned, showed a super- 
position of small drawers that went 
upwards diminishing in depth, so 
that the topmost was of least ca- 
pacity. The high curiosity of the 
thing was in the fine work required 
for making and keeping it per- 
fectly circular; an effect arrived at 
by the fitting together, apparently 
by tiny golden rivets, of numerous 
small curved plates of the rare 
substance, each of these, includ- 
ing those of the two wings of the 
exquisitely convex door, contrib- 
uting to the artful, the total ro- 
tundity. The series of encased 
drawers worked to and fro of 
course with straight sides, but also 
with small bowed fronts, these 
made up of the same adjusted 
plates. The whole, its infinite neat- 
ness exhibited, proved a wonder 
of wasted ingenuity, and Rosanna, 
pronouncing herself stupid not to 
have anticipated him, rendered all 
justice, under her friend’s admir- 
ing emphasis, to this choicest of 
her resources. Of how they had 
come by it, either she or her spar- 
ing parent, she couldn’t at once 
bethink herself: on their taking the 
Newport house for the few weeks 
her direction had been general 
that an assortment of odds and 
ends from New York should dis- 
perse itself, for mitigation of bleak- 


ness, in as many of the rooms as 
possible; and with quite different 
matters to occupy her since she 
had taken the desired effect for 
granted. Her father’s condition had 
precluded temporary inmates, and 
with Gray’s arrival also in mind 
she had been scarce aware of mi- 
nor importances. “Of course you 
know —I knew you would!” were 
the words in which she assented 
to his preference for the ivory 
tower and which settled for him, 
while he made it beautifully slide, 
the fact that the shallowest of the 
drawers would exactly serve for 
his putting his document to sleep. 
So then he slipped it in, rejoicing 
in the tight fit of the drawer, care- 
fully making the two divisions of 
the protective door meet, turning 
the little gold key in its lock and 
finally, with his friend’s permis- 
sion, attaching the key to a small 
silver ring carried in his pocket 
and serving for a cluster of oth- 
ers. With this question at rest it 
seemed at once, and as with an 
effect out of proportion to the 
cause, that a great space before 
them had been cleared: they 
looked at each other over it as if 
they had become more intimate, 
and as if now, in the free air, the 
enormities already named loomed 
up again. All of which was ex- 
pressed in Gray’s next words. 
“May I ask you, in reference to 
something you just now said, 
whether my uncle took action for 
leaving me money before our meet- 
ing could be in question? Because 
if he did, you know, I understand 
less than ever. That he should 
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want to see me if he was thinking 
of me, that of course I can con- 
ceive; but that he shouldn’t wait 
till he had seen me is what I find 
extraordinary.” 

If she gave him the impression 
of keeping her answer back a lit- 
tle, it wasn’t, he was next to see, 
that she was not fully sure of it. 
“He had seen you.” 

“You mean as a small boy?” 

“No—at this distance of time 
that didn’t count.” She had an- 
other wait, but also another as- 
surance. “He had seen you in the 
great fact about you.” 

“And what in the world do you 
call that?” 

“Why, that you are more out of 
it all, out of the air he has breathed 
all his life and that in these last 
years has more and more sickened 
him, than anyone else in the least 
belonging to him, that he could 
possibly put his hand on.” 

He stood before her with his 
hands in his pockets—he could 
study her now quite as she had 
studied himself. “The extent, Ros- 
anna, to which you must have an- 
swered for me!” 

She met his scrutiny from be- 
tween more narrowed lids. “I did 
put it all to him—TI spoke for you 
as earnestly as one can ever speak 
for another. But you're not to 
gather from it,” she thus a trifle 
awkwardly smiled, “that I have let 
you in for twenty millions, or for 
anything approaching. He will 
have left you, by my conviction, 
all he has; but he has nothing at 
all like that. That’s all I’m sure of 
—of no details whatever. Even my 


father doesn’t know,” she added; 
“in spite of its having been for a 
long time the thing he has most 
wanted to, most sat here, these 
weeks, on some chance of his 
learning. The truth, I mean, of 
Mr. Betterman’s affairs.” 

Gray felt a degree of relief at 
the restrictive note on his expecta- 
tions which might fairly have been 
taken, by its signs, for a betrayed 
joy in their extent. The air had re- 
ally, under Rosanna’s touch, dark- 
ened itself with numbers; but what 
she had just admitted was a rift of 
light. In this light, which was at 
the same time that of her allusion 
to Mr. Gaw’s unappeased appetite, 
his vision of that gentleman at the 
other house came back to him, and 
he said in a moment: “I see, I see. 
He tried to get some notion out 
of me.” 

“Poor father!” she answered to 
this— but without time for more 
questions, as at the moment she 
spoke the door of the room opened 
and Doctor Hatch appeared. He 
paused, softly portentous, where 
he stood, and so he met Rosanna’s 
eyes. He held them a few seconds, 
and the effect was to press in her, 
to all appearance, the same spring 
our young man had just touched. 
“Poor, poor, poor father!” she re- 
peated, but as if brought back to 
him from far away. She took in 
what had happened, but not at 
once nor without an effort what it 
called on her for; so that “Won’t 
you come up?” her informant had 
next to ask. 

To this, while Gray watched her, 
she rallied —“If you'll stay here.” 
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With which, looking at neither of 
them again, as the Doctor kept the 
door open, she passed out, he then 
closing it on her and transferring 
his eyes to Gray — who hadn’f to 
put a question, so sharply did the 
raised and dropped hands signify 
that all was over. The fact, in spite 
of everything, startled our young 
man, who had with his companion 
a moment’s mute exchange. 

“He has died while I’ve kept 
her here?” 

Doctor Hatch just demurred. 
“You kept her through her having 
sent for you to talk to you.” 

“Yes, I know. But it’s very ex- 
traordinary!” 

“You seem to make people ex- 
traordinary. You’ve made your un- 
cle, you know ——!” 

“Yes indeed—but haven't I 
made him better?” Gray asked. 

The Doctor again for a moment 
hesitated. “Yes — in the sense that 
he must be now at last really rest- 
ing. But I go back to him.” 

“TIl go with you of course,” said 
Gray, looking about for his hat. As 
he found it he oddly remembered. 
“Why she asked me to dinner!” 


It all but amused the Doctor. 
“You inspire remarkable efforts.” 

“Well, I’m incapable of making 
them.” It seemed now queer 
enough. “I can’t stay to dinner.” 

“Then we'll go.” With which 
however, Doctor Hatch was not 
too preoccupied to have had his 
attention, within the minute, oth-. 
erwise taken. “What a splendid 
piece!” he exclaimed in presence 
of the ivory tower. 

“It is splendid,” said Gray, feel- 
ing its beauty again the brightest 
note in the strangeness; but with 
a pang of responsibility to it tak- 
ing him too. “Miss Gaw has made 
me a present of it.” 

“Already? You do work them!” 
—and the good physician fairly 
grazed again the act of mirth. “So 
youll take it away?” 

Gray paused a moment before 
his acquisition, which seemed to 
have begun to guard, within the 
very minute, a secret of greater 
weight. Then “No, I'll come back 
to it,” he said as they departed by 
the long window that opened to 
the grounds and through which 
Miss Mumby had brought him in. 
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“Wuy I haven’t so much as seen 
him yet,” Cissy perforce confessed 
to her friend, Mrs. Bradham’s 
friend, everybody’s friend, even, 
already and so coincidentally, Gra- 
ham Fielder’s; this recipient of her 
avowal having motored that day 
from Boston, after detention there 
under a necessity of business and 
the stress of intolerable heat, but 
having reached Newport in time 
for tea, a bath, a quick “change” 
and a still quicker impression of 
blest refreshment from the fine air 
and from various other matters. 
He had come forth again, during 
the time left him between these 
performed rites and the more for- 
mal dressing-hour, in undisguised 
quest of our young lady, who had 
so disposed certain signs of her 
‘whereabouts that he was to waste 
but few steps in selection of a 
short path over the longest stretch 
of lawn and the mass of seaward 
rocks forming its limit. Arriving to 
spend with the Bradhams as many 
or as few days as the conditions to 
be recognised on the spot might 
enjoin, this hero, Horton Vint, had 
alighted at one of those hours of 
brilliant bustle which could show 


him as all in his element if he chose. 


to appear so, or could otherwise 
appeal at once to his perfect apti- 


tude for the artful escape and the 
undetected counterplot. But the 
pitch had by that moment dropped 
and the company dispersed, so far 
as the quarter before him was con- 
cerned: the tennis-ground was a 
velvet void, the afternoon breeze 
conveyed soft nothings—all of 
which made his occasion more spa- 
cious for Horton. Cissy, from be- 
low, her charmingly cool cove, had 
watchfully signalled up, and they 
met afresh, on the firm clear sand 
where the drowsy waves scarce 
even lapsed, with forms of inti- 
macy that the sequestered spot 
happily favoured. The sense of 
waiting understood and crowned 
gave grace to her opened arms 
when the young man, as he was 
still called, erect, slim, active, 
brightly refreshed and, like her- 
self, given the temperature, incon- 
siderably attired, first showed him- 
self against the sky; it had cost 
him but a few more strides and 
steps, an easy descent, to spring to 
her welcome with the strongest an- 
swering emphasis. They met as on 
ground already so prepared that 
not an uncertainty, on either side, 
could make reunion less brave or 
confidence less fine; they had to 
effect no clearance, to stand off 
from no risk; and, observing them 
thus in their freedom, you might 
well have asked yourself by what 
infallible tact they had mastered 
for intercourse such perfect reci- 
procities of address. You would 
certainly have concluded to their 
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entire confidence in these. “With 
a dozen people in the house it is 
luck,” Horton had at once appre- 
ciatively said; but when their fel- 
low-visitors had been handled be- 
tween them for a minute or so 
only to collapse again like aproned 
puppets on removal. of pressure 
from the squeak, he had jumped 
to the question of Gray Fielder 
and to frank interest in Cissy’s 
news of him. This news, the death 
of Mr. Betterman that morning, 
quite sufficiently explained her in- 
ability to produce the more direct 
impression; that worthy’s nephew 
and heir, in close and more and 
more quickened attendance on him 
during the previous days, had been 
seen as yet, to the best of her be- 
lief, by no one at all but dear 
Davey —not counting of course 
Rosanna Gaw, of the fact of whose 
own bereavement as well Horton 
was naturally in possession, and 
who had made it possible, she un- 
derstood, for their friend to call on 
Graham. 

“Oh Davey has called on Gra- 
ham?” Horton was concerned to 
ask while they sat together on a 
rude worn slab. “What then, if he 
has told you, was his particular 
idea?” 

“Won't his particular idea,” Cis- 
sy returned, “be exactly the one he 
won't have told me? What he did 
speak to me of yesterday morning, 
and what I told him I thought 
would be beautiful of him, was his 
learning by inquiry, in case your 
friend could see him, whether there 
was any sort of thing he could do 
for him in his possible want of a 


man to put a hand on. Because 
poor Rosanna, for all one thinks of 
her,” said the girl, “isn’t exactly a 
man.” 

Horton’s attention was deeply 
engaged; his hands, a little behind 
him, rested, as props to his slight 
backward inclination, on the con- 
venient stone; his legs, extended 
before him, enabled him to dig in 
his heels a little, while his eyes, 
attached to the stretch of sea com- 
manded by their rocky retreat, be- 
trayed a fixed and quickened vi- 
sion. Rich in fine lines and propor- 
tions was his handsome face — with 
scarce less, moreover, to be said of 
his lean, light and long-drawn, 
though so much more pointed and 
rounded figure. His features, after 
a manner of their own, announced 
an energy and composed an array 
that his expression seemed to dis- 
avow, or at least to be indifferent 
to, and had the practical effect of 
toning down; as if he had been 
conscious that his nose, of the brav- 
est, strongest curve and _ intrinsi- 
cally a great success, was too bold 
and big for its social connections, 
that his mouth protested or at least 
asserted more than he cared to 
back it up to, that his chin and 
jaw were of too tactless an impor- 
tance, and his fine eyes, above all, 
which suggested choice samples of 
the more or less precious stone 
called aquamarine, too disposed to 
darken with the force of a straight 
look—so that the right way to 
treat such an excess of resource 
had become for him quite the in- 
congruous way, the cultivation of 
every sign and gage that liberties 
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might be taken with him. He 
seemed to keep saying that he was 
not, temperamentally and socially, 
in his own exaggerated style, and 
that a bony structure, for instance, 
as different as possible from the 
one he unfortunately had to flaunt, 
would have been no less in har- 
mony with his real nature than he 
sought occasion to show it was in 
harmony with his conduct. His 
hard mouth sported, to its visible 
relief and the admiration of most 
beholders, a beautiful mitigating 
moustache; his eyes wandered and 
adventured as for fear of their very 
own stare; his smile and his laugh 
went all lengths, you would almost 
have guessed, in order that noth- 
ing less pleasant should occupy the 
ground; his chin advanced upon 
you with a grace fairly tantamount 
to the plea, absurd as that might 
have seemed, that it was in the act 
of receding. Thus you gained the 
impression — or could do so if your 
fancy quickened to him — that he 
would perhaps rather have been as 
unwrought and unfinished as so 
many monstrous men, on the gen- 
eral peopled scene of those climes, 
appeared more and more to show 
themselves, than appointed to bris- 
tle with a group of accents that, for 
want of a sense behind them, could 
attach themselves but to a group of 
blanks. The sense behind the out- 
ward man in Horton Vint bore no 
relation, it incessantly signified, to 
his being importantly goodlooking; 
it was in itself as easily and freely 
human a sense, making as much 
for personal reassurance, as the ap- 
peal of opportunity in an enjoying 


world could ever have drawn forth 
and with the happy appearance of 
it confirmed by the whimsical, the 
quite ironic, turn given by the so- 
ciety in which he moved to the use 
of his name. It could never have 
been so pronounced and written 
Haughty if in spite of superficial 
accidents his charming clever hu- 
mility and sociability hadn’t thor- 
oughly established themselves. He 
lived in the air of jokes, and yet an 
air in which bad ones fell flat; and 
there couldn’t have been a worse 
one than to treat his designation as 
true. 

It might have been, at the same 
time, scarce in the least as a joke 
that he presently said, in return 
for the remark on Cissy’s part 
last reported: “Rosanna is surely 
enough of a man to be much more 
of one than Davey. However,” he 
went on, “we agree, don’t we? 
about the million of men it would 
have taken to handle Gussy. A 
Davey the more or the less, or with 
a shade more or less of the differ- 
ent sufficiency, would have made 
no difference in that question” — 
which had indeed no interest for 
them anyhow, he conveyed, com- 
pared with the fun apparently pro- 
posed by this advent of old Gray. 
That, frankly, was to him, Horton, 
as amusing a thing as could have 
happened — at a time when if it 
hadn’t been for Cissy’s herself hap- 
pening to be for him, by excep- 
tion, a comfort to think of, there 
wasn’t a blest thing in his life of 
the smallest interest. “It hadn’t 
struck me as probable at all, this 
revulsion of the old man’s,” he 


942 


mentioned, “and though Fielder 
must be now an awfully nice chap, 
whom you'll like and find charm- 
ing, I own I didn’t imagine-~ he 
would come so tremendously for- 
ward. Over there, simply with his 
tastes, his ‘artistic interests,’ or lit- 
erary ones, or whatever —I mean 
his array of intellectual resources 
and lack of any others—he was 
well enough, by my last impres- 
sion, and I liked him both for his 
decent life and ways and for his 
liking me, if you can believe it, so 
extraordinarily much as he seemed 
to. What the situation appears 
most to mean, however, is that of 
a sudden he pops into a real light, 
a great blazing light visible from 
afar —which is quite a different 
affair. It can’t not mean at least all 
sorts of odd things —or one has a 
right to wonder if it mayn’t mean 
them.” And Horton might have 
been taken up for a minute of si- 
lence with his consideration of 
some of these glimmering possibil- 
ities; a moment during which Cis- 
sy Foy maintained their associa- 
tion by fairly, by quite visibly 
breathing with him in unison — 
after a fashion that testified more 
to her interest than any “cutting 
in” could have done. It would have 
been clear that they were far be- 
yond any stage of association at 
which their capacity for interest in 
the contribution of either to what 
was between them should depend 
upon verbal proof. It depended in 
fact as little on any other sort, such 
for instance as searching eyes 
might invoke; she hadn’t to look at 
her friend to follow him further — 
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she but looked off to those spaces 
where his own vision played, and 
it was by pressing him close there 
that she followed. Her companion’s 
imagination, by the time he spoke 
again, might verily have travelled 
far. 

“What comes to me is just the 
wonder of whether such a change 
of fortune may possibly not spoil 
him — he was so right and nice as 
he was. I remember he used really 
to exasperate me almost by seem- 
ing not to have wants, unless in- 
deed it was by having only those 
that could be satisfied over there 
as a kind of matter of course and 
that were those I didn’t myself 
have —in any degree at least that 
could make up for the non-satis- 
faction of my others. I suppose it 
amounted really,” said Horton, “to 
the fact that, being each without 
anything to speak of in our pock- 
ets, or then any prospect of any- 
thing, he accepted that because he 
happened to like most the pleas- 
ures that were not expensive. I on 
my side raged at my inability to 
meet or to cultivate expense — 
which seemed to me good and 
happy, quite the thing most worth 
while, in itself: as for that matter 
it still seems. ‘La lecture et la 
promenade,’ which old Roulet, our 
pasteur at Neuchatel used so to en- 
join on us as the highest joys, re- 
ally appealed to Gray, to all ap- 
pearance, in the sense in which 
Roulet regarded, or, pretended to 
regard, them — once he could have 
pictures and music and talk, which 
meant of course pleasant people, 
thrown in. He could go in for such 
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things on his means — ready as he 
was to do all his travelling on foot 
(I wanted as much then to do all 
mine on horseback,) and to go to 
the opera or the play in the shilling 
seats when he couldn’t go in the 
stalls. I loathed so everything but 
the stalls—the stalls everywhere 
in life —that if I couldn’t have it 
that way I didn’t care to have it at 
all. So when I think it strikes me I 
must have liked him very much 
not to have wanted to slay him — 
for I don’t remember having given 
way at any particular moment to 
threats or other aggressions. That 
may have been because I felt he 
rather extravagantly liked me —as 
I shouldn’t at all wonder at his still 
doing. At the same time if I had 
found him beyond a certain point 
objectionable his showing he took 
me for anything wonderful would 
have been, I think,” the young 
man reflected, “but an aggravation 
the more. However that may be, 
I’m bound to say, I shan’t in the 
least resent his taking me for what- 
ever he likes now — if he can at all 
go on with it himself I shall be 
able to hold up my end. The dream 
of my life, if you must know all, 
dear —the dream of my life has 
been to be admired, really ad- 
mired, admired for all he’s worth, 
by some awfully rich man. Being 
admired by a rich woman even 
isn’t so good—though I’ve tried 
for that too, as you know, and 
equally failed of it; I mean in the 
sense of their being ready to do it 
for all they are worth. I’ve only 
had it from the poor, haven’t I? — 
and we've long since had to rec- 


ognise, haven’t we? how little that 
has done for either of us.” So Hor- 
ton continued—so, as if incited 
and agreeably, irresistibly inspired, 
he played, in the soft stillness and 
the protected nook, before the 
small salt tide that idled as if to 
listen, with old things and new, 
with actualities and _ possibilities, 
on top of the ancientries, that 
seemed to want but a bit of talk- 
ing of in order to fiush and multi- 
ply. “There’s one thing at any rate 
I'll be hanged if I shall allow,” he 
wound up; “I'll be hanged if what 
we may do for him shall—by any 
consent of mine at least — spoil 
him for the old relations without 
inspiring him for the new. He 
shan’t become if I can help it as 
beastly vulgar as the rest of us.” 

The thing was said with a fine 
sincere ring, but it drew from Cis- 
sy a kind of quick wail of pain. 
“Oh, oh, oh —what a monstrous 
idea, Haughty, that he possibly 
could, ever!” 

It had an immediate, even a re- 
markable effect; it made him turn 
at once to look at her, giving his 
lightest pleasantest laugh, than 
which no sound of that sort equal- 
ly manful had less of mere male 
stridency. Then it made him, with 
a change of posture, shift his seat 
sufficiently nearer to her to put his 
arm round her altogether and hold 
her close, pressing his cheek a mo- 
ment, with due precautions, against 
her hair. “That’s awfully nice of 
you. We will pull something ‘off. 
Is what you're thinking of what 
your friend out there dans le temps, 
the stepfather, Mr. Wendover, was 
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itP told you about him in that 
grand manner?” 

“Of course it is,” said Cissy in 
lucid surrender and as if this truth 
were of a flatness almost to blush 
. for. “Don’t you know I fell so in 
love with Mr. Northover, whose 
name you mispronounce, that I’ve 
kept true to him forever, and 
haven’t been really in love with 
you in the least, and shall never be 
with Gray himself, however much 
I may want to, or you perhaps may 
even try to make me? — any more 
than I shall ever be with anyone 
else. What's inconceivable,” she 
explained, “is that anyone that 
dear delicious man thought good 
enough to talk of to me as he 
talked of his stepson should be ca- 
pable of anything in the least dis- 
gusting in any way.” | 

“I see, I see.” It made Horton, 
for reasons, hold her but the closer 
— yet not withal as if prompted by 
her remarks to affectionate levity. 
It was a sign of the intercourse of 
this pair that, move each other 
though they might to further af- 
fection, and therewith on occasion 
to a congruous gaiety, they treated 
no cause and no effect of that sort 
as waste; they had somehow al- 
ready so worked off, in their com- 
mon interest, all possible mistakes 
and vain imaginings, all false starts 
and false pursuits, all failures of 
unanimity. “Why then if he’s re- 
ally so decent, not to say so supe- 
rior,” Haughty went on, “won't it 
be the best thing in the world and 
a great simplification for you to 
fall — that is for you to be — in love 
with him? That will be better for 


me, you know, than if you're nof; 
for it’s the impression evidently 
made on you by the late Northover 
that keeps disturbing my peace of 
mind. I feel, though I can’t quite 
tell you why,” he explained, “that 
I’m never going to be in the least: 
jealous of Gray, and probably not 
even so much as envious; so there’s: 
your chance—take advantage of 
it all the way. Like him at your 
ease, my dear, and God send he 
shall like you! Only be sure it’s for 
himself you do it—and for your 
own self; as you make out your 
possibilities, de part et d’autre, on 
your getting nearer to them.” 

“So as to be sure, you mean,” 
Cissy inquired, “of not liking him 
for his money?” 
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He waited a moment, and if she 
had not immediately after her 
words sighed “Oh dear, oh dear!” 
in quite another, that is a much 
more serious, key, the appearance 
would perhaps have been that for 
once in a blue moon she had put 
into his mind a thought he couldn't 
have. He couldn’t have the thought 
that it was of the least importance 
she should guard herself in the 
way she mentioned; and it was in 
the air, the very next thing, that 
she couldn’t so idiotically have 
strayed as to mean to impute it. 
He quickly enough made the point 
that what he preferred was her 
not founding her interest in Gray 
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so: very abjectly on another man’s 
authority — given the uncanny fact 
of the other man’s having cast 
upon her a charm which time and 
even his death had done so little 
to abate. Yes, the late Northover 
had clearly had something about 
him that it worried a fellow to 
have her perpetually rake up. 
There she was in peril of jealousy 
—his jealousy of the queer North- 
over ghost; unless indeed it was 
she herself who was queerest, rid- 
den as her spirit seemed by sexa- 
genarian charms! He could look 
after her with Gray — they were at 
one about Gray; what would truly 
alienate them, should she persist, 
would be his own exposure to com- 
parison with the memory of a ro- 
coco Briton he had no arms to com- 
bat. Which extravagance of fancy 
had of course after a minute suf- 
. ficiently testified to the clearance 
of their common air that invariably 
sprang from their feeling them- 
selves again together and finding 
once more what this came to — all 
under sublime palpability of proof. 
The renewed consciousness did 
perhaps nothing for their difficul- 
ties as such, but it did everything 
for the interest, the amusement, 
the immediate inspiration of their 
facing them: there was in that 
such an element of their facing 
each other and knowing, each time 
as if they had not known it before, 
that this had absolute beauty. It 
had unmistakably never had more 
than now, even when their free- 
dom in it had rapidly led them, 
under Cissy’s wonderment, to a 
consideration of whether a happy 


relation with their friend (he was 
already thus her friend too, with- 
out her ever having seen him!) 
mightn’t have to count with some 
inevitable claim, some natural sen- 
timent, asserted and enjoyed on 
Rosanna’s part, not to speak of the 
effect on Graham himself of that 
young woman’s at once taking such 
an interest in him and coming in 
for such a fortune. 

“In addition to which who shall 
pretend to deny,” the girl earnest- 
ly asked, “that Rosanna has in her- 
self the most extraordinary charm?” 

“Oh you think she has extraor- 
dinary charm?” 

“Of course I do — and so do you: 
don’t be absurd! She’s simply su- 
perb,” Cissy expounded, “in her 
own original way, which no other 
woman over here—except me a 
little perhaps! — has so much as a 
suspicion of anything to compare 
with; and which, for all we know, 
constitutes a luxury entirely at 
Graham’s service.” Cissy required 
but a single other look at it all to 
go on: “I shouldn’t in the least 
wonder if they were already en- 
gaged.” 

“IT don’t think there’s a chance 
of it,” Haughty said, “and I hold 
that if any such fear is your only 
difficulty you may be quite at your 
ease. Not only do I so see it,” he 
went on, “but I know why I do.” 

Cissy just waited. “You consider 
that because she refused Horton 
Vint she'll decline marriage alto- 
gether?” 

“I think that throws a light,” 
this gentleman smiled — “though it 
isn’t all my ground. She turned me 
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down, two years ago, as utterly as 
I shall ever have been turned in 
my life — and if I chose so to look 
at it the experience would do for 
me beautifully as that of an humil- 
jation served up to a man in as 
good form as he need desire. That 
it was, that it still is when I live it 
through again; that it will prob- 
ably remain, for my comfort — in 
the sense that I’m likely never to 
have a worse. I’ve had my dose,” 
he figured, “of that particular black 
draught, and I’ve got the bottle 
there empty on the shelf.” 

“And yet you signify that you're 
all the same glad——?” Cissy 
didn’t for the instant wholly fol- 
low. 

“Well, it all came to me then; 
and that it did all come is what I 
have the advantage of now—I 
mean, you see, in being able to 
reassure you as I do. I had some 
wonderful minutes with her—it 
didn’t take long,” Haughty 
laughed. “We saw in those few 
minutes, being both so horribly in- 
telligent; and what I recognised 
has remained with me. What she 
did is her own affair —and that 
she could so perfectly make it 
such, without leaving me a glim- 
mer of doubt, is what I have, as I 
tell you, to blink at forever. I may 
ask myself if you like,” he pursued, 
“why I should ‘mind’ so much if 
I saw even at the moment that she 
wasn’t at any rate going to take 
someone else—and if you do I 
shall reply that I didn’t need that 
to make it bad. It was bad enough 
just in itself. My point is, how- 
ever,” Horton concluded, “that I 


can give you at least the benefit of 
my feeling utterly sure that Gray 
will have no chance. She’s in the 
dreadful position — and more than 
ever of course now — of not being 
able to believe she can be loved 
for herself.” 

“You mean because you couldn’t 
make her believe it?” asked Cissy 
after taking this in. 

“No —not that, for I didn’t so 
much as try. I didn’t — and it was 
awfully superior of me, you know 
— approach her at all on that basis. 
That,” said Horton, “is where it 
cuts. The basis was that of my 
own capacity only—my capacity 
to serve her, in every particular, 
with every aptitude I possess in 
the world, and which I could see 
she saw I possess (it was given me 
somehow to send that home to 
her!) without a hair’s breadth 
overlooked. I shouldn’t have mind- 
ed her taking me so for impossi- 
ble, blackly impossible, if she had 
done it under an illusion; but she 
really believed in me as a general 
value, quite a first-rate value — that 
I stood there and didn’t doubt. 
And yet she practically said “You 
ass!’” 

His encircling arm gained, for 
response to this, however, but the 
vibration of her headshake — with- 
out so much as any shudder at the 
pain he so vividly imaged. “She 
practically said that she was al- 
ready then in love with Mr. Gra- 
ham, and you wouldn’t have had 
a better chance had a passion of 
your own stuck out of you. If I 
thought she didn’t admire you,” 
Cissy said, “I shouldn’t be able to 
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do with her at all—it would be 
too stupid of her; putting aside her 
not accepting you, I mean -— for 
a woman can’t accept every man 
she admires. I suppose you don’t 
at present object,” she continued, 
“to her admiring Mr. Graham 
enough to account for anything; 
especially as it accounts so for her 
having just acted on his behalf 
with such extraordinary success. 
Doesn’t that make it out for him,” 
she asked, “that he’s admired by 
twenty millions plus the amount 
that her reconciliation of him with 
his uncle just in time to save it, 
without an hour to spare, will rep- 
resent for his pocket? We don’t 
know what that lucky amount may 
be ——” 

“No, but we more or less shall” 
— Horton took her straight up. “Of 
course, without exaggeration, that 
will be interesting —even though 
it will be but a question, I’m quite 
certain, of comparatively small 
things. Old Betterman —there are 
people who practically know, and 
I’ve talked with them — isn’t going 
to foot up to any faint likeness of 
what Gaw does. That, however, 
has nothing to do with it: all that 
is relevant—since I quite allow 
that, speculation for speculation, 
our association in this sort repre- 
sents finer fun than it has yet suc- 
ceeded in doing in other sorts — all 
that’s relevant is that when you've 
seen Gray you mayn’t be in such a 
hurry to figure him as a provoker 
of insatiable passions. Your insidi- 
ous Northover has, as you say, 
worked you up, but wait a little to 
see if the reality corresponds.” 


“He showed me a photograph, 
my insidious Northover,” Cissy 
promptly recalled; “he was naif 
enough, poor dear, for that. In fact 
he made me a present of several, 
including one of himself; I owe 
him as well two or three other me- 
mentos, all of which I’ve cher- 
ished.” 

“What was he up to anyway, the 
old corrupter of your youth?” — 
Horton seemed really to wonder. 
“Unless it was that you simply re- 
duced him to infatuated babble.” 

“Well, there are the photographs 
and things to show,” she answered 
unembarrassed — “though I haven’t 
them with me here; they’re put 
away in New York. His portrait’s 
extremely good-looking.” 

“Do you mean Mr, Northover’s 
own?” 

“Oh his is of course quite beau- 
tiful. But I mean Mr. Fielder’s — 
at his then lovely age. I remember 
it,” said Cissy, “as a nice, nice 
face.” 

Haughty on his side indulged in 
the act of memory, concluding aft- 
er an instant to a headshake. “He 
isn’t at all remarkable for looks; 
but putting his nice face at its 
best, granting that he has a high 
degree of that advantage, do you 
see Rosanna so carried away by it 
as to cast everything to the winds 
for him?” 

Cissy weighed the question. 
“We've seen surely what she has 
been carried away enough to do.” 

“She has had other reasons — in- 
dependent of headlong passion. 
And remember,” he further ar- 
gued—“if you impute to her a 
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high degree of that sort of sensi- 
bility —how perfectly proof she 
was to my physical attractions, 
which I declare to you without 
scruple leave the very brightest 
you may discover in Gray com- 
pletely in the shade.” 

Again his companion considered. 
“Of course you're dazzlingly hand- 
some; but are you, my dear, after 
all—I mean in appearance — so 
very interesting?” 

The inquiry was so sincere that 
it could be met but in the same 
spirit. “Didn’t you then find me so 
from the first minute you ever 
looked at me?” 

“We're not talking of me,” she 
returned, “but of people who hap- 
pen to have been subjects less pre- 
destined and victims less abject. 
“What,” she then at once went on, 
“is Gray’s appearance ‘anyway’? Is 
he black, to begin with, or white, 
or betwixt and between? Is he lit- 
tle or big or neither one thing or 
tother? Is he fat or thin or of ‘me- 
dium weight’? There are always 
such lots to be told about people, 
and never a creature in all the 
wide world to tell, Even Mr. 
Northover, when I come to think 
of it, never mentioned his size.” 

“Well, you wouldn't mention it,” 
Horton amiably argued. The ap- 
peal, he showed withal, stirred him 
to certain recoveries. “And I should 
call him black —black as to his 
straight thick hair, which I see 
rather distinctively ‘slick’ and soi- 
gné — the hair of a good little boy 
who never played at things that 
got it tumbled. No, he’s only very 
middling tall; in fact so very mid- 


dling,” Haughty made out, “that it 
probably comes to his being rath- 
er short. But he has neither a 
hump nor a limp, no marked phys- 
ical deformity of any sort; has in 
fact a kind of futile fidgety quick- 
ness which suggests the little man, 
and the nervous and the active and 
the ready; the ready, I mean, for 
anything in the way of interest and 
talk — given that the matter isn’t 
too big for him. The ‘active,’ I say, 
though at the same time,” he not- 
ed, “I ask myself what the deuce 
the activity will have been about.” 
The girl took in these impres- 
sions to the effect of desiring still 
more of them. “Doesn’t he happen 
then to have eyes and things?” 
“Oh yes” —Horton bethought 
himself — “lots and lots of eyes, 
though not perhaps so many of 
other things. Good eyes, fine eyes, 
in fact I think anything whatever 
you may require in the way of 


eyes.” 
“Then clearly theyre not 
‘black’: I never require black 


ones,” she said, “in any conceiv- 
able connection: his eyes — blue- 
grey, or grey-blue, whichever you 
may call it, and far and away the 
most charming kind when one 
doesn’t happen to be looking into 
your glorious green ones — his sat- 
isfactory eyes are what will more 
than anything else have done the 
business. They'll have done it so,” 
she went on, “that if he isn’t red 
in the face, which I defy him to 
be, his features don’t particularly 
matter —though there’s not the 
least reason either why he should 
have mean or common ones. In 
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fact he hasn’t them in the photo- 
graph, and what are photographs, 
the wretched things, but the very 
truth of life?” 

“He’s not red in the face,” 
Haughty was able to state — “I 
think of him rather as of a pale, 
very pale, clean brown; and en- 
tirely unaddicted,” he felt sure, 
“to flushing or blushing. What I 
do sort of remember in the feature 
way is that his teeth though good, 
fortunately, as theyre shown a 
good deal, are rather too small and 
square; for a man’s, that is, so that 
they make his smile a trifle —” 

“A trifle irresistible of course,” 
Cissy broke in — “through their be- 
ing, in their charming form, of the 
happy Latin model; extremely like 
my own, be so good as to notice 
for once in your life, and not like 
the usual Anglo-Saxon fangs. 
Youre simply describing, you 
know,” she added, “about as gor- 
geous a being as one could wish 
to see.” 

“It's not I who am describing 
him —it’s you, love; and ever so 
delightfully.” With which, in con- 
sistency with that, he himself put 
a question. “What does it come to, 
by the way, in the sense of a mous- 
tache? Does he, or doesn’t he after 
all, wear one? It’s odd I shouldn’t 
remember, but what does the pho- 
tograph say?” 

“It seems odd _ indeed I 
shouldn’t” — Cissy had a moment’s 
brooding. She gave herself out as 
ashamed. “Fancy my not remem- 
bering if the photograph is mous- 
tachue!” 

“Tt can’t be then very,” Horton 


contributed — the point was really 
so interesting. 

“No,” Cissy tried to settle, “the 
photograph can’t be so very mous- 
tachue.” 

“His moustaches, I mean, if he 
wears ’em, can’t be so very prodi- 
gious; or one could scarcely have 
helped noticing, could one?” 

“Certainly no one can ever have 
failed to notice yours — and there- 
fore Gray’s, if he has any, must 
indeed be very inferior. And yet 
he can’t be shaved like a sneak- 
thief — or like all the world here,” 
she developed; “for I won’t have 
him with nothing at all any more 
than I'll have him with anything 
prodigious, as you say; which is 
worse than nothing. When I say I 
won't have him with nothing,” she 
explained, “I mean I won't have 
him subject to the so universally 
and stupidly applied American law 
that every man’s face without ex- 
ception shall be scraped as clean, 
as glabre, as a fish’s—which it 
makes so many of them so much 
resemble. I won’t have him so,” 
she said, “because I won’t have 
him so idiotically gregarious and 
without that sense of differences 
in things, and of their relations and 
suitabilities, which such exhibi- 
tions make one so ache for. If he’s 
gregarious to that sort of tune we 
must renounce our idea—that is 
you must drop yours — of my work- 
ing myself up to snatch him from 
the arms of Rosanna. I must be- 
lieve in him, for that, I must see 
him at least in my own way,” she 
pursued; “believing in myself, or 
even believing in you, is a compar- 
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ative detail. I won’t have him bris- 
tle with horrid demagogic notes. I 
shouldn’t be able to act a scrap on 
that basis.” 2 

It was as if what she said had for 
him the interest at once of the most 
intimate and the most enlarged ap- 
plication; it was in fact as if she 
alone in all the world could touch 
him in such fine ways—could 
amuse him, could verily instruct 
him, to anything like such a tune. 
“It seems peculiarly a question of 
bristles if it all depends on his 
moustache. Our suspense as to that, 
however, needn’t so much ravage 
us,” Haughty aded, “when we re- 
member that Davey, who, you tell 
me, will by this time have seen him, 
can settle the question for us as 
soon as we meet at dinner. It will 
by the same stroke then settle that 
of the witchcraft which has accord- 
ing to your theory so bedevilled 
poor dear Rosanna’s sensibility — 
leading it such a dance, I mean, 
‘and giving such an empire to cer- 
tain special items of our friend’s 
‘personality,’ that the connection 
was practically immediate with his 
brilliant status.” 
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Horton, looking at his watch, had 
got up as he spoke — which Cissy 
at once also did under this recall 
of the lapse of their precious min- 
utes. There was a point, however, 
left for her to make; which she did 
with the remark that the item they 


had been discussing in particular 
couldn’t have been by itself the 
force that had set their young 
woman originally in motion, inas- 
much as Gray wouldn’t have had 
a moustache when a small boy or 
whatever, and as since that young 
condition, she understood, Rosanna 
hadn’t again seen him. A proposi- 
tion to which Haughty’s assent was 
to remain vague, merged as it sud- 
denly became in the cry of “Hello, 
here he is!” and a prompt gay 
brandish of arms up at their host 
Bradham, arrayed for the evening, 
white-waistcoasted and button- 


holed, robustly erect on an over- 


looking ledge and explaining his 
presence, from the moment it was 
thus observed, by calling down 
that Gussy had sent him to see if 
she wasn’t to expect them at din- 
ner. It was practically a summons 
to Cissy, as the girl easily recog- 
nised, to leave herself at least ten 
minutes to dress decently — in spite 
of the importance of which she 
so challenged Davey on another 
score that, as a consequence, the 
good gorgeous man, who shone 
with every effect of the bath and 
every resource of the toilet, had 
within the pair of minutes picked 
out such easiest patent-leather 
steps as would enable him to con- 
vict the companions of a shameless 
dawdle. She had had time to ar- 
ticulate for Horton’s benefit, with 
no more than due distinctness, that 
he must have seen them, and Hor- 
ton had as quickly found the right 
note and the right wit for the sim- 
ple reassurance “Oh Davey —— !” 
As occupants of a place of pro- 
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crastination that they only were 
not such fools as to leave unhaunt- 
ed they frankly received their visi- 
tor, any impulse in whom to sprin- 
kle stale banter on their search for 
solitude would have been fore- 
stalled, even had it been supposa- 
ble of so perfect a man of the 
world, by the instant action of his 
younger guest’s strategic curiosity. 

“Has he, please, just has he or 
no, got a moustache?” — she ap- 
pealed as if the fate of empires de- 
pended on it. 

“T’ve been telling her,” Horton 
explained, “whatever I can remem- 
ber of Gray Fielder, but she won’t 
listen to anything if I can’t first be 
sure as to that. So as I want her 
enormously to like him, we both 
hang, you see, on your lips; unless 
you call it, more correctly, on his.” 

Davey’s evening bloom opened 
to them a dense but perfectly path- 
less garden of possibilities; out of 
which, while he faced them, he 
left them to pluck by their own 
act any bright flower they suffi- 
ciently desired to reach. Wonder- 
ful during the few instants, be- 
tween these flagrant worldlings, 
the exchange of fine recognitions. 
It would have been hard perhaps 
to say of them whether it was most 
discernible that Haughty and Cis- 
sy trusted most his intelligence or 
his indifference, and whether he 
most applauded or ignored the 
high perfection of their assurance. 
What was testified to all round, at 
all events — 1 


1 There is a gap here in the MS., 
with the following note by the author: 
“It is the security of the two others 


“Ah then he is as ‘odd’ as ‘I was 
sure —in spite of Haughty’s per- 
verse theory that we shall find him 
the flattest of the flat!” 

It might have been at Haughty’s 
perverse theory that Davey was 
most moved to stare —had he not 
quickly betrayed, instead of this, a 
marked attention to the girl her- 
self. “Oh you little wonder and 
joy? 

“She is a little wonder and joy,” 
Horton said—that at any rate 
came out clear. 

“What you are, my boy, I’m not 
pretending to say,” Davey returned 
in answer to this; “for I don’t ac- 
cept her account of your vision of 
Gray as throwing any light on it 
at all.” 

“On his judgment of Mr. Field- 
er, do you mean,” Cissy earnestly 
asked, “or on your evidently awful 
opinion of his own dark nature?” 

“Haughty knows that I lose my- 
self in his dark nature, at my spare 
moments, and with wind enough 
on to whistle in that dark, very 
much as if I had the fine excite- 


with him that is testified to; but I 


mustn’t make any sort of spread about 
it or about anything else here now, 
and only put Davey on some non- 
committal reply to the question ad- 
dressed him, such as keeps up the 
mystery or ambiguity or suspense 
about Gray, his moustache and ev- 
erything else, so as to connect prop- 
erly with what follows. The real point 
is —that comes back to me, and it is 
in essence enough — that he pleads he 
doesn’t remember, didn’t notice, at 
all; and thereby oddly enough can’t 
say. It will come to me right once I 
get into it. One sees that Davey plays 
with them.” 
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ment of the Forét de Bondy to 
deal with. He’s well aware that I 
know no greater pleasure of the 
imagination than that sort of in- 
terest in him — when I happen al- 
so to have the time and the nerve. 
Let these things serve me now, 
however, only to ‘hurry you up,” 
Davey went on; “and to say that I 
of course had with our fortunate 
friend an impressive quarter of an 
hour — which everyone will want 
to know about, so that I must keep 
it till we sit down. But the great 
thing is after all for yourself, 
Haughty,” he added—“and you 
had better know at once that he 
particularly wants to see you. He'll 
be glad of you at the very first 
moment —— ” 

But Horton had already taken 
him easily up. “Of course I know, 
my dear man, that he particularly 
wants to see me. He has written 
me nothing else from the moment 
he arrived.” 

“He has written you, you 
wretch,” Cissy at once extrava- 
gantly echoed—“he has written 
you all sorts of things and you 
haven’t so much as told me?” 

“He hasn’t written me all sorts 
of things’ — Horton directed this 
answer to Davey alone — “but has 
written me in such straight confi- 
dence and friendship that I’ve been 
wondering if I mayn’t go round to 
him this evening.” 

“Gussy will no doubt excuse you 
for that purpose with the utmost 
joy,” Davey rejoined —“though I 
don’t think I advise you to ask her 
leave if you don’t want her at 
once to insist on going with you. 


Go to him alone, very quietly — 
and with the happy confidence of 
doing him good.” 

It had been on Cissy that, for 
his part, Davey had, in speaking, 
rested his eyes; and it might by 
the same token have been for the 
benefit of universal nature, sus- 
pended to listen over the bosom 
of the deep, that Horton’s lips 
phrased his frank reaction upon 
their entertainer’s words. “Well 
then, ye powers, the amount of 
good that I shall undertake — !” 

Davey Bradham and Cissy Foy 
exchanged on the whole ground for 
a moment a considerable smile; 
his share in which, however, it 
might exactly have been that 
prompted the young woman’s fur- 
ther expression of their intelli- 
gence. “It’s too charming that he 
yearns so for Haughty—and_ too 
sweet that Haughty can now rush 
to him at once.” To which she 
then appended in another tone: 
“One takes for granted of course 
that Rosanna was with him.” 

Davey at this but continued to 
bloom and beam; which gave Hor- 
ton, even with a moment’s delay, 
time to assist his better under- 
standing. “She doesn’t even yet 
embrace the fact, tremendously as 
I’ve driven it into her, that if Ros- 
anna had been there he couldn't 
have breathed my name.” 

This made Davey, however, but 
throw up derisive hands; though 
as with an impatient turn now for 
their regaining the lawn. “My dear 
man, Rosanna breathes your name 
with all the force of her lungs!” 

Horton, jerking back his head 
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_ for the bright reassurance, laughed 
out with amusement. “What a jolly 
cue then for my breathing of hers! 
[ll roar it to all the echoes, and 
everything will be well. But what 
one’s talking about,” he said, “is 
the question of Gray’s naming me.” 
He looked from one of his friends 
to the other, and then, as gather- 
ing them into the interest of it: 
“Tll bet you a fiver that he doesn’t 
at any rate speak to me of Miss 
Gaw.” 

“Well, what will that prove?” 
Davey asked, quite easy about it 
and leading the way up the rocks. 

“In the first place how much he 
thinks of her,” said Cissy, who fol- 
lowed close behind. “And in the 
second that it’s ten to one Haugh- 
ty will find her there.” 

“I don’t care if I do—not a 
scrap!” Horton also took his way. 
“I don’t care for anything now but 
the jolly fun, the jolly fun ——!” 
He had committed it all again, by 
the time they reached the cliff’s 
edge, to the bland participating 
elements. 

“Oh the treat the poor boy is 
evidently going to stand us all!” — 
well, was something that Davey, 
rather out of breath as they reached 
the lawn again and came in sight 
of the villa, had just yet no more 
than those light words for. He was 
more definite in remarking imme- 
diately after to Cissy that Rosanna 
would be as little at the other 
house that evening as she had been 
at the moment of his own. visit, 
and that, since the nurses and oth- 
er outsiders appeared to have dis- 


persed, there would be no one to 
interfere with Gray’s free welcome 
of his friend. The girl was so at- 
tentive for this that it made them 
pause again while she brought out 
in surprise: “There’s nobody else 
there, you mean then, to watch 
with the dead —— ?” 

It made Mr. Bradham for an in- 
stant wonder, Horton, a little apart 
from them now and with his back 
turned, seeming at the same mo- 
ment, and whether or no her in- 
quiry reached his ear, struck with 
something that had pulled him up 
as well and that made him stand 
and look down in thought. “Why, 
I suppose the nephew must be 
himself a sort of watcher,” Davey 
found himself not other than de- 
cently vague to suggest. 

But it scarce more contented 
Cissy than if the point had really 
concerned her. She appeared in- 
deed to question the more, though 
her eyes were on Haughty’s rather 
brooding back while she did so. 
“Then if he doés stay in the room, 
when he comes out of it to see 
people —— ?” 

Her very drop seemed to pre- 
sent the state of things to which the 
poor deceased was in that case left; 
for which, however, her good host 
declined to be responsible. “I don’t 
suppose he comes out for so many.” 

“He came out at any rate for 
you.” The sense of it all rather re- 
markably held her, and it might 
have been some communication of 
this that, overtaking Horton at his 
slight distance, determined in him 
the impulse to leave them, without 
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more words, and walk by himself 
to the house. “We don’t surround 
such occasions with any form or 
state of imagination — scareely 
with any decency, do we?” Cis- 
sy adventured while observing 
Haughty’s retreat. “I should like to 
think for him of a catafalque and 
great draped hangings—I should 
like to think for him of tall flam- 
beaux in the darkened room, and 
of relays of watchers, sisters of 
charity or suchlike, surrounding 
the grand affair and counting their 
beads.” 

Davey’s rich patience had a 
shrug. “The grand affair, my dear 
child, is their affair, over there, 
and not mine; though when you 
indulge in such fancies ‘for him,’ 
I can’t but wonder who it is you 
mean.” 

“Who it is——?” She mightn’t 
have understood his difficulty. 

“Why the dead man or the liv- 
ing!” 

They had gone on again; Hor- 
ton had, with a quickened pace, 
disappeared; and she had before 
answering cast about over the fair 
face of the great house, paler now 
in the ebb of day, yet with dress- 
ing-time glimmers from upper win- 
dows flushing it here and there like 
touches of pink paint in an elegant 
evening complexion. “Oh I care 
for the dead man, I’m afraid, only 
because it’s the living who appeals. 
I don’t want him to like it.” 

“To like——?” Davey was 
again at a loss. “What on earth?” 

“Why all that ugliness and bare- 
ness, that poverty of form.” 


He had nothing but derision for 
her here. “It didn’t occur to me at 
all to associate him with the idea 
of poverty.” 

“The place must all the same be 
hideous,” she said, “and the con- 
ditions mean—for him to prowl 
about in alone. It comes to me,” 
she further risked, “that if Rosanna 
isv’t there, as you say, she quite 
ought to be — and that in her place 
I should feel it no more than de- 
cent to go over and sit with him.” 

This appeared to strike Davey 
in a splendid number of lights — 
which, however, though collec- 
tively dazzling, allowed discrimi- 
nations. “It perhaps bears a little 
on the point that she has herself 
just sustained a grave bereave- 
ment — with her offices to her own 


' dead to think of first. That was 


present to me in your talk a mo- 
ment since of Haughty’s finding 
her.” 

“Very true’—it was Cissy’s 
practice, once struck, ever amus- 
edly to play with the missile: “it 
is of course extraordinary that those 
bloated old richards, at one time so 
associated, should have flickered 
out almost at the same hour. What 
it comes to then,” she went on, “is 
that Mr. Gray might be, or perhaps 
even ought to be, condoling over 
at the other house with her. How- 
ever, it’s their own business, and 
all I really care for is that he should 
be so keen as you say about seeing 
Haughty. I just delight,” she said, 
“in his being keen about Haughty.” 

“Tm glad it satisfies you then,” 
Davey returned—“for I was on 
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the point of suggesting that with 
the sense of his desolation you just 
expressed you might judge your 
own place to be at once at his 
side.” 

“That would have been helpful 
of you—but I’m content, dear 
Davey,” she smiled. “We’re all de- 
voted to Haughty — but,” she add- 
ed after an instant, “there’s just 
this. Did Mr. Graham while you 
were there say by chance a word 
about the likes of me?” 

“Well, really, no — our short talk 
didn’t take your direction. That 
would have been for me, I con- 
fess,” Davey frankly made bold to 
add, “a trifle unexpected.” 

“I see” — Cissy did him the jus- 
tice. “But that’s a little, I think, 
because you don’t know ——!” It 
was more; however, than with her 
sigh she could tell him. 

“Don’t know by this time, my 
dear, and after all Ive been 
through,” he nevertheless supplied, 
“what the American girl always so 
sublimely takes for granted?” 

She looked at him on this with 
intensity — but that of compassion 
rather than of the conscious wound. 
“Dear old Davey, il n’y a que vous 
for not knowing, by this time, as 
you say, that I’ve notoriously noth- 
ing in common with the creature 
you mention. I loathe,” she said 
with her purest gentleness, “the 
American girl.” 

He faced her an instant more as 
for a view of the whole incongru- 
ity; then he fetched, on his side, a 
sigh which might have signified, at 
her choice, either that he was 
wrong or that he was finally bored. 


“Well, you do of course brilliantly 
misrepresent her. But we're all” — 
he hastened to patch it up — “un- 
speakably corrupt.” 

“That would be a fine lookout 
for Mr. Fielder if it were true,” she 
judiciously threw off. 

“But as youre a judge you know 
it isn’t?” 

“It’s not as a judge I know it, 
but as a victim. I don’t say we 
don’t do our best,” she added; “but 
we're still of an innocence, an in- 
nocence —— |” 

“Then perhaps,” Davey offered, 
“Mr. Fielder will help us; unless 
he proves, by your measure, worse 
than ourselves!” 

“The worse he may be the bet- 
ter; for it’s not possible, as I see 
him,” she said, “that he doesn’t 
know.” 

“Know, you mean,” Davey 
blandly wondered, “how wrong we 
are — to be so right?” 

“Know more on every subject 
than all of us put together!” she 
called back at him as she now hur- 
ried off to dress. 
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Horton Vint, on being admitted 
that evening at the late Mr. Bet- 
terman’s, walked about the room 
to which he had been directed and 
awaited there the friend of his 
younger time very much as we 
have seen that friend himself wait 
under stress of an extraordinary 
crisis. Horton’s sense of a crisis 


COOCCOOE? 
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might have been almost equally 
sharp; he was alone for some min- 
utes during which he shifted his 
place and circled, indulged in wide 
vague movements and vacuous 
stares at incongruous objects — the 
place being at once so spacious 
and so thickly provided — quite 
after the fashion in which Gray 
Fielder’s nerves and imagination 
had on the same general scene 
sought and found relief at the hour 
of the finest suspense up to that 
moment possessing him. Haughty 
too, it would thus have appeared 
for the furtherance of our interest, 
had imagination and nerves — had 
in his way as much to reflect upon 
as we have allowed ourselves to 
impute to the dying Mr. Better- 
man’s nephew. No one was dying 
now, all that was ended, or would 
be after the funeral, and the neph- 
ew himself was surely to be sup- 
posed alive, in face of great se- 
quels, including preparations for 
those obsequies, with an intensity 
beyond all former experience. This 
in fact Horton had all the air of 
recognising under proof as soon as 
Gray advanced upon him with both 
hands out; he couldn’t not have 
taken in the highly quickened state 
of the young black-clad figure so 
presented, even though soon and 
unmistakably invited to note that 
his own visit and his own presence 
had much to do with the quicken- 
ing. Gray was in complete mourn- 
ing, which had the effect of making 
his face show pale, as compared 
with old aspects of it remembered 
by his friend — who was, it may be 
mentioned, afterwards to describe 


him to Cissy Foy as looking, in the 
conditions, these including the air 
of the big bedimmed palace room, 
for all the world like a sort of 
“happy Hamlet.” For so happy in- 
deed our young man at once pro- 
claimed himself at sight of his vis- 
itor, for so much the most interest- 
ing thing that had befallen or been 
offered him within the week did 
he take, by his immediate testi- 
mony, his reunion with this char- 
acter and every element of the lat- 
ter’s aspect and tone, that the pitch 
of his acclamation clearly had, with 
no small delay, to drop a little un- 
der some unavoidable reminder 
that they met almost in the nearest 
presence of death. Was the re- 
minder Horton’s own, some pull, 
for decorum, of a longer face, some 
expression of his having feared to 
act in undue haste on the message 
brought him by Davey? — which 
might have been, we may say, in 
view of the appearance after a lit- 
tle that it was Horton rather than 
Gray who began to suggest a shy- 
ness, momentary, without doubt, 
and determined by the very pleni- 
tude of his friend’s welcome, yet 
so far incongruous as that it was 
not his adoption of a manner and 
betrayal of a cheer that ran the 
risk of seeming a trifle gross, but 
quite these indications on the part 
of the fortunate heir of the old 
person awaiting interment some- 
where above. He could only have 
seen with the lapse of the moments 
that Gray was going to be sim- 
ple — admirably, splendidly simple, 
one would probably have pro- 
nounced it, in estimating and com- 
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paring the various possible dan- 
gers; but the simplicity of subjects 
tremendously educated, tremen- 
dously “cultivated” and cosmopoli- 
tised, as Horton would have called 
it, especially when such persons 
were naturally rather extra-refined 
and _ultra-perceptive, was a differ- 
ent affair from the crude candour 
of the common sort; the conse- 
quence of which apprehensions 
and reflections must have been, in 
fine, that he presently recognised 
in the product of “exceptional ad- 
vantages” now already more and 
more revealed to him such a pli- 
ability of accent as would easily 
keep judgment, or at least observa- 
tion, suspended. Gray wasn’t going 
to be at a loss for any shade of de- 
cency that didn’t depend, to its 
inconvenience, on some uncertainty 
about a guest’s prejudice; so that 
once the air was cleared of awk- 
wardness by that perception, ex- 
actly, in Horton’s ready mind that 
he and his traditions, his suscepti- 
bilities, in fact (of all the queer 
things!) his own very simplicities 
and, practically, stupidities were 
being superfluously allowed for 
and deferred to, and that this, only 
this, was the matter, he should 
have been able to surrender with- 
out a reserve to the proposed meas- 
ure of their common rejoicing. 
Beautiful might it have been to 
him to find his friend so consider- 
ately glad of him that the spirit of 
it could consort to the last point 
with any, with every, other felt 
weight in the consciousness so at- 
tested; in accordance with which 
we may remark that continued 


embarrassment for our gallant call- 
er would have implied on his own 
side, or in other words deep with- 
in his own spirit, some obscure 
source of confusion. 

What distinguishably happened 
was thus that he first took Graham 
for exuberant and then for repent- 
ant, with the reflection accompany- 
ing this that he mustn't, to in- 
crease of subsequent shame, have 
been too open an accomplice in 
mere jubilation. Then the simple 
sense of his restored comrade’s 
holding at his disposal a general 
confidence in which they might 
absolutely breathe together would 
have superseded everything else 
hadn’t his individual  self-con- 
sciousness been perhaps a trifle 
worried by the very pitch of so 
much openness. Open, not less 
generously so, was what he could 
himself have but wanted to be — 
in proof of which we may con- 
ceive him insist to the happy ut- 
most, for promotion of his com- 
fort, on those sides of their relation 
the working of which would cast 
no shadow. They had within five 
minutes got over much ground — 
all of which, however, must be 
said to have represented, and only 
in part, the extent of Gray’s requi- 
sition of what he called just ele- 
mentary human help. He was in a 
situation at which, as he assured 
his friend, he had found himself 
able, those several days, but blank- 
ly and inanely to stare. He didn’t 
suppose it had been his uncle’s 
definite design to make an idiot of 
him, but that seemed to threaten 
as the practical effect of the dear 
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man’s extraordinary course. “You 
see,” he explained, bringing it al- 
most pitifully out, “he appears to 
have left me a most monstrous for- 
tune. I mean” — for under his ap- 
peal Haughty had still waited a 
little — “a really tremendous lot of 
money.” 

The effect of the tone of it was 
to determine in Haughty a peal of 
laughter quickly repressed — or re- 
duced at least to the intention of 
decent cheer. “He ‘appears,’ my 
dear man? Do you mean there’s an 
ambiguity about his will?” 

Gray justified his claim of vague- 
ness by having, with his animated 
eyes on his visitor’s, to take an in- 
stant or two to grasp so technical 
an expression. “No — not an ambi- 
guity. Mr. Crick tells me that he 
has never in all his experience seen 
such an amount of property dis- 
posed of in terms so few and sim- 
ple and clear. It would seem a kind 
of masterpiece of a will.” 

“Then what’s the matter with 
it?” Horton smiled. “Or at least 
what’s the matter with you? — who 
are so remarkably intelligent and 
clever?” 

“Oh no, I’m not the least little 
bit clever!” Gray in his earnestness 
quite excitedly protested. “I haven't 
a single ray of the intelligence that 
among you all here clearly passes 
for rudimentary. But the luxury of 
you, Haughty,” he broke out on a 
still higher note, “the luxury, the 
pure luxury of you!” 

Something of beauty in the very 
tone of which, some confounding 
force in the very clearness, might 
it have been that made Horton 


himself gape for a moment even 
as Gray had just described his own 
wit as gaping. They had first sat 
down, for hospitality offered and 
accepted —though with no_ pro- 
duction of the smokable or the 
drinkable to profane the general 
reference; but the agitation of all 
that was latent in this itself had 
presently broken through, and by 
the end of a few moments we 
might perhaps scarce have been 
able to say whether the host had 
more set the guest or the guest 
more the host in motion. Horton 
Vint had everywhere so the air of 
a prime social element that it took 
in any case, and above all in any 
case of the spacious provision or 
the sumptuous setting, a good deal 
of practically combative proof to 
reduce the implications of his pres- 
ence to the minor right. He might 
inveterately have been master or, 
in quantitative terms, Owner — so 
could he have been taken for the 
most part as offering you the en- 
joyment of anything fine that sur- 
rounded him: this in proportion to 
the scale of such matters and to 
any glimpse of that sense of them 
in you which was what came near- 
est to putting you on his level. All 
of which sprang doubtless but 
from the fact that his relation to 
things of expensive interest was so 
much at the mercy of his appear- 
ance; representing as it might be 
said to do a contradiction of the 
law under which it is mostly to be 
observed, in our modernest condi- 
tions, that the figure least congru- 
ous with scenic splendour is the 
figure awaiting the reference. More 
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references than may here be de- 
tailed, at any rate, would Horton 
have seemed ready to gather up 
during the turns he had resumed 
his indulgence in after the origi- 
nal arrest and the measurements of 
the whole place practically deter- 
mined for him by Gray’s own so 
suggestive revolutions. It was pos- 
itively now as if these last had all 
met, in their imperfect expression, 
what that young man’s emotion 
was in the act of more sharply at- 
taining to—the plain conveyance 
that if Horton had in his friendli- 
ness, not to say his fidelity, pre- 
sumed to care to know, this dispo- 
sition was as naught beside the 
knowledge apparently about to 
drench him. They were there, the 
companions, in their second brief 
arrest, with everything good in the 
world that he might have con- 
ceived or coveted just taking for 
him the radiant form of precious 
knowledges that he must be so 
obliging as to submit to. Let it be 
fairly inspiring to us to imagine 
the acuteness of his perception 
during these minutes of the possi- 
bilities of good involved; the re- 
finement of pleasure in his seeing 
how the advantage thrust upon 
him would wear the dignity and 
grace of his consenting unselfishly 
to learn — inasmuch as, quite evi- 
dently, the more he learnt, and 
though it should be ostensibly and 
exclusively about Mr. Betterman’s 
heir, the more vividly it all would 
stare at him as a marked course of 
his own. Wonderful thus the little 
space of his feeling the great wave 
set in motion by that quiet worthy 


break upon him out of Gray’s face, 
Gray’s voice, Gray’s contact of 
hands laid all appealingly and af- 
firmingly on his shoulders, and 
then as it retreated, washing him 
warmly down, expose to him, off 
in the intenser light and the un- 
covered prospect, something like 
his entire personal future. Some- 
thing extraordinarily like, yes, 
could he but keep steady to rec- 
ognise it through a deepening con- 
sciousness, at the same time, of 
how he was more than matching 
the growth of his friend’s need of 
him by growing there at once, and 
to rankness, under the friend’s 
nose, all the values to which this 
need supplied a soil. 

“Well, I won’t pretend I’m not 
glad you don’t adopt me as pure 
ornament — glad you see, I mean, 
a few connections in which one 
may perhaps be able, as well as 
certainly desirous, to be of service 
to you. Only one should honestly 
tell you,” Horton went on, “that 
people wanting to help you will 
spring up round you like mush- 
rooms, and that you'll be able to 
pick and choose as even a king on 
his throne can’t. Therefore, my 
boy,” Haughty said, “don’t exag- 
gerate my modest worth.” 

Gray, though releasing him, still 
looked at him hard —so hard per- 
haps that, having imagination, he 
might in an instant more have felt 
it go down too deep. It hadn’t 
done that, however, when “What 
I want of you above all is exactly 
that you shall pick and choose” was 
merely what at first came of it. 
And the case was still all of the 
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rightest as Graham at once added: 
“You see ‘people’ are exactly my 
difficulty —I’m so mortally afraid 
of them, and so equally sure that 
it’s the last thing you are. If I want 
you for myself I want you still 
more for others—by which you 
may judge,” said Gray, “that I’ve 
cut you out work.” 

“That youre mortally afraid of 
people is, I confess,” Haughty an- 
swered, “news to me. I seem to re- 
member you, on the contrary, as so 
remarkably and — what was it we 
used to call it? — so critico-analyti- 
cally interested in ’em.” 

“That’s just it—I am so beastly 
interested! Don’t you therefore 
see,” Gray asked, “how I may 
dread the complication?” 

“Dread it so that you seek to 
work it off on another?” — and 
Haughty looked about as if he 
would after all have rather relished 
a cigarette. 

Clearly, none the less, this awk- 
wardness was lost on his friend. “I 
want to work off on you, Vinty, 
every blest thing that you'll let 
me; and when you've seen into my 
case a little further my reasons will 
so jump at your eyes that I’m con- 
vinced youll have patience with 
them.” 

“’'m not then, you think, too 
beastly interested myself —— ? I've 
got such a free mind, you mean, 
and such a hard heart, and such a 
record of failure to have been any 
use at all to myself, that I must be 
just the person, it strikes you, to 
save you all the trouble and secure 
you all the enjoyment?” That in- 
quiry Horton presently made, but 


with an addition ere Gray could 
answer. “My difficulty for myself, 
you see, has always been that I 
also am by my nature too beastly 
interested.” 

“Yes” — Gray promptly met it — 
“but you like it, take that easily, 
immensely enjoy it and are not a 
bit afraid of it. You carry it off and 
you don’t pay for it.” 

“Don’t you make anything,” 
Horton simply went on, “of my 
being for instance so uncannily in- 
terested in yourself?” 

Gray’s eyes again sounded him. 
“Are you really and truly? — to the 
extent of its not boring you?” But 
with all he had even at the worst 
to take for granted he waited for 
no reassurance. “You'll be so sorry 
for me that I shall wring your heart 
and you'll assist me for common 
pity.” 

“Well,” Horton returned, a nat- 
ural gaiety of response not wholly 
kept under, “how can I absurdly 
make believe that pitying you, if it 
comes to that, won’t be enough 
against nature to have some fasci- 
nation? Endowed with every ad- 
vantage, personal, physical, mate- 
rial, moral, in other words, bril- 
liantly clever, inordinately rich, 
strikingly handsome and _ incredi- 
bly good, your state yet insists on 
being such as to nip in the bud 
the hardy flower of envy. What’s 
the matter with you to bring that 
about would seem, I quite agree, 
well worth one’s looking into — 
even if it proves, by its perversity 
or its folly, something of a trial to 
one’s practical philosophy. When 
I pressed you some minutes ago 
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for the reason of your not facing 
the future with a certain ease you 
gave as that reason your want of 
education and wit. But please un- 
derstand,” Horton added, “that 
I’ve no time to waste with you on 
sophistry that isn’t so much as 
plausible.” He stopped a moment, 
his hands in his pockets, his head 
thrown all but extravagantly back, 
so that his considering look might 
have seemed for the time to de- 
scend from a height designed a 
little to emphasise Gray’s compar- 
ative want of stature. That young 
man’s own eyes remained the 
while, none the less, unresentfully 
raised; to such an effect indeed 
that, after some duration of this 
exchange, the bigger man’s fine 
irony quite visibly shaded into a 
still finer, and withal frankly kind- 
er, curiosity. Poor Gray, with a 
strained face and an agitation but 
half controlled, breathed quick 
and hard, as from inward pres- 
sure, and then, renouncing choice 
—there were so many things to 
say — shook his head, slowly and 
repeatedly, after a fashion that 
discouraged levity. “My dear boy,” 
said his friend under this sharper 
impression, “you do take it hard.” 
Which made Graham turn away, 
move about in vagueness of impa- 
tience and, still panting and still 
hesitating for other expression, ap- 
proach again, as from a blind’ im- 
pulse, the big chimney-piece, 
reach for a box that raised a pre- 
sumption of cigarettes and, the 
next instant, thrust it out in si- 
lence at his visitor. The latter’s 


welcome of the motion, his prompt 
appropriation of relief, was also 
mute; with which he found match- 
es in advance of Gray’s own notice 
of them and had a light ready, of 
which our young man himself par- 
took, before the box went back to 
its shelf. Odd again might have 
been for a protected witness of this 
scene — which of course is exactly 
what you are invited to be—the 
lapse of speech that marked it for 
the several minutes. Horton, truly 
touched now, and to the finer is- 
sue we have glanced at, waited 
unmistakably for the sign of some- 
thing more important than his im- 
agination, even at its best, could 
give him, and which, not less con- 
ceivably, would be the sort of 
thing he himself hadn’t signs, ei- 
ther actual or possible, for. He 
waited while they did the place at 
last the inevitable small violence 
—this being long enough to make 
him finally say: “Do you mean, on 
your honour, that you don’t like 
what has happened to you?” 

This unloosed then for Gray the 
gate of possible expression. “Of 
course I like it—that is of course 
I try to. I’ve been trying here, day 
after day, as hard as ever a decent 
man can have tried for anything; 
and yet I remain, don’t you see? a 
wretched little worm.” 

“Deary, deary me,” stared Hor- 
ton, “that you should have to bring 
up your appreciation of it from 
such depths! You go in for it as 
you would for the electric light or 
the telephone, and then find half- 
way that you can’t stand the ex- 
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pense and want the next-door man 
somehow to combine with you?” 
“That’s exactly it, Vinty, and 
youre the next-door man!” — Gray 
embraced the analogy with glee. 
“I can’t stand the expense, and yet 
I don’t for a moment deny I should 
immensely enjoy the convenience. 
I want,” he asseverated, “to like 
my luck. I want to go in for it, as 
you say, with every inch of any 
such capacity as I have. And I 
want to believe in my capacity; I 
want to work it up and develop it 
—I assure you on my honour I do. 
I’ve lashed myself up into feeling 
that if I don’t I shall be a base 
creature, a worm of worms, as I 
say, and fit only to be utterly 
ashamed. But that’s where you 
come in. You'll help me to develop. 
To develop my capacity I mean,” 
he explained with a wondrous can- 
dour..% \. : 
Horton was now, small marvel, 
all clear faith; even, the cigarettes 
helping, to the verge again of hi- 
larity. “Your capacity —I see. Not 
so much your property itself.” 
“Well” — Gray considered of it 
— “what will my property be ex- 
cept my capacity?” He spoke really 
as for the pleasure of seeing very 
finely and very far. “It won’t if I 
don’t like it, that is if I don’t un- 
derstand it, don’t you see? enough 
to make it count. Yes, yes, don’t 
revile me,” he almost feverishly in- 
sisted: “I do want it to count for 
all it’s worth, and to get everything 
out of it, to the very last drop 
of interest, pleasure, experience, 
whatever you may call it, that such 


a possession can yield. And I’m go- 
ing to keep myself up to it, to the 
top of the pitch, by every art and 
prop, by every helpful dodge, that 
I can put my hand on. You see if I 
don’t. I breathe defiance,” he con- 
tinued, with his rare radiance, “at 
any suspicion or doubt. But I come 
back,” he had to add, “to my point 
that it’s you that I essentially most 
depend on.” 

Horton again looked at him long 
and frankly; this subject of appeal 
might indeed for the moment have 
been as embarrassed between the 
various requisitions of response as 
Gray had just before shown him- 
self. But as the tide could surge 
for one of the pair so it could surge 
for the other, and the large truth 
of what Horton most grasped ap- 
peared as soon as he had spoken. 
“The name of your complaint, you 
poor dear delightful person, or the 
name at least of your necessity, 
your predicament and your solu- 
tion, is marriage to a wife at short 
order. I mean of course to an ami- 
able one. There, so obviously, is 
your aid and your prop, there are 
the sources of success for interest 
in your fortune, and for the whole 
experience and enjoyment of it, as 
you can’t find them elsewhere. 
What are you but just ‘fixed’ to 
marry, and what is the sense of 
your remarks but a more or less 
intelligent clamour for it?” 

Triumphant indeed, as we have 
said, for lucidity and ease, was this 
question, and yet it had filled the 
air, for its moment, but to drop at 
once by the practical puncture of 
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Gray’s perfect recognition. “Oh of 
course I’ve thought of that — but 
it doesn’t meet my case at all.” 
Had he been capable of disap- 
pointment in his friend he might 
almost have been showing it now. 

‘Horton had, however, no heat 
about it. “You mean you absolutely 
don’t want a wife — in connection, 
so to speak, with your difficulties; 
or with the idea, that is, of their 
being resolved into blessings?” 

“Well” — Gray was here at least 
all prompt and clear—“I keep 
down, in that matter, so much as I 
can any a priori or mere theoretic 
want. I see my possibly marrying 
as an effect, I mean—I somehow 
don’t see it at all as a cause. A 
cause, that is” —he easily worked 
it out — “of my getting other things 
right. It may be, in conditions, the 
greatest rightness of all; but I want 
to be sure of the conditions.” 

“The first of which is, I under- 
stand then” — for -this at least had 
been too logical for Haughty not 
to have to match it—“that you 
should fall so tremendously in love 
that you won’t be able to help 
yourself.” 

Graham just debated; he was all 
intelligence here. “Falling tremen- 
dously in love—the way you 
grands amoureux talk of such 
things!” 

“Where do you find, my boy,” 
Horton asked, “that I’m a grand 
amoureux?” 

Well, Gray had but to consult 
his memory of their young days to- 
gether; there was the admission, 
under pressure, that he might have 
confused the appearances. “They 


were at any rate always up and at 
you — which seems to have left me 
with the impression that your life 
is full of them.” 

“Every man’s life is full of them 
that has a door or a window they 
can come in by. But the question’s 
of yourself,” said Haughty, “and 
just exactly of the number of such 
that youll have to keep open or 
shut in the immense facade you'll 
now present.” 

Our young man might well have 
struck him as before all else incon- 
sequent. “I shall present an im- 
mense facade?” —Gray, from his 
tone of surprise, to call it nothing 
more, would have thought of this 
for the first time. 

But Horton just hesitated. 
“You've great ideas if you see it 
yourself as a small one.” 

“T don’t see it as any. I decline,” 
Gray remarked, “to have a facade. 
And if I don’t I shan’t have the 
windows and doors.” 

“You've got ’em already, fifty in 
a row — Haughty was remorseless 
—“and it isn’t a question of ‘hav- 
ing’: you are a facade; stretching 
a mile right and left. How can you 
not be when I’m walking up and 
down in front of you?” 

“Oh you walk up and down, you 
make the things you pass, and you 
can behave of course if you want 
like one of the giants in uniform, 
outside the big shops, who attend 
the ladies in and out. In fact,” 
Gray went on, “I don’t in the least 
judge that I am, or can be at all 
advertised as, one of the really big. 


You seem all here so hideously rich 


that I needn’t fear to count as ex- 


964 


The Ivory Tower 


traordinary; indeed I’m very com- 
petently assured I’m by all your 
standards a very moderate affair. 
And even if I were a much greater 
one” — he gathered force — “my ap- 
pearance of it would depend only 
on myself. You can have means 
and not be blatant; you can take 
up, by the very fact itself, if you 
happen to be decent, no more room 
than may suit your taste. I'll be 
hanged if I consent to take up an 
inch more than suits mine. Even 
though not of the truly bloated 
I’ve at least means to be quiet. Ev- 
ery One among us —I mean among 
the moneyed — isn’t a monster on 
exhibition.” In proof of which he 
abounded. “I know people myself 
who aren’t.” 

Horton considered him with 
amusement, as well apparently as 
the people that he knew! “Of 
course you may dig the biggest 
hole in the ground that ever was 
dug — spade-work comes high, but 
youll have the means—and get 
down into it and sit at the very 
bottom. Only your hole will be- 
come then the feature of the scene, 
and we shall crowd a thousand 
deep all round the edge of it.” 

Gray stood for a moment look- 
ing down, then faced his guest as 
with a slight effort. “Do you know 
about Rosanna Gaw?” And then 
while Horton, for reasons of his 
own, failed at once to answer: “She 
has come in for millions ——” 

“Twenty-two and a_ fraction,” 
Haughty said at once. “Do you 
mean that she sits, like Truth, at 
the bottom of a well?” he asked 
still more divertedly. 


Gray had a sharp gesture. “If 
there’s a person in the world whom 
I don’t call a facade —— |” 

“You don’t call her one?’ — 
Haughty took it right up. And he 
added as for very compassion: 
“My poor man, my poor man—!” 

“She loathes self-exhibition; she 
loathes being noticed; she loathes 
every form of publicity.” Gray 
quite flushed for it. 

Horton went to the mantel for 
another cigarette, and there was 
that in the calm way of it that 
made his friend, even though help- 
ing him this time to a light, wait 
in silence for his word. “She does 
more than that”—it was brought 
quite dryly out. “She loathes ev- 
ery separate dollar she possesses.” 

Gray’s sense of the matter, stren- 
uous though it was, could just 
stare at this extravagance of as- 
sent; seeing however, on second 
thoughts, what there might be in 
it. “Well then if what I have is a 
molehill beside her mountain, I 
can the more easily emulate her in 
standing back.” 

“What you have is a molehill?” 
Horton was concerned to inquire. 

Gray showed a shade of guilt, 
but faced his judge. “Well—so I 
gather.” 

The judge at this lost patience. 
“Am I to understand that you pos- 
itively cultivate vagueness and wa- 
ter it with your tears?” 

“Yes” — the culprit was at least 
honest — “I should rather say I do. 
And I want you to let me. Do let 
me.” 

“It’s apparently more then than 
Miss Gaw does!” 
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“Yes”— Gray again considered; 
“she seems to know more or less 
what she’s worth, and she tells me 
that I can’t even begin to approach 
ate 4 

“Very crushing of her!” his 
friend laughed. “You ‘make the 
pair, as they say, and you must 
help each other much. Her ‘loath- 
ing’ it exactly is—since we know 
all about it!—that gives her a 
frontage as wide as the Capitol at 
Washington. Therefore your com- 
parison proves little—though I 
confess it would rather help us,” 
Horton pursued, “if you could 
seem, as you say, to have asked one 
or two of the questions that I 
should suppose would have been 
open to you.” 

“Asked them of Mr. Crick, you 
mean?” 

“Well, yes—if you've nobody 
else, and as you appear not to have 
been able to have cared to look at 
the will yourself.” 

Something like a light of hope, 
at this, kindled in Gray’s face. 
“Would you care to look at it, 
Vinty?” 

The inquiry gave Horton pause. 
“Look at it now, you mean?” 

“Well—whenever you like. I 
think,” said Gray, “it must be in 
the house.” 

“You're not sure even of that?” 
his companion wailed. 

“Oh I know there are two” — 
our young man had coloured. “I 
don’t mean different ones, but cop- 
ies of the same,” he explained; 
“one of which Mr. Crick must 
have.” 

“And the other of which” — Hor- 


ton pieced it together—“is the 
one you offer to show me?” 

“Unless, unless ——!” and Gray, 
casting about, bethought himself. 
“Unless that one ——!” With his 
eyes on his friend’s he still shame- 
lessly wondered. 

“Unless that one has happened 
to get lost,” Horton tenderly sug- 
gested, “so that you can’t after all 
produce it?” 

“No, but it may be upstairs, up- 
stairs ——” Gray continued to turn 
this over. “I think it is,” he then 
recognised, “where I had perhaps 
better not just now disturb it.” 

His recognition was nothing, ap- 
parently, however, to the clear 
quickness of Horton’s. “It’s in your 
uncle’s own room?” 

“The room,” Gray assented, 
“where he lies in death while we 
talk here.” This, his tone suggest- 
ed, sufficiently enjoined delay. 

Horton’s concurrence was imme- 
diately such that, once more turn- 
ing off, he measured, for the inten- 
sity of it, half the room. “I can’t 
advise you without the facts that 
youre unable to give,” he said as 
he came back, “but I don’t indeed 
invite you to go and rummage in 
that presence.” He might have ex- 
haled the faintest irony, save that 
verily by this time, between these 
friends— by which I mean of 
course as from one of them only, 
the more generally assured, to the 
other —irony would, to an at all 
exhaustive analysis, have been felt 
to flicker in their medium. Gray 
might in fact, on the evidence of 


his next words, have found it just 


distinguishable, 
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“We do talk here while he lies in 
death” — they had in fine all se- 
renity for it. “But the extraordinary 
thing is that my putting myself this 
way at my ease — and for that mat- 
ter putting you at yours—is ex- 
actly what the dear man made to 
me the greatest point of. I haven’t 
the shade of a sense, and don’t 
think I ever shall have, of not do- 
ing what he wanted of me; for 
what he wanted of me,” our par- 
ticular friend continued, “is — well, 
so utterly unconventional. He 
would like my being the right sort 
of well-meaning idiot that you 
catch me in the very fact of. I 
warned him, I sincerely, passion- 
ately warned him, that I’m not fit, 
in the smallest degree, for the use, 
for the care, for even the most 
rudimentary comprehension, of a 
fortune; and that exactly it was 
which seemed most to settle him. 
He wanted me clear, to the last de- 
gree, not only of the financial 
brain, but of any sort of faint germ 
of the money-sense whatever — 
down to the very lack of power, if 
he might be so happy (or if I 
might!) to count up to ten on my 
fingers. Satisfied of the limits of my 
arithmetic he passed away in bliss.” 
To this, as fairly lucid, Horton 
had applied his understanding. 
“You can’t count up to ten?” 
“Not all the way. Still,” our 
young man smiled, “the greater in- 
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spiration may now give me the 
lift.” 

His guest looked as if one might 
by that time almost have doubted. 
But it was indeed an extraordinary 
matter. “How comes it then that 
your want of arithmetic hasn’t giv- 
en you a want of order? — unless 
indeed I’m mistaken and you were 
perhaps at sixes and sevens?” 

“Well, I think I was at sixes— 
though I never got up to sevens! 
I’ve never had the least rule or 
method; but that has been a sort 
of thing I could more or less cover 
up — from others, I mean, not from 
myself, who have always been 
helplessly ashamed of it. It hasn’t 
been the disorder of extravagance,” 
Gray explained,, “but the much 
more ignoble kind, the wasteful 
thrift that doesn’t really save, that 
simply misses, and that neither en- 
joys things themselves nor enjoys 
their horrid little equivalent of 
hoarded pence. I haven’t needed 
to count far, the fingers of one 
hand serving for my four or five 
possessions; and also I’ve kept 
straight not by taking no liberties 
with my means, but by taking none 
with my understanding of them. 
From fear of counting wrong, and 
from loathing of the act of numeri- 
cal calculation, and of the humilia- 
tion of having to give it up after so 
few steps from the start, I’ve nev- 
er counted at all—and that, you 
see, is what has saved me. That 
has been my sort of disorder — 
which you'll agree is the most piti- 
ful of all.” 

Horton once more turned away 
from him, but slowly this time, not 
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in impatience, rather with some- 
thing of the preoccupation of a 
cup-bearer whose bowl has been 
filled to the brim and who must 
carry it a distance with a steady 
hand. So for a minute or two might 
he have been taking this care; at 
the end of which, however, Gray 
saw him stop in apparent admira- 
tion before a tall inlaid and brass- 
bound French bahut; with the ef- 
fect, after a further moment, of a 
sharp break of their thread of talk. 
“You've got some things here at 
least to enjoy and that you ought 
to know how to ‘keep hold of; 
though I don’t so much mean,” he 
explained, “this expensive piece of 
furniture as the object of interest 
perched on top.” 

“Oh the ivory tower! — yes, isn’t 
that, Vinty, a prize piece and wor- 
thy of the lovely name?” 

Vinty remained for the time all 
admiration, having, as you would 
easily have seen, lights enough to 
judge by. “It appears to have been 
your uncle’s only treasure — as ev- 
erything else about you here is of 
a newness! And it isn’t so much too 
small, Gray,” he laughed, “for you 
to get into it yourself, when you 
went to get rid of us, and draw the 
doors to. If it’s a symbol of any 
retreat you really have an eye on 
I much congratulate you; I don’t 
know what I wouldn’t give myself 
for the ‘run’ of an ivory tower.” 

“Well, I can’t ask you to share 
mine,” Gray returned; “for the sit- 
uation to have a sense, I take it, 
one must sit in one’s tower alone. 
And I should properly say,” he 
added after an hesitation, “that 


mine is the one object, all round 
me here, that I don’t owe my un- 
cle: it has been placed at my dis- 
position, in the handsomest way in 
the world, by Rosanna Gaw.” 
“Ah that does increase the in- 
terest—even if susceptible of 
seeming to mean, to one’s bewil- 
derment, that it’s the sort of thing 
she would like to thrust you away 
into; which I hope, however, is far 
from the case. Does she then keep 
ivory towers, a choice assortment?” 
Horton quite gaily continued; “in 
the sense of having a row of them 
ready for occupation, and with 
tenants to match perchable in each 
and signalling along the line from 
summit to summit? Because” — 
and, facing about. from his con- 
templation, he piled up his image 
even as the type of object repre- 
sented by it might have risen in 
the air — “you give me exactly, you 
see, the formula of that young lady 
herself: perched aloft in an ivory 
tower is what she is, and I'll be 
hanged if this isn’t a hint to you 
to mount, yourself, into just such 
another; under the same provoca- 
tion, I fancy her pleading, as she 
has in her own case taken for suffi- 
cient.” Thus it was that, suddenly 
more brilliant than ever yet, to 
Graham’s apprehension, you might 
well have guessed, his friend stood 
nearer again—stood verily quite 
irradiating responsive ingenuity. 
Markedly would it have struck you 
that at such instants as this, most 
of all, the general hush that was so 
thick about them pushed upward 
and still further upward the fine 
flower of the inferential. Following 
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the pair closely from the first, and 
beginning perhaps with your idea 
that this life of the intelligence had 
its greatest fineness in Gray Field- 
er, you would by now, I dare say, 
have been brought to a more or 
less apprehensive foretaste of its 
possibilities in our other odd agent. 
For how couldn’t it have been to 
the full stretch of his elastic imag- 
ination that Haughty was drawn 
out by the time of his putting a 
certain matter beautifully to his 
companion? “Don’t I, ’gad, take the 
thing straight over from you — all 
of it you've been trying to convey 
to me here! — when I see you, up 
in the blue, behind your parapet, 
just gracefully lean over and call 
down to where I mount guard at 
your door in the dust and compar- 
ative darkness? It’s well to under- 
stand” —his thumbs now in his 
waistcoat-holes he measured his 
idea as if Gray’s own face fairly 
reflected it: “you want me to take 
all the trouble for you simply, in 
order that you may have all the 
fun. And you want me at the same 
time, in order that things shall be 
for you at their ideal of the easiest, 
to make you believe, as a salve to 
your conscience, that the fun isn’t 
so mixed with the trouble as that 
you can’t have it, on the right ar- 
rangement made with me, quite by 
itself. This is most ingenious of 
you,” Horton added, “but it doesn’t 
in the least show me, don’t you 
see? where my fun comes in.” 

“I wonder if I can do that,” 
Gray returned, “without making 
you understand first something of 
the nature of mine—or for that 


matter without my first under- 
standing myself perhaps what my 
queer kind of it is most likely to 
be.” 

His companion showed withal 
for more and more ready to risk 
amused recognitions. “You are 
‘um’ with your queer kinds, and 
might make my flesh creep, in 
these conditions, if it weren’t for 
something in me of rude pluck.” 
Gray, in speaking, had moved to- 
wards the great French meuble 
with some design upon it or upon 
the charge it carried; which Hor- 
ton’s eyes just wonderingly noted 
—and to the effect of an exaggera- 
tion of tone in his next remark. 
“However, there are assurances. 
one doesn’t keep repeating: it’s so 
little in me, I feel, to refuse you 
any service I’m capable of, no mat- 
ter how clumsily, that if you take 
me but confidently enough for the 
agent even of your unholiest pleas- 
ures, youll find me still putting 
them through for you when you've 
broken down in horror yourself.” 

“Of course it’s my idea that 
whatever I ask you shall be of in- 
terest to you, and of the liveliest, 
in itself — quite apart from any vir- 
tue of my connection with it. If it 
speaks to you that way so much 
the better,” Gray went on, stand- 
ing now before the big bahut with 
both hands raised and resting on 
the marble top. This lifted his face 
almost to the level of the base of 
his perched treasure —so that he 
stared at the ivory tower without 
as yet touching it. He only con- 
tinued to talk, though with his 
thought, as he brought out the rest 
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of it, almost superseded by the new 
preoccupation. “I shall absolutely 
decline any good of anything that 
isn’t attended by some equivalent 
or — what do you call it? — propor- 
tionate good for you. I shall pro- 
pose to you a percentage, if that’s 
the right expression, on every blest 
benefit I get from you in the way of 
the sense of safety.” Gray now 
moved his hands, laying them as in 
finer fondness to either smoothly- 
plated side of the tall repository, 
against which a finger or two ca- 
ressingly rubbed. His back turned 
therefore to Horton, he was divid- 
ed between the growth of his re- 
sponse to him and that of this more 
sensible beauty. “Don’t I kind of 
insure my life, my moral conscious- 
ness, I mean, for your advantage? 
—or with you, as it were, tak- 
ing you for the officeman or actu- 
ary, if I’m not muddling: to whom 
I pay a handsome premium for 
the certainty of there being to 
my credit, on my demise, a suffi- 
cient sum to clear off my debts and 
bury me.” 

“You propose to me a handsome 
premium? Catch me,” Horton 
laughed, “not jumping at that!” 

“Yes, and you'll of course fix the 
premium yourself.” But Gray was 
now quite detached, occupied only 
in opening his ivory doors with 
light fingers and then playing these 
a little, whether for hesitation or 
for the intenser pointing of inquiry, 
up and down the row of drawers 
so exposed. Against the topmost 
they then rested a moment — draw- 
ing out this one, however, with 
scant further delay and enabling 


themselves to feel within and so 
become possessed of an article con- 
tained. It was with this article in 
his hand that he presently faced 
about again, turning it over, rest- 
ing his eyes on it and then raising 
them to his visitor, who perceived 
in it a heavy letter, duly addressed, 
to all appearance, but not stamped 
and as yet unopened. “The distin- 
guished retreat, you see, has its 
tenant.” 

“Do you mean by its tenant the 
author of those evidently numer- 
ous pagesP—unless you rather 
mean, Horton asked, “that you 
seal up in packets the love-letters 
addressed to you and find that 
charming receptacle a congruous 
place to keep them? Is there a 
packet in every drawer, and do 
you take them out this way to re- 
mind yourself fondly that you have 
them and that it mayn’t be amiss 
to feel your conquests and their 
fine old fragrance dangled under 
my nose?” 

Our young man, at these words, 
had but returned to the considera- 
tion of his odd property, attaching 
it first again to the superscription 
and then to the large firm seal. “I 
haven’t the least idea what this is: 
and I’m divided in respect of it, I 
don’t mind telling you, between 
curiosity and repulsion.” 

Horton then also eyed the am- 


_ biguity, but at his discreet dis- 


tance and reaching out for it as 
little as his friend surrendered it. 
“Do you appeal to me by chance 
to help you to decide either way?” 

‘Poor Gray, still wondering and 
fingering, had a long demur. “No 
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—I don’t think I want to decide.” 
With which he again faced criti- 
cism. “The extent, Vinty, to which 
I think I must just like to drift— !” 

Vinty seemed for a moment to 
give this indicated quantity the at- 
tention invited to it, but without 
more action for the case than was 
represented by his next saying: 
» “Why then do you produce your 
question — apparently so much for 
my benefit?” 

“Because in the first place you 
noticed the place it lurks in, and 
because in the second I like to tell 
you things.” 

This might have struck us as 
making the strained note in Vinty’s 
smile more marked. “But that’s ex- 
actly, confound you, what you 
don’t do! Here have I been with 
you half an hour without your 
practically telling me anything!” 

Graham, very serious, stood a 
minute looking at him hard; suc- 
ceeding also quite it would seem 
in taking his words not in the least 
for a reproach but for a piece of 
information of the greatest rele- 
vance, and thus at once dismissing 
any minor importance. He turned 
back with his minor importance to 
his small open drawer, laid it with- 
in again and, pushing the drawer 
to, closed the doors of the cabinet. 
The act disposed of the letter, but 
had the air of introducing as defi- 
nite a statement as Horton could 
have dreamt of. “It’s a bequest 
from Mr. Gaw.” 

“A bequest” — Horton wondered 
—“of bank-notes?” 

“No— it’s a letter addressed to 
me just before his death, handed 


me by his daughter, to whom he 
intrusted it, and not likely, I think, 
to contain money. He was then 
sure, apparently, of my coming in 
for money; and even if he hadn’t 
been would have had no ground 
on earth for leaving me any- 
thing.” 

Horton’s visible interest was yet 
consonant with its waiting a little 
for expression. “He leaves you the 
great Rosanna.” 

Graham, at this, had a stare, fol- 
lowed by a flush as the largest 
possible sense of it came out. “You 
suppose it perhaps the expression 
of a wish ——?” And then as Hor- 
ton forbore at first as to what he 
supposed: “A wish that I may find 
confidence to apply to his daugh- 
ter for her hand?” 

“That hasn’t occurred to you 
before?” Horton asked —“nor the 
measure of the confidence suggest- 
ed been given you by the fact of 
your receiving the document from 
Rosanna herself? You do give me, 
you extraordinary person,” he gaily 
proceeded, “as good opportunities 
as I could possibly desire to ‘help’ 
you!” 

Graham, for all the felicity of 
this, needed but an instant to think. 
“I have it from Miss Gaw herself 
that she hasn’t an idea of what the 
letter contains—any more than 
she has the least desire that I shall 
for the present open it.” 

“Well, mayn’t that very attitude 
in her rather point to a suspicion?” 
was his guest’s ingenious reply. 
“Nothing could be less like her 
certainly than to appear in such a 
case to want to force your hand. It 
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makes her position—with exqui- 
site filial piety, you see — extraor- 
dinarily delicate.” 

Prompt as that might be, Gray 
appeared to show, no _ sportive 
sophistry, however charming, could 
work upon him. “Why should Mr. 
Gaw want me to marry his daugh- 
ter?” 

Horton again hung about a lit- 
tle. “Why should you be so afraid 
of ascertaining his. idea that you 
don’t so much as peep into what 
he writes on the subject?” 

“AfraidP Am I afraid?” Gray 
fairly spoke with a shade of the 
hopeful, as if even that would be 
richer somehow than drifting. 

“Well, you looked at your affair 
just now as you might at some 
small dangerous, some biting or 
scratching, animal whom youve 
not at all sure of.” 

“And yet you see I keep him 
about.” 

“Yes — you keep him in his cage, 
for which I suppose you have a 
key.” 

“I have indeed a key, a charm- 
ing little golden key.” With which 
Gray took another turn; once more 
facing criticism, however, to say 
with force: “He hated him most 
awfully!” 

Horton appeared to wonder. 
“Your uncle hated old Gaw?” 

“No—I don’t think he cared. I 
speak of Mr. Gaw’s own animus. 
He disliked ‘so mortally his old as- 
sociate, the man who lies dead up- 
stairs — and in spite of my consid- 
eration for him I still preserve his 
record.” 

“How do you know about his 


hate,” Horton asked, “or if your 
letter, since you haven’t read it, is 
a record?” 

“Well, I don’t trust it—I mean 
not to be. I don’t see what else he 
could have written me about. Be- 
sides,” Gray added, “I've my per- 
sonal impression.” 

“Of old Gaw? You have seen 
him then?” 

“I saw him out there on this ve- 
randah, where he was hovering in 
the most extraordinary fashion, a 
few hours before his death. It was 
only for a few minutes,” Gray said 
—“but they were minutes I shall 
never forget.” 

Horton’s interest, though so 
deeply engaged, was not unattend- 
ed with perplexity. “You mean he 
expressed to you such a feeling at 
such an hour?” 

“He expressed to me in about 
three minutes, without speech, to 
which it seemed he couldn’t trust 
himself, as much as it might have 
taken him, or taken anyone else, 
to express in three months at an- 
other time and on another subject. 
If you ever yourself saw him,” 
Gray went on, “perhaps you'll un- 
derstand.” 

“Oh I often saw him—and 
should indeed in your place per- 
haps have understood. I never 
heard him accused of not making 
people do so. But you hold,” said 
Horton, “that he must have backed 
up for you further the mystic rey- 
elation?” 

“He had written before he saw 
me — written on the chance of my 
being a person to be affected by 
it; and after seeing me he didn’t 
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destroy or keep back his message, 
but emphasised his wish for a 
punctual delivery.” 

“By which it is evident,” Horton 
concluded, “that you struck him 
exactly as such a person.” 

“He saw me, by my idea, as giv- 
ing my attention to what he had 
there ready for me.” Gray clearly 
had talked himself into possession 
of his case. “That’s the sort of per- 
son I succeeded in seeming to him 
— though I can assure you without 
my the least wanting to.” 

“What you feel is then that he 
thought he might attack with some 
sort of shock for you the charac- 
ter of your uncle?” Vinty’s ques- 
tion had a special straightness. 

“What I feel is that he has so 
attacked it, shock or no shock, and 
that that thing in my cabinet, 
which I haven’t examined, can 
only be the proof.” 

It gave Horton much to turn 
over. “But your conviction has an 
extraordinary bearing. Do I un- 
derstand that the thing was hand- 
ed you by your friend with a 
knowledge of its contents?” 

“Don’t, please,” Gray said at 
once, “understand anything either 
so hideous or so impossible. She 
but carried out a wish uttered on 
her father’s deathbed, and hasn’t 
so much as suggested that I break 
the portentous seal. I think in fact,” 
he assured himself, “that she great- 
ly prefers I shouldn’t.” 

“Which fact,” Horton observed, 
“but adds of course to your curi- 
osity.” 

Gray’s look at him betrayed on 
this a still finer interest in his in- 


terest. “You see the limits in me of 
that passion.” 

“Well, my dear chap, I’ve seen 
greater limits to many things than 
your having your little secret 
tucked away under your thumb. 
Do you mind my asking,” Horton 
risked, “whether what deters you 
from action — and by action I mean 
opening your letter — is just a real 
apprehension of the effect designed 
by the good gentleman? Do you 
feel yourself exposed, by the nature 
of your mind or any presumption 
on Gaw’s behalf, to give credit, 
vulgarly speaking, to whatever 
charge or charges he may bring?” 

Gray weighed the question, his 
wide dark eyes would have told us, 
in his choicest silver scales. “Nei- 
ther the nature of my mind, bless 
it, nor the utmost force of any pre- 
sumption to the contrary, prevents 
my having found my uncle, in his 
wonderful latest development, the 
very most charming person that 
I’ve ever seen in my life. Why he 
impressed me as a model of every 
virtue.” 

“I confess I don’t see,” said Hor- 
ton, “how a relative so behaving 
could have failed to endear him- 
self. With such convictions why 
don’t you risk looking?” 

Gray was but for a moment at a 
loss — he quite undertook to know. 
“Because the whole thing would 
be so horrible. I mean the ques- 
tion itself is—and even our here 
and at such a time discussing it.” 

“Nothing is horrible—to the 
point of making one quake,” Hor- 
ton opined, “that falls to the 
ground with a smash from the mo- 
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ment one drops it. The sense of 
your document is exactly what’s to 
be appreciated. It would have no 
sense at all if you didn’t believe.” 

Gray considered, but still dif- 
fered. “Yes, to find it merely vin- 
dictive and base, and thereby to 
have to take it for false, that would 
still be an odious experience.” 

“Then why the devil don’t you 
simply destroy the thing?” Horton 
at last quite impatiently inquired. 

Gray showed perhaps he had 
scarce a reason, but had, to the 
very brightest effect, an answer. 
“That’s just what I want you to 
help me to. To help me, that is,” 
he explained, “after a little to de- 
cide for.” 

“After a little?” wondered Hor- 
ton. “After how long?” 

“Well, after long enough for me 
to feel sure I don’t act in fear. I 
don’t want,” he went on as in fresh 
illustration of the pleasure taken 
by him, to the point, as it were, of 
luxury, in feeling no limit to his 
companion’s comprehension, or to 
the patience involved in it either, 
amusedly as Horton might at mo- 
ments attempt to belie that, add- 
ing thereby to the whole service 
something still more spacious — “I 
don’t want to act in fear of any- 
thing or of anyone whatever; I 
said to myself at home three weeks 
ago, or whenever, that it wasn’t for 
that I was going to come over; 
and I propose therefore, you see, 
to know so far as possible where I 
am and what I’m about: morally 
speaking at least, if not financially.” 

His friend but looked at him 
again on this in rather desperate 


diversion. “I don’t see how you're 
to know where you are, I confess, 
if you take no means to find out.” 

“Well, my acquisition of prop- 
erty seems by itself to promise me 
information, and for the under- 
standing of the lesson I shall have 
to take a certain time. What I 
want,” Gray finely argued, “is to 
act but in the light of that.” 

“In the light of time? Then why 
do you begin by so oddly wasting 
itP” 

“Because I think it may be the 
only way for me not to waste un- 
derstanding. Don’t be afraid,” he 
went on, moving as by the effect 
of Horton’s motion, which had 
brought that subject of appeal a 
few steps nearer the rare reposi- 
tory, “that I shall commit the ex- 
travagance of at all wasting you.” 

Horton, from where he had 
paused, looked up at the ivory 
tower; though as Gray was placed 
in the straight course of approach 
to it he had after a fashion to catch 
and meet his eyes by the way. 
“What you really want of me, it’s 
clear, is to help you to fidget and _ 
fumble — or in other words to pro- 
long the most absurd _ situation; 
and what I ought to do, if you’d 
believe it of me, is to take that 
stuff out of your hands and just 
deal with it myself.” 

“And what do you mean by 
dealing with it yourself?” 

“Why destroying it unread by 
either of us—which,” said Hor- 
ton, looking about, “I'd do in a 
jiffy, on the spot, if there were 
only a fire in that grate. The place 
is clear, however, and we’ve match- 
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es; let me chuck your letter in and 
enjoy the blaze with you.” 

“Ah, my dear man, don't! 
Don’t!” Gray repeated, putting it 
rather as a plea for indulgence 
than as any ghost of a defiance, but 
instinctively stepping backward in 
defence of his treasure. 

His companion, for a_ little, 
gazed at the cabinet, in specula- 
tion, it might really have seemed, 
as to an extraordinary reach of 
arm. “You positively prefer to hug 
the beastly thing?” 

“Tet me alone,” Gray presently 
returned, “and you'll probably find 
I’ve hugged it to death.” 

Horton took, however, on his 
side, a moment for further reflec- 
tion. “I thought what you wanted 
of me to be exactly not that I 
should let you alone, but that I 
should give you on the contrary 
my very best attention.” 

“Well,” Gray found felicity to 
answer, “I feel that youll see how 
your very best attention will some- 
times consist in your not at all 
minding me.” 

So then for the minute Horton 
looked as if he took it. The great 
clock on the mantel appeared to 
have stopped with the stop of its 
late owner’s life; so that he eyed 
his watch and startled at the hour 
to which they had talked. He put 
out his hand for good-night, and 
this returned grasp held them to- 
gether in silence a minute. Some- 
thing then in his sense of the situ- 
ation determined his breaking out 
with an intensity not yet produced 
in him. “Yes— you're really prodi- 
gious. I mean for trust in a fellow. 


For upon my honour you know 
nothing whatever about me.” 
“That’s quite what I mean,” said 
Gray — “that I suffer from my ig- 
norance of so much that’s impor- 
tant, and want naturally to correct 
Ten 
““Naturally’?” his visitor gloomed. 
“Why, I do know this about you, 
that when we were together with 
old Roulet at Neuchatel and, off 
on our cours that summer, had 
strayed into a high place, in the 
Oberland, where I was ass enough 
to have slid down to a scrap of a 
dizzy ledge, and so hung helpless 
over the void, unable to get back, 
in horror of staying and in greater 
horror of not, you got near enough 
to me, at the risk of your life, to 
lower to me the rope we so luckily 
had with us and that made an ef- 
fort of my own possible by my 
managing to pass it under my 
arms. You helped that effort from 
a place of vantage above that no- 
body but you, in your capacity for 
playing up, would for a moment 
have taken for one, and you so 
hauled and steadied and supported 
me, in spite of your almost equal 
exposure, that little by little I 
climbed, I scrambled, my absolute 
confidence in you helping, for it 
amounted to inspiration, and got 


. near to where you were.” 


“From which point,” said Hor- 
ton, whom this reminiscence had 
kept gravely attentive, “you in your 
turn rendered me such assistance, 
I remember, though I can’t for the 
life of me imagine how you con- 
trived, that the tables were quite 
turned and I shouldn’t in the least 
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have got out of my fix without 
you.” He now pulled up short how- 
ever; he stood a moment looking 
down. “It isn’t pleasant to remem- 
ber.” 

“It wouldn't,” Gray judged, “be 
pleasant to forget. You gave proof 
of extraordinary coolness.” 

Horton still had his eyes on the 
ground. “We both kept our heads. 
I grant it’s a decent note for us.” 

“If you mean we were associ- 
ated in keeping our heads, you 
kept mine,” Gray remarked, “much 
more than I kept yours. I should 
be without a head to-day if you 
hadn’t seen so to my future, just as 
I should be without a heart, you 
must really let me remark, if I 
didn’t look now to your past. I 
consider that to know that fact in 
it takes me of itself well-nigh far 
enough in appreciation of you for 
my curiosity, even at its most ex- 
asperated, to rest on a bed of roses. 
However, my imagination itself,” 
Gray still more beautifully went 
on, “insists on making additions — 
since how can’t it, for that matter, 
picture again the rate at which it 
made them then? I hadn’t even at 
the time waited for you to save my 
life in order to think you a swell. 
If I thought you the biggest kind 
of one, and if in your presence now 
I see just as much as ever why I 
did, what does that amount to but 
that my mind isn’t a blank about 
you?” 

“Well, if mine had ever been 
one about you,” said Horton, once 
more facing it, “our so interesting 
conversation here would have suf- 


ficed to cram it full. The least I 


can make of you, whether for your 
protection or my profit, is just that 
youre insanely romantic.” 

“Romantic — yes,” Gray smiled; 
“but oh, but oh, so systematically!” 

“It’s your system that’s exactly 
your madness. How can you take 
me, without a stroke of success, 
without a single fact of perform- 
ance, to my credit, for anything 
but an abject failure? You're in 
possession of no faintest sign, kind- 
ly note, that I’m not a mere impu- 
dent ass.” 

Gray accepted this reminder, for 
all he showed to the contrary, in 
the admiring spirit in which he 
might have regarded a splendid 
somersault or an elegant trick with 
cards; indulging, that is, by his 
appearance, in the forward bend 
of attention to it, but then falling 
back to more serious ground. “It’s 
my romance that’s itself my rea- 
son; by which I mean that I’m 
never so reasonable, so deliberate, 
so lucid and so capable —to call 
myself capable at any hour! —as 
when I’m most romantic. ’m me- 
thodically and consistently so, and 
nothing could make and keep me, 
for any dealings with me, I hold, 
more conveniently safe and quiet. 
You see that you can lead me 
about by a string if you'll only tie 
it to my appropriate finger — which 
youll find out, if you don’t mind 
the trouble, by experience of the 
wrong ones, those where the at- 
tachment won’t ‘act.”” He drew 
breath to give his friend the bene- 
fit of this illustration, but another 
connection quickly caught him up. 
“How can you pretend to suggest 
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that you’re in these parts the faint- 
est approach to an_ insignificant 
person? How can you pretend that 
‘youre not as clever as you. can 
stick together, and with the clever- 
ness of the right kind? For there 
are odious kinds, I know —the 
kind that redresses other people’s 
stupidity instead of sitting upon 
ite 

“Tll answer you those questions,” 
Horton goodhumouredly said, “as 
soon as you tell me how you've 
come by your wonderful ground 
for them. Till you're able to do that 
I shall resent your torrent of abuse. 
The appalling creature you appear 
to wish to depict!” 

“Well, youre simply a figure — 
what I call —in all the force of the 
term; one has only to look at you 
to see it, and I shall give up draw- 
ing conclusions from it only when 
I give up looking. You can make 
out that there’s nothing in a prej- 
udice,” Gray developed, “for a 
prejudice may be, or must be, so 
to speak, single-handed; but you 
can’t not count with a relation —I 
mean one youre a party to, be- 
cause a relation is exactly a fact of 
reciprocity. Our reciprocity, which 
exists and which makes me a party 
to it by existing for my benefit, just 
as it makes you one by existing for 
yours, can’t possibly result in your 
not ‘figuring’ to me, don’t you see? 
with the most admirable intensity. 
And I simply decline,” our young 
man wound up, “not to believe tre- 
mendous things of any subject of a 
relation of mine.” 

“‘Any’ subject?” Vinty echoed 
in a tone that showed how intelli- 


gently he had followed. “That con- 
dition, I’m afraid,” he smiled, “will 
cut down not a little your general 
possibilities of relation.” And then 
as if this were cheap talk, but a 
point none the less remained: “In 
this country one’s a figure (what- 
ever you may mean by that!) on 
easy terms; and if I correspond to 
your idea of the phenomenon you'll 
have much to do—I won’t say for 
my simple self, but for the com- 
fort of your mind—to make your 
fond imagination fit the funny 
facts. You pronounce me an awful 
swell — which, like everything else 
over here, has less weight of sense 
in it for the saying than it could 
have anywhere else; but what bar- 
est evidence have you of any posi- 
tive trust in me shown on any oc- 
casion or in any connection by one 
creature you can name?” 

“Trust?” — Gray looked at the 
red tip of the cigarette between 
his fingers. 

“Trust, trust, trust!” 

Well, it didn’t take long to say. 
“What do you call it but trust that 
such people as the Bradhams, and 
all the people here, as he tells me, 
receive you with open arms?” 

“Such people as the Bradhams 
and as ‘all the people here’!” — 
Horton beamed on him for the 
beauty of that. “Such authorities 
and such ‘figures,’ such allegations, 
such perfections and such proofs! 
Oh,” he said, “I’m going to have 
great larks with you!” 

“You give me then the evidence 
I want in the very act of challeng- 
ing me for it. What better proof 
of your situation and your char- 
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acter than your possession exactly 
of such a field for whatever you 
like, of such a dish for serving me 
up? Mr. Bradham, as you know,” 
Gray continued, “was this morning 
so good as to pay me a visit, and 
the form in which he put your 
glory to me—because we talked 
of you ever so pleasantly — was 
that, by his appreciation, you know 
your way about the place better 
than all the rest of the knowing 
put together.” 

Horton smiled, smoked, kept his 
hands in his pockets. “Dear deep 
old Davey!” 

“Yes,” said Gray consistently, 
“isn’t he a wise old specimen? It’s 
rather horrid for me having thus 
to mention, as if you had applied 
to me for a place, that I’ve picked 
up a good ‘character’ of you, but 
since you insist on it he assured 
me that I couldn’t possibly have a 
better friend.” 

“Well, he’s a most unscrupulous 
old person and ought really to be 
ashamed. What it comes to,” 
Haughty added, “is that though 
I’ve repeatedly stayed with them 
they've to the best of his belief 
never missed one of the spoons. 
The fact is that even if they had 
poor Davey wouldn’t know it.” 

“He doesn’t take care of the 
spoons?” Gray asked in a tone that 
made his friend at once swing 
round and away. He appeared to 
note an unexpectedness in this, 
yet, “out” as he was for unexpect- 
edness, it could grow, on the 
whole, clearly, but to the raising of 
his spirits. “Well, I shall take care 
of my loose valuables and, un- 


warned by the Bradhams and like- 
ly to have such things to all ap- 
pearance in greater number than 
ever before, what can I do but 
persist in my notion of asking you 
to keep with me, at your conven- 
ience, some proper count of them?” 
After which as Horton’s movement 
had carried him quite to the far 
end of the room, where the force 
of it even detained him a little, 
Gray had him again well in view 
for his return, and was prompted 
thereby to a larger form of pres- 
sure. “How can you pretend to 
palm off on me that women mustn’t 
in prodigious numbers ‘trust’ you?” 

Haughty made of his shoulders 
the most prodigious hunch. “What 
importance, under the sun, has the 
trust of women — in numbers how- 
ever prodigious? It’s never what’s 
best in a man they trust —it’s ex- 
actly what’s worst, what’s most ir- 
relevant to anything or to any class 
but themselves. Their kind of con- 
fidence,” he further elucidated, “is 
concerned only with the effect of 
their own operations or with those 
to which they are subject; it has 
no light either for a man’s other 
friends or for his enemies: it proves 
nothing about him but in that par- 
ticular and wholly detached rela- 
tion. So neither hate me nor like 
me, please, for anything any wom- 
an may tell you.” 

Horton’s hand had on this re- 
newed and emphasised its proposal 
of good-night; to which his host 
acceded with the remark: “What 
superfluous precautions you take!” 

“How can you call them super- 
fluous,” he asked in answer to this, 
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“when you've been taking them at 
such a rate yourself? —in the in- 
terest, I mean, of trying to persuade 
me that you can’t stand on your 
feet?” 

“Tt hasn’t been to show you that 
Tm silly about life — which is what 
you've just been talking of. It has 
only been to show you that I’m 
silly about affairs,” Gray said as 
they went at last through the big 
bedimmed hall to the house doors, 
which stood open to the warm sum- 
mer night under the protection of 
the sufficient outward reaches. 

“Well, what are affairs but life?” 
Vinty, at the top of the steps, 
sought to know. 


“You'll make me feel, no doubt, 
how much they are — which would 
be very good for me. Only life isn’t 
affairs — that’s my subtle distinc- 
tion,” Gray went on. 

“I’m not sure, I’m not sure!” said 
Horton while he looked at the 
stars. 

“Oh rot—I am!” Gray happily 
declared; to which he the next mo- 
ment added: “What it makes you 
contend for, you see, is the fact of 
my silliness.” 

“Well, what is that but the most 
splendid fact about you, you jolly 
old sage?”— and his visitor, get- 
ting off, fairly sprang into the 
shade of the shrubberies. 
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Acain and again, during the fort- 
night that followed his uncle’s 
death, were his present and his fu- 
ture to strike our young man as an 
extraordinary blank cheque signed 
by Mr. Betterman and which, from 
the moment he accepted it at all, 
he must fill out, according to his 
judgment, his courage and _ his 
faith, with figures, monstrous, fan- 
tastic, almost cabalistic, that it 
seemed to him he should never 
learn to believe in. It was not so 
much the wonder of there being 
in various New York institutions 
strange deposits of money, to 
amounts that, like familiar moun- 
tain masses, appeared to begin at 
the blue horizon and, sloping up 
and up toward him, grew bigger 
and bigger the nearer he or they 
got, till they fairly overhung him 
with their purple power to meet 
whatever drafts upon them he 
should make; it was not the tone, 
the climax of dryness, of that dry- 
est of men Mr. Crick, whose an- 
swering remark as to any and ev- 
ery particular presumption of cred- 
it was “Well, I guess I’ve fixed it 
so as youll find something there”; 
that sort of thing was of course 
fairy-tale enough in itself, was all 
the while and in a hundred con- 
nections a sweet assault on his cre- 
dulity, but was at the same time a 


phase of experience comparatively 
vulgar and that tended to lose its 
edge with repetition. The real, the 
overwhelming sense of his adven- 
ture was much less in the fact that 
he could lisp in dollars, as it were, 
and see the dollars come, than in 
those vast vague quantities, those 
spreading tracts, of his own con- 
sciousness itself on which his kins- 
man’s prodigious perversity had 
imposed, as for his exploration, the 
aspect of a boundless capital. This 
trust of the dead man in his hav- 
ing a nature that would show to 
advantage under a bigger strain 
than it had ever dreamed of meet- 
ing, and the corresponding deso- 
late freedom on his own part to 
read back into the mystery such 
refinements either, or such crude 
candours, of meaning and motive 
as might seem best to fit it, that 
was the huge vague inscribable 
sum which ran up into the mil- 
lions and for which the signature 
that lettered itself to the last neat- 
ness wherever his mind’s eye rest- 
ed was “good” enough to reduce 
any more casual sign in the scheme 
of nature or of art to the state of 
a negligible blur. Mr. Crick’s want 
of colour, as Gray qualified this 
gentleman’s idiosyncrasy from the 
moment he saw how it would be 
their one point of contact, became, 
by the extreme rarity and clarity 
with which it couldn’t but affect 
him, the very most gorgeous gem, 
of the ruby or topaz order, that the 
smooth forehead of the actual was 
for the present to flash upon him. 
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For dry did it appear inevitable 
to take the fact of a person’s turn- 
ing up, from New York, with no 
other retinue than an attendant 
scribe in a straw hat, a few hours 
before his uncle’s last one, and be- 
ing beholden to mere Miss Mum- 
by for simple introduction to Gray 
as Mr. Betterman’s lawyer. So had 
such sparenesses and barenesses of 
form to register themselves for a 
mind beset with the tradition that 
consequences were always some- 
how voluminous things; and yet 
the dryness was of a sort, Gray 
soon apprehended, that he might 
take up in handfuls, as if it had 
been the very sand of the Sahara, 
and thereby find in it, at the least 
exposure to light, the collective 
shimmer of myriads of fine parti- 
cles. It was with the substance of 
the desert taken as monotonously 
sparkling under any motion to dig 
in it that the abyss of -Mr. Crick’s 
functional efficiency was filled. 
That efficiency, in respect to the 
things to be done, would clearly 
so answer to any demand upon it 
within the compass of our young 
man’s subtlety, that the result for 
him could only be a couple of days 
of inexpressible hesitation as to the 
outward air he himself should be 
best advised to aim at wearing. He 
reminded himself at this crisis of 
the proprietor of a garden, newly 
acquired, who might walk about 
with his gardener and try to com- 
bine, in presence of abounding 
plants and the vast range of lux- 
uriant nature, an ascertainment of 
names and properties and proc- 
esses with a dissimulation, for de- 


cent appearance, of the positive 
side of his cockneyism. By no im- 
agination of a state of mind so un- 
furnished would the gardener ever 
have been visited; such gaping 
seams in the garment of knowledge 
must affect him at the worst as 
mere proprietary languor, the off- 
handness of repletion; and no ef- 
fective circumvention of tradition- 
al takings for granted could late- 
born curiosity therefore achieve. 
Gray’s hesitation ceased only when 
he had decided that he needn't 
care, comparatively speaking, for 
what Mr. Crick might think of 
him. He was going to care for 
what others might— this at least 
he seemed restlessly to apprehend; 
he was going to care tremendously, 
he felt himself make out, for what 
Rosanna Gaw might, for what Hor- 
ton Vint might—even, it struck 
him, for what Davey Bradham 
might. But in presence of Mr. 
Crick, who insisted on having no 
more personal identity than the 
omnibus conductor stopping be- 
fore you but just long enough to 
bite into a piece of pasteboard with 
a pair of small steel jaws, the ques- 
tion of his having a character ei- 
ther to keep or to lose declined all 
relevance — and for the reason in 
especial that whichever way it 
might turn for him would remain 
perhaps, so to speak, the most un- 
expressed thing that should ever 
have happened in the world. 

The effect producible by him on 
the persons just named, and ex- 
tending possibly to whole groups 
of which these were members, 
would be an effect because some- 
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how expressed and encountered as 
expression: when had he in all his 
life, for example, so lived in the 
air of expression and so depended 
on the help of it, as in that so 
thrilling night-hour just spent with 
the mystifying and apparently mys- 
tified, yet also apparently attached 
and, with whatever else, attaching, 
Vinty? It wasn’t that Mr. Crick, 
whose analogue he had met on ev- 
ery occasion of his paying his fare 
in the public conveyances — where 
the persons to whom he paid it, 
without perhaps in their particu- 
lars resembling each other, all 
managed nevertheless to be felt as 
gathered into this reference — 
wasn’t in a high degree conversi- 
ble; it was that the more he con- 
versed the less Gray found out 
what he thought not only of Mr. 
Betterman’s heir but of any other 
subject on which they touched. 
The gentleman who would, by 
Gray’s imagination, have been act- 
ing for the executors of his uncle’s 
will had not that precious docu- 
ment appeared to dispense with 
every superfluity, could state a 
fact, under any rash invitation, and 
endow it, as a fact, with the great- 
est conceivable amplitude — this 
too moreover not because he was 
garrulous or gossiping, but be- 
cause those facts with which he 
was acquainted, the only ones -on 
which you would have dreamed 
of appealing to him, seemed all 
perfect nests or bags of other facts, 
bristling or bulging thus with ev- 
ery intensity of the positive and 
leaving no room in their interstices 
for mere appreciation to so much 


as turn round. They were them- 
selves appreciation — they became 
so by the simple force of their ex- 
isting for Mr. Crick’s arid men- 
tion, and they so covered the 
ground of his consciousness to the 
remotest edge that no breath of 
the air either of his own mind or 
of anyone’s else could have pre- 
tended to circulate about them. 
Gray made the reflection — tend- 
ing as he now felt himself to waste 
rather more than less time in this 
idle trick — that the different mat- 


' ters of content in some misunder- 


standings have so glued them- 
selves together that separation has 
quite broken down and one con- 
tinuous block, suggestive of di- 
mensional squareness, with me- 
chanical perforations and_ other 
aids to use subsequently intro- 
duced, comes to represent the 
whole life of the subject. What it 
amounted to, he might have gath- 
ered, was that Mr. Crick was of 
such a common commonness as he 
had never up to now seen so effi- 
ciently embodied, so completely 
organised, so securely and protect- 
edly active, in a word — not to say 
so garnished and adorned with 
strange refinements of its own: he 
had somehow been used to think- 
ing of the extreme of that quality 
as a note of defeated application, 
just as the extreme of rarity would 
have to be. His domestic compan- 
ion of these days again and again 
struck him as most touching the 
point at issue, and that point alone, 
when most proclaiming at every 
pore that there wasn’t a difference, 
in all the world, between one thing 
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and another. The refusal of his 
whole person to figure as a fact in- 
vidiously distinguishable, that of 
his aspect to have an identity, of 
his eyes to have a consciousness, 
of his hair to have a colour, of his 
nose to have a form, of his mouth 
to have a motion, of his voice 
to consent to any separation of 
sounds, made intercourse with him 
at once extremely easy and extraor- 
dinarily empty; it was deprived of 
the flicker of anything by the way 
and resembled the act of moving 
forward in a perfectly-rolling car- 
riage with the blind of each win- 
dow neatly drawn down. 

Gray sometimes advanced to 
the edge of trying him, so to call 
it, as to the impression made on 
him by lack of recognitions assur- 
edly without precedent in any ex- 
perience, any, least of all, of the 
ways of beneficiaries; but under 
the necessity on each occasion of 
our young man’s falling back from 
the vanity of supposing himself 
really presentable or apprehensi- 
ble. For a grasp of him on such 
ground to take place he should 
have had first to show himself and 
to catch his image somehow re- 
flected; simply walking up and 
down and shedding bland grati- 
tude didn’t convey or exhibit or 
express him in this case, as he was 
sure these things had on the other 
hand truly done where everyone 
else, where his uncle and Rosanna, 
where Mr. Gaw and even Miss 
Mumby, where splendid Vinty, 
whom he so looked to, and awfully 
nice Davey Bradham, whom he so 
took to, were concerned. It all 


came back to the question of terms 
and to the perception, in varying 
degrees, on the part of these per- 
sons, of his own; for there were 
somehow none by which Mr. Crick 
was penetrable that would really 
tell anything about him, and he 
could wonder in freedom if he 
wasn't then to know too that last 
immunity from any tax on his for- 
tune which.would consist in his 
having never to wince. Against 
wincing in other relations than this 
one he was prepared, he only de- 
sired, to take his precautions — vi- 
sionary precautions in those con- 
nections truly swarming upon him, 
but apparently he was during these 
first days of the mere grossness of 
his reality to learn something of 
the clear state of seeing every fond 
sacrifice to superstition that he 
could think of thrust back at him. 
If he could but have brought his 
visitor to say after twenty-four 
hours of him “Well, you're the 
damnedest little idiot ’'ve ever had 
to pretend to hold commerce with!” 
that would on the spot have 
pressed the spring of his rich sac- 
rificial “Oh I must be, I must be! 
— how can I not abjectly and grate- 
fully be?” Something at least would 
so have been done to placate the 
jealous gods. But instead of that 
the grossness of his reality just 
flatly included this supremely use- 
ful friend’s perhaps supposing him 
a vulgar voluptuary, or at least a 
mere gaping maw, cynically, which 
amounted to say frivolously, indif- 
ferent to everything but the gen- 
eral fact of his windfall. Strange 
that it should be impossible in any 
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particular whatever to inform or to 
correct Mr. Crick, who sat unap- 
proachable in the midst of the only 
knowledge that concerned him. 
He couldn’t help feeling it con- 
veyed in the very breath of the 
summer airs that played about him, 
to his fancy, in a spirit of frolic 
still lighter and quicker than they 
had breathed in other climes, he 
couldn’t help almost: seeing it as 
the spray of sea-nymphs, or hear- 
ing it as the sounded horn of tri- 
tons, emerging, to cast their spell, 
from the foam-flecked tides around, 
that he was regarded as a creature 
rather unnaturally “quiet” there on 
his averted verandahs and in his 
darkened halls, even at moments 
when quite immense things, by his 
own measure, were happening to 
him. Everything, simply, seemed to 
be happening, and happening all 
at once —as he could say to him- 
self, for instance, by the fact of 
such a mere matter as his pulling 
up at some turn of his now re- 
newedly ceaseless pacing to take 
in he could scarce have said what 
huge though soft collective rum- 
ble, what thick though dispersed 
exhalation, of the equipped and 
appointed life, the life that phrased 
itself with sufficient assurance as 
the multitudinous throb of New- 
port, borne toward him from vague 
regions, from behind and beyond 
his temporary blest barriers, and 
representing for the first time in 
his experience an appeal directed 
at him from a source not somewhat 
shabbily single. An impression like 
that was in itself an event — so re- 
peatedly in his other existence (it 


was already his quite unconnect- 
edly other) had the rumour of the 
world, the voice of society, the 
harmonies of possession, been 
charged, for his sensibility, with 
reminders which, so far from 
suggesting association, positively 
waved him off from it. Mr. Better- 
man’s funeral, for all the rigour of 
simplicity imposed on it by his pre- 
liminary care, had enacted _ itself 
in a ponderous, numerous, in fact 
altogether swarming and resound- 
ing way; the old local cemetery on 
the seaward-looking hillside, as 
Gray seemed to identify it, had 
served for the final scene, and our 
young man’s sense of the whole 
thing reached its finest point in an 
unanswered question as to wheth- 
er the New York business world or 
the New York newspaper interest 
were the more copiously present. 
The business world broke upon 
him during the recent rites in 
large smooth tepid waves — he was 
conscious of a kind of generalised 
or, as they seemed to be calling it, 
standardised face, as of sharpness 
without edge, save when edge was 
unexpectedly improvised, bent up- 
on him for a hint of what might 
have been better expressed could 
it but have been expressed humor- 
ously; while the newspaper inter- 
est only fed the more full, he felt 
even at the time, from the perfect- 
ly bare plate offered its flocking 
young emissaries by the most rec- 
ognising eye at once and the most 
deprecating dumbness that he 
could command. 

He had asked Vinty, on the mor- 
row of Vinty’s evening visit, to 
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“act” for him in so far as this might 
be; upon which Vinty had said 
gaily — he was unexceptionally gay 
now — “Do you mean as your .best 
man at your marriage to the bride 
who is so little like St. Francis’s? 
much as you yourself strike me, 
you know, as resembling the man 
of Assisi.” Vinty, at his great pres- 
ent ease, constantly put things in 
such wonderful ways; which were 
nothing, however, to the way he 
mostly did them during the days 
he was able to spare before going 
off again to other calls, other per- 
formances in other places, braver 
and breezier places on the bolder 
northern coast, it mostly seemed: 
his allusions to which excited ab- 
solutely the more curious interest 
in his friend, by an odd law, in 
proportion as he sketched them, 
under pressure, as probably alto- 
gether alien to the friend’s sympa- 
thies. That was to be for the time, 
by every indication, his amusing 
“line” — his taking so confident and 
insistent a view of what it must be 
in Gray’s nature and tradition to 
like or not to like that, as our 
young man for that matter himself 
assured him, he couldn’t have in- 
vented a more successfully insidi- 
ous way of creating an appetite 
than by passing under a fellow’s 
nose every sort of whiff of the in- 
digestible. One thing at least was 
clear, namely: that, let his pre- 
sumption of a comrade’s suscepti- 
bilities, his possible reactions, un- 
der general or particular exposure, 
approve itself or not, the extent to 
which: this free interpreter was go- 
ing personally to signify for the 


savour of the whole stretched there 
as a bright assurance. Thus he was 
all the while acting indeed — act- 
ing so that fond formulations of it 
could only become in the prompt- 
est way mere redundancies of ref- 
erence; he acted because his ap- 
proach, his look, his touch made 
somehow, by their simply project- 
ing themselves, a definite differ- 
ence for any question, great or 
small, in the least subject to them; 
and this, after the most extraordi- 
nary fashion, not in the least 
through his pressing or interfering 
or even so much as intending, but 
just as a consequence of his hav- 
ing a sense and an intelligence of 
the given affair, such as it might 
be, to which, once he was present | 
at it, he was truly ashamed not to 
conform. That concentrated pas- 
sage between the two men while 
the author of their situation was 
still unburied would of course al- 
ways hover to memory’s eye like 
a votive object in the rich gloom of 
a chapel; but it was now discon- 
nected, attached to its hook once 
for all, its whole meaning con- 
verted with such small delay into 
working, playing force and multi- 
plied tasteable fruit. 

Quiet as he passed for keeping 
himself, by the impression I have 
noted, how could Gray have felt 
more plunged in history, how could 
he by his own sense more have 
waked up to it each morning and 
gone to bed with it each night, sat 
down to it whenever he did sit 
down, which was never for long, 
whether at a meal, at a book, at a 
letter, or at the wasted endeavour 
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to become, by way of a change, 
really aware of his consciousness, 
than through positively missing as 
he did the hint of anything in par- 
ticular to doP — missing and miss- 
ing it all the while and yet at no 
hour paying the least of the penal- 
ties that are supposed to attend 
the drop of responsibility and the 
substituted rule of fatuity. How 
couldn’t it be agitation of a really 
sublime order to have it come over 
one that the personage in the world 
one must most resemble at such a 
pitch would be simply, at one’s 
choice, the Kaiser or the Czar, po- 
tentates who only know their situ- 
ation is carried on by attestation of 
the fact that push it wherever they 
will they never find it isn’t? Thus 
they are referred to the existence 
of machinery, the working of which 
machinery is answered for, they 
may feel, whenever their eyes rest 
on one of those figures, ministerial 
or ceremonial, who may be, as it 
is called, in waiting. Mr. Crick was 
in waiting, Horton Vint was in 
waiting, Rosanna Gaw even, at 
this moment a hundred miles 
away, was in waiting, and so was 
Davey Bradham, though with but 
a single appearance at the palace 
as yet to his credit. Neither Hor- 
ton nor Mr. Crick, it was true, 
were more materially, more recur- 
rently present than a_ fellow’s 
nerves, for the wonder of it all, 
could bear; but what was it but 
just being Czar or Kaiser to keep 
thrilling on one’s own side before 
the fact that this made no differ- 
ence? Vulgar reassurance was the 
greatest of vulgarities; monarchs 


could still be irresponsible, thanks 
to their ministers’ not being, and 
Gray repeatedly asked himself how 
he should ever have felt as he gen- 
erally did if it hadn’t been so ab- 
solutely exciting that while the 
scattered moments of Horton’s 
presence and the fitful snatches of 
telephonic talk with him lasted the 
gage of protection, perfectly cer- 
tain patronising protection, added 
a still pleasanter light to his eye 
and ring to his voice, casual and 
trivial as he clearly might have 
liked to keep these things. Great 
monarchies might be “run,” but 
great monarchs weren’t — unless of 
course often by the favourite or the 
mistress; and one hadn’t a mistress 
yet, goodness knew, and if one was 
threatened with a favourite it 
would be but with a favourite of 
the people too. 

History and the great life surged 
in upon our hero through such im- 
ages as these at their fullest tide, 
finding him out however he might 
have tried to hide from them, and 
shaking him perhaps even with no 
livelier question than when it oc- 
curred to him for the first time 
within the week, oddly enough, 
that the guest of the Bradhams 
never happened, while his own 
momentary guest, to meet Mr. 
Crick, in his counsels, by so much 
as an instant’s overlapping, any 
more than it would chance on a 
single occasion that he should 
name his friend to that gentleman 
or otherwise hint at his existence, 
still less his importance. Was it 
just that the king was usually shy 
of mentioning the favourite to the 
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head of the treasury and that vari- 
ous decencies attached, by tradi- 
tion, to keeping public and private 
advisers separate? “Oh I absolute- 
ly decline to come in, at any point 
whatever, between you and him; 
as if there were any sort of help I 
can give you that he won’t ever so 
much better!” — those words had 
embodied, on the morrow, Vinty’s 
sole allusion to the main sense of 
their first talk, which he had gone 
on with in no direct fashion. He 
had thrown a ludicrous light on 
his committing himself to any such 
atrocity of taste while the empow- 
ered person and quite ideally right 
man was about; but points would 
come up more and more, did come 
up, in fact already had, that they 
doubtless might work out together 
happily enough; and it took Hor- 
ton in fine the very fewest hours 
to give example after example of 
his familiar and immediate wit. 
Nothing could have better illus- 
trated this than the interest thrown 
by him for Gray over a couple of 
subjects that, with many others in- 
deed, beguiled three or four rides 
taken by the friends along the in- 
dented shores and other seaside 
stretches and reaches of their low- 
lying promontory in the freshness 
of the early morning and when the 
scene might figure for themselves 
alone. Gray, clinging as yet to his 
own premises very much even as 
a stripped swimmer might loiter to 
enjoy an air-bath before his dive, 
had yet mentioned that he missed 
exercise and had at once found 
Vinty full of resource for his tak- 
ing it in that pleasantest way. Ev- 


erything, by his assurance, was go- 
ing to be delightful but the gen- 
erality of the people; thus, accord- 
ingly, was the generality of the 
people not yet in evidence, thus at 
the sweet hour following the cool 
dawn could the world he had be- 
come possessed of spread about 
him unspoiled. 

It was perhaps in Gray to won- 
der a little in these conditions what 
was then in evidence, with decks 
so invidiously cleared; this being, 
however, a remark he forebore to 
make, mystified as he had several 
times been, and somehow didn’t 
like too much being, by having 
had to note that to differ at all from 
Vinty on occasions apparently of- 
fered was to provoke in him at 
once a positive excess of agree- 
ment. He always went further, as 
it were, and Gray himself, as he 
might say, didn’t want to go those 
lengths, which were out of the 
range of practical politics alto- 
gether. Horton’s habit, as it seemed 
to show itself, was to make out of 
saving sociability or wanton inge- 
nuity or whatever, a distinction for 
which a companion might care, but” 
for which he himself didn’t with 
any sincerity, and then to give his 
own side of it away, from the mo- 
ment doubt had been determined, 
with an almost desolating sweep 
of surrender. His own side of it 
was by that logic no better a side, 
in a beastly vulgar world, than any 
other, and if anyone wanted to 
mean that such a mundane basis 
was deficient why he himself had 
but meant it from the first and pre- 


‘tended something else only not to 
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be too shocking. He was ready to 
mean the worst—was ready for 
anything, that is, in the interest of 
ceasing from humbug. And if Gray 
was prepared for that then il ne 
s'agissait que de s’entendre. What 
Gray was prepared for would re- 
ally take, this young man frankly 
opined, some threshing out; but it 
wasn’t at all in readiness for the 
worst that he had come to Amer- 
ica — he had come on the contrary 
to indulge, by God’s help, in ap- 
preciations, comparisons, observa- 
tions, reflections and other lux- 
uries, that were to minister, fond 
old prejudice aiding, to life at the 
high pitch, the pitch, as who should 
say, of immortality. If on occasion, 
under the dazzle of Horton’s fa- 
cility, he might ask himself how 
he tracked through it the silver 
thread of sincerity — consistency 
wasn’t pretended to — something at 
once supervened that was better 
than any answer, some benefit of 
information that the circumstance 
required, of judgment that assisted 
or supported or even amused, by 
felicity of contradiction, and that 
above all pushed the question so 
much further, multiplying its rela- 
tions and so giving it air and col- 
our and the slap of the brush, that 
it straightway became a picture 
and, for the kind of attention Gray 
could best render, a conclusive 
settled matter. He hated somehow 
to detract from his friend, wanting 
so much more to keep adding to 
him; but it was after a little as if 
he had felt that his loyalty, or 
whatever he might call it, could 
yet not be mean in deciding that 


Horton’s generalisations, his opin- 
ions as distinguished from his per- 
ceptions and direct energies and 
images, signified little enough: if 
he would only go on bristling as he 
promised with instances and items, 
would only consent to consist at 
the same rate and in his very self 
of material for history, one might 
propose to gather from it all at 
one’s own hours and without trou- 
bling him the occasional big infer- 
ence. 

How good he could be on the 
particular case appeared for exam- 
ple after Gray had expressed to 
him, just subsequently to their first 
encounter, a certain light and 
measured wonderment at Rosanna 
Gaw’s appearing not to intend to 
absent herself long enough from 
her cares in the other. State, im- 
mense though these conceivably 
were, to do what the rest of them 
were doing roundabout Mr. Better- 
man’s grave. Our young man had 
half taken for granted that she 
would have liked, expressing it 
simply, to assist with him at the 
last attentions to a memory that 
had meant, in the current phrase, 
so much for them both — though 
of course he withal quite remem- 
bered that her interest in it had 
but rested on his own and _ that 
since his own, as promoted by her, 
had now taken such effect there 
was grossness perhaps in looking 
to her for further demonstrations: ‘ 
this at least in view of her being 
under her filial stress not unimag- 
inably sated with ritual. He had 
caught himself at any rate in the 
act of dreaming that Rosanna’s re- 
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turn for the funeral would be one 
of the inevitabilities of her sympa- 
thy with his fortune — every ele- 
ment of which (that was over- 
whelmingly certain) he owed to 
her; and even the due sense that, 
put her jubilation or whatever at 
its highest, it could scarce be ex- 
pected to dance the same jig as 
his, didn’t prevent his remarking 
to his friend that clearly Miss Gaw 
would come, since he himself was 
still in the stage of supposing that 
when you had the consciousness of 
a lot of money you sort of did vio- 
lent things. He played with the 
idea that her arrival for the inter- 
ment would partake of this ele- 
ment, proceeding as it might from 
the exhilaration of her monstrous 
advantages, her now assured state. 
“Look at the violent things I’m 
doing,” he seemed to observe with 
this, “and see how natural I must 
feel it that any violence should 
meet me. Yours, for example” — 
Gray really went so far —“recog- 
nises how I want, or at least how 
I enjoy, a harmony; though at the 
same time, I assure you, I’m al- 
ready prepared for any disgusted 
snub to the attitude of unlimited 
concern about me, gracious good- 
ness, that I may seem to go about 
taking for granted.” Unlimited con- 
cern about him on the part of the 
people who weren’t up at the cool 
of dawn save in so far as they here 
and there hadn’t yet gone to bed 
—this, in combination with some- 
thing like it on the part of num- 
berless others too, had indeed to 
be faced as the inveterate essence 
of Vinty’s forecast, and formed 


perhaps the hardest nut handed to 
Gray’s vice of cogitation to crack; 
it was the thing that he just now 
most found himself, as they said, 
up against—involving as it did 
some conception of reasons other 
than ugly for so much patience 
with the boring side of him. 

An interest founded on _ the 
mere beastly fact of his pecuniary 
luck, what was that but an ugly 
thing to see, from the moment his 
circle, since a circle he was appar- 
ently to have, shouldn’t soon be 
moved to some decent reaction 
from itP How was he going him- 
self to like breathing an air in 
which the reaction didn’t break 
out, how was he going not to get 
sick of finding so large a part 
played, over the place, by the mere 
constatation, in a single voice, a 
huge monotone restlessly and un- 
tiringly directed, but otherwise , 
without application, of the state of 
being worth dollars to inordinate 
amounts? Was he really going to 
want to live with many specimens 
of the sort of person who wouldn’t 
presently rather loathe him than 
know him blindedly on such terms? 
would it be possible, for that mat- 
ter, that he should feel people un- 
ashamed of not providing for their 
attention to him any better ac- 
count of it than his uncle’s form 
of it had happened to supply, with- 
out his by that token coming to 
regard them either as very “inter- 
ested,” according to the good old 
word, or as themselves much too 
foredoomed bores to merit toler- 
ance? When it reached the pitch 
of his asking himself whether it 
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could be possible Vinty wouldn’t 
at once see what he meant by that 
reservation, he patched the ques- 
tion up but a bit provisionally per- 
haps by falling back on a remark 
about this confidant that was al- 
most always equally in order. They 
weren't on the basis yet of any 
treatable reality, any that could be 
directly handled and measured, 
other than such as were, so to speak, 
the very children of accident, those 
the old man’s still unexplained 
whim had with its own special 
shade of grimness let him in for. 
Naturally must it come to pass 
with time that the better of the set 
among whom this easy genius was 
the best would stop thinking mon- 
ey about him to the point that pre- 
vented their thinking anything else 
—so that he should only break off 
and not go in further after giving 
_ them a chance to show in a less 
flurried way to what their range 
of imagination might reach invited 
and encouraged. Should they 
markedly fail to take that chance 
it would be all up with them so far 
"as any entertainment that he 
should care to offer them was con- 
cerned. How could it stick out 
more disconcertingly —so his ap- 
peal might have run —that a fuss 
about him was as yet absolutely a 
fuss on a vulgar basis? having be- 
gun, by what he gathered, quite 
before the growth even of such in- 
dependent rumours as Horton’s 
testimony, once he was on the 
spot, or as Mr. Bradham’s range 
of anecdote, consequent on Mr. 
Bradham’s call, might give warrant 
for: it couldn’t have behind it, he 


felt sure, so much as a word of Ros- 
anna’s, of the heralding or promis- 
ing sort — he would so have staked 
his right hand on the last impossi- 
bility of the least rash overflow on 
that young woman’s part. 

There was this other young wom- 
an, of course, whom he heard of at 
these hours for the first time from 
Haughty and whom he remem- 
bered well enough to have heard 
praise of from his adopted father, 
three or four years previous, on his 
rejoining the dear man after a sum- 
mer’s separation. She would be, 
“Gussy’s” charming friend, Haugh- 
ty’s charming friend, no end of oth- 
er people’s charming friend, as ap- 
peared, the heroine of the charm- 
ing friendship his own admirable 
friend had formed, in a character- 
istically headlong manner (some 
exceptional cluster of graces, in her 
case, clearly much aiding) with a 
young American girl, the very nic- 
est anyone had ever seen, met at 
the waters of Ragatz during one of 
several seasons there and _ after- 
wards described in such extrava- 
gant terms as were to make her re- 
main, between himself and his eld- 
er, a subject of humorous reference 
and retort. It had had to do with 
Gray’s liking his companion of 
those years always better and bet- 
ter that persons intrinsically distin- 
guished inveterately took to him so 
naturally — even if the number of 
the admirers rallying was kept 
down a little by the rarity, of 
course, of intrinsic distinction. It 
wasn't, either, as if this blest 
associate had been by constitu- 
tion an elderly flirt, or some such 


990 


The Ivory Tower 


sorry type, addicted to vain phi- 
landerings with young persons he 
might have fathered: he liked 
young persons, small blame to 
him, but they had never, under 
Gray’s observation, made a fool of 
him, and he was only as much of 
one about the young lady in ques- 
tion, Cecelia Foy, yes, of New 
York, as served to keep all later 
inquiry and pleasantry at the prop- 
er satiric pitch. She would have 
been a fine little creature, by our 
friend’s beguiled conclusion, to 
have at once so quickened and 
so appreciated the accidental rela- 
tion; for was anything truly quite 
so charming in a clever girl as the 
capacity for admiring disinterest- 
edly a brave gentleman even to the 
point of willingness to take every 
trouble about him?—when the 
disinterestedness dwelt, that is, in 
the very pleasure she could seek 
and find, so much more creditable 
a matter to her than any she could 
give and be complimented for giv- 
ing, involved as this could be with 
whatever vanity, vulgarity or oth- 
er personal pretence. 

Gray remembered even his not 
having missed by any measure of 
his own need or play of his own 
curiosity the gain of Miss Foy’s ac- 
quaintance — so might the felicity 
of the quaint affair, given the ac- 
tual parties, have been too sacred 
to be breathed on; he in fact re- 
called, and could still recall, every 
aspect of their so excellent time to- 
gether reviving now in a thick rich 
light, how he had inwardly closed 
down the cover on his stepfather’s 
accession of fortune—which the 


pretty episode really seemed to 
amount to; extracting from it him- 
self a particular relief of con- 
science. He could let him alone, 
by this showing, without black 
cruelty—so little had the day 
come for his ceasing to attract ad- 
mirers, as they said, at public plac- 
es or being handed over to the 
sense of desertion. That left Gray 
as little as possible haunted with 
the young Cecelia’s image, so com- 
pletely was his interest in her, in 
her photograph and in her letters, 
one of the incidents of his virtu- 
ally filial solicitude; all the less in 
fact no doubt that she had writ- 
ten during the aftermonths fre- 
quently and very advertisedly, 
though perhaps, in spite of Mr. 
Northover’s gay exhibition of it, 
not so very remarkably. She was 
apparently one of the bright per- 
sons who are not at their brightest 
with the pen—which question in- 
deed would perhaps come to the 
proof for him, thanks to his having 
it ever so vividly, not to say de- 
risively, from Horton that this ob- 
server didn’t really know what had 
stayed her hand, for the past week, 
from an outpouring to the one per- 
son within her reach who would 
constitute a link with the delight- 
ful old hero of her European ad- 
venture. That so close a representa- 
tive of the party to her romance 
was there in the flesh and but a 
mile or two off, was a fact so ex- 
traordinary as to have waked up 
the romance again in her and pro- 
duced a state of fancy from which 
she couldn’t rest — for some shred 
of the story that might be still 
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afloat. Gray therefore needn’t be 
surprised to receive some sign of 
this commotion, and that he hadn’t 
yet done so was to be explained, 
Haughty guessed, by the very in- 
tensity of the passions involved. 
One of them, it thus appeared, 
burnt also in Gussy’s breast; “de- 
voted as she was to Cissy, she had 
taken the fond anecdote that so 
occupied them as much under her 
protection as she had from far back 
taken the girl’s every other inter- 
est, and what for the hour para- 
lysed their action, that of the ex- 
cited pair, must simply have been 
that Mrs. Bradham couldn’t on the 
one hand listen to anything so hor- 
rid as that her young friend should 
make an advance unprepared and 
unaccompanied, and that the ar- 
dent girl, on the other, had for the 
occasion, as for all occasions, her 
ideal of independence. Gray was 
not himself impatient —he felt no 
jump in him at the chance to dis- 
cuss so dear a memory in an air 
still incongruous; it depended on 
who might propose to him the deli- 
cate business, let alone its not mak- 
ing for a view of the great Gussy’s 
fine tact that she should even pos- 
sibly put herself forward as a pro- 
poser. However, he didn’t mind 
thinking that if Cissy should prove 
all that was likely enough their 
having a subject in common 
couldn’t but practically conduce; 
though the moral of it all amount- 
ed rather to a portent, the one that 
Haughty, by the same token, had 
done least to reassure him against, 
of the extent to which the native 
jungle harboured the female speci- 


men and to which its ostensible 
cover, the vast level of mixed 
growths stirred wavingly in what- 
ever breeze, was apt to be identi-- 
fiable but as an agitation of the lat- 
est redundant thing in ladies’ hats. 
It was true that when Rosanna had 
perfectly failed to rally, merely 
writing a kind short note to the ef- 
fect that she should have to give 
herself wholly, for she didn’t know 
how long, to the huge assault of 
her own questions, that might 
have seemed to him to make such 
a clearance as would count against 
any number of positively hovering 
shades. Horton had answered for 
her not turning up, and nothing 
perhaps had made him feel so right 
as this did for a faith in those gen- 
eral undertakings of assurance; 
only, when at the end of some days 
he saw that vessel of light ob- 
scured by its swing back to New 
York and other ranges of action, 
the sense of exposure — even as ex- 
posure to nothing worse than the 
lurking or pouncing ladies — be- 
came sharper through contrast with 
the late guarded interval; this to 
the extent positively of a particu- 
lar hour at which it seemed to him 
he had better turn tail and simply 
flee, stepping from under the too 
vast orb of his fate. 

He was alone with that quantity 
on the September morning after 
breakfast as he had not felt him- 
self up to now; he had taken to 
pacing the great verandah that had 
become his own as he had paced 
it when it was still his uncle’s, and 
it might truly have been a rush of 
nervous apprehension, a sudden 
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determination of terror, that quick- 
ened and yet somehow refused to 
direct his steps. He had turned out 
there for the company of seavand 
sky and garden, less conscious than 
within doors, for some reason, that 
Horton was a lost luxury; but that 
impression was presently to pass 


with a return of a queer force in, 


his view of Rosanna as above all 
somehow wanting, off and with- 
drawn verily to the pitch of her 
having played him some trick, 
merely let him in where she was 
to have seen him through, failed 
in fine of a sociability implied in 
all her preliminaries. He found his 
attention caught, in one of his rev- 
olutions, by the chair in which 
Abel Gaw had sat that first after- 
noon, pulling him up for their so 
unexpectedly intense mutual scru- 
tiny, and when he turned away a 
moment after, quitting the spot al- 
most as if the strange little man’s 
death that very night had already 
made him apparitional, which was 
unpleasant, it was to drop upon 
the lawn and renew his motion 
there. He circled round the house 
altogether at last, looking at it 
more critically than had hitherto 
seemed relevant, taking the meas- 
ure, disconcertedly, of its un- 
abashed ugliness, and at the end 
coming to regard it very much as 
he might have eyed some mon- 
strous modern machine, one of 
those his generation was going to 
be expected to master, to fly in, to 
fight in, to take the terrible women 
of the future out for airings in, and 
that mocked at his incompetence 
in such matters while he walked 


round and round: it and gave it, as 
for dread of what it might do to 
him, the widest berth his enclosure 
allowed. In the midst of all of 
which, quite wonderfully, every- 
thing changed; he wasn’t alone 
with his monster, he was in, by 
this reminder, for connections, 
nervous ass as he had just missed 
writing himself, and connections 
fairly glittered, swarming out at 
him, in the person of Mr. Brad- 
ham, who stood at the top of a 
flight of steps from the gallery, 
which he had been _ ushered 
through the house to reach, and 
there at once, by some odd felicity 
of friendliness, some pertinence of 
presence, of promise, appeared to 
make up for whatever was wrong 
and supply whatever was absent. 
It came over him with extraordi- 
nary quickness that the way not to 
fear the massed ambiguity was to 
trust it, and this florid, solid, smil- 
ing person, who waved a prodi- 
gious gold-coloured straw hat as if 
in sign of ancient amity, had come 
exactly at that moment to show 
him how.t 


1 This ends the first chapter of 
Book IV. The MS. breaks off with an 
unfinished sentence opening the next 
chapter: “Not the least pointed of the 
reflections Gray was to indulge in a 
fortnight later and as by a result of 
Davey Bradham’s intervention in the 
very nick was that if he had turned tail 
that afternoon, at the very oddest of 
all his hours, if he had prematurely 
taken to his heels and missed the emis- 
sary from the wonderful place of his 
fresh domestication, the article on 
which he would most irretrievably 


have dished himself . . .” 
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